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CHAPTER  I. 


"  Long  mwj  thy  hardy  loos  of  rustic  toil. 

Be  blett  with  health,  and  peace,  and  fweet  content 

And  O  I  may  HeaTen  their  simple  lives  prevent 

FVom  luxury^  contagion,  weak^and  vile  I 

Then  howe*er  crowns  and  coronets  be  rent, 

A  virtuous  populace  may  rise  the  while. 

And  stand  a  wall  of  fire.** 

Burns. 

From  century  to  century,  the  names  of  Tell 
and  Liberty  have  been  handed  down  in  con- 
junction,  by  poets  and  historians,  as  themes 
for  veneration ;  and  Switzerland  preserved  for 
generations  the  respect  she  won  from  European 
nations  by  her  early  and  triumphant  struggles 
with  Feudal  despotism.  But  strangers  in  the 
meanwhile  knew  little  of  her  institutions^  or 
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the  internal  history  of  her  petty  states.  Nations 
and  individuals  had  elsewhere  too  much  occu- 
pation in  struggling  for  pre-eminence^  and  de- 
fending it  when  acquired^  to  take  heed  of  a 
country^  whose  wild  fastnesses  and  humble 
chalets  possessed  neither  the  attractions  of 
luxury^  nor  the  prospect  of  gain. 

The  battles  of  the  Swiss  with  Burgundy, 
Austria,  and  Savoy,  had  early  given  indispu- 
table evidence  of  their  valour,  and  their  gallant 
deeds  in  the  service  of  France  and  Rome  during 
many  subsequent  wars,  whilst  they  maintained 
their  fame  as  the  bravest  soldiers  in  Europe, 
proved  that  their  love  of  gold  equalled,  if  not 
surpassed  their  devotion  to  the  land  of  their 
nativity. 

No  one  enquired  concerning  tka  effect  of  the 
wealth  acquired  during  this  mercenary  service, 
upon  the  morals  of  an  uneducated  people ;  no  one 
considered  whilst  they  vaunted  the  virtuous 
simplicity  of  these  hardy  mountaineers,  that 
where  knowledge  is  defective  the  vices  of  small 
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they  were  attached^  whilst  public  offices  were 
everywhere  made  a  source  of  gain  to  the  privi- 
leged few^  and  justice  was  notoriously  bought 
and  sold. 

In  fact  the  S^iss  towards  the  end  of  the 
eighteenth  century  were  neither  much  better^ 
nor  worse  than  the  surrounding  nations ;  less 
expensive — but  as  fond  of  gold ;  less  enlight- 
ened— but  in  their  towns  equally  corrupt; 
without  a  monarch,  but  as  prone  as  acknow- 
ledged despots,  to  pervert  authority  to  tyranny, 
and  subjection  to  slavery. 

Neither  the  works  of  Voltaire,  nor  Rousseau, 
produced  much  general  effect  upon  the  political 
feelings  of  these  republicans,  and  beyond  the 
confines  of  Geneva  little  interest  was  for  some 
time  excited  even  by  the  great  political  convul- 
sion that  shook  the  French  monarchy  from  its 
foundations.  Though  eleven  regiments  of  their 
countrymen,  in  the  service  of  France,  were 
massacred  almost  to  a  man,  they  perished  un- 
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Cantons^  and  in  March  1798,  presumed  to  dic- 
tate a  new  constitution  to  the  whole  of  Switzer- 
land.  The  indignation  and  amazement  of  the 
Burghers,  was  great  when  they  heard  of  the 
arbitrary  overthrow  of  their  ancient  government, 
and  they  protested  by  a  strong  memorial  against 
such  an  outrage  on  their  liberties.  But  the 
wisest  placed  little  reliance  on  obtaining  redress 
by  words,  and  the  principal  inhabitants  of 
Lucerne  and  Schwytz,  when  they  heard  of  the 
ravages  committed  by  the  French  army  under 
the  command  of  Brune  and  Schauenberg  at 
Berne,  and  the  surrounding  country,  were 
silently  convinced  that  they  likewise  would 
finally  be  compelled  to  have  recourse  to  arms 
in  defence  of  their  properties — their  lives — and 
the  ancient  institutions  which  were  as  dear  to 
them  as  either. 

But  even  long  after  such  feelings  disturbed 
the  chief  towns  of  the  Waldstetten,  the  moun- 
tains around  the  lake  retained  all  their  primi- 
tive tranquillity.    The  huntsmen  went  to  the 
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chase,  without  ever  dreaming  that  hostile 
armies  would  ere  long  tread  the  rocks  and 
glaciers  where  they  could  Bcarcely  find  a  foot- 
ing ;  the  shepherdij  drove  their  cattle  to  the 
upper  pastures,  without  a  tear  of  approaching 
war,  and  though  the  pilgrims  who  toiled  tip  the 
steep  ascents  of  the  mountains  of  the  Righi, 
to  pay  their  adoration  to  "  our  lady  of  the 
suow,"  at  the  little  chapel  of  the  Capuchin 
(lospital  near  its  summit,  occasionally  brought 
reports  to  the  holy  monks  who  dwelt  there,  of 
distant  disturbances,  for  a  long  time  very  little 
attention  was  paid  to  the  narratives,  These 
men  firmly  believed  that  neither  war,  nor  revo- 
lution could  ever  penetrate  to  the  profound 
seclusion  of  their  lonely  dwelling  placfij  which 
at  an  elevation  of  five  thousand  feet  was  render- 
ed inaccessible  by  the  snows  for  more  than  six 
months  of  the  year. 

But  there  was  one  man  who  dwelt  upon  that 

mountain,  in  apparently  yet  deeper  seclusion, 

Mho  was  well  aware  of  the  storms  by  which  his 
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eountiy  was  threatened.  Though  few  ever  ap- 
proached the  lonely  cavern  where  he  abode 
Bear  the  summit  of  the  Bighi,  Father  Paul 
Styger,  the  Hermit  of  the  waterfall,  was  well 
known  to  all  the  shepherds  of  the  Alps.  His 
very  name  was  regarded  with  veneration  by  his 
simple  neighbours,  and  whenever  he  descended 
into  the  valleys,  respect  almost  amounting  to 
adoration,  attended  his  footsteps. 

Men  knew  nothing  more  of  his  history  than 
that  for  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century  he  had 
inhabited  the  cave  in  which  he  still  dwelt, 
and  that  though  he  never  worked^  he  sought 
no  charity,  and  held  little  communication  with 
any  but  one  family  on  the  mountain,  or 
those  to  whom  his  services  were  needful.  Some 
said  that,  when  the  snows  rendered  his  cavern 
inaccessible,  he  travelled  to  other  lands  but 
none  knew  the  truth  of  this  supposition,  for  no 
sooner  had  the  first  tufts  of  green  appeared 
with  the  sunshine  and  the  showers  of  returning 
spring,  than  he  was  to  be  seen  by  the  shepherds 
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as  the;  drove  their  flocks  to  the  upper  pastures, 
sitting  on  the  same   fragment  of  rock    iie   had 
frequented  for  years,  tliough  occasioually  iq  ttw 
height  of  summer  he  nas  invisible  for  weel 
together. 

The  fine  person  of  this  eccentric  man,  coate 
tributed  in  oo  small  degree  to  enhance  the* 
mysterious  reverence  in  which  be  was  held. 
The  only  thing  in  which  hia  dress  differed  from 
that  of  a  Capuchin  friar,  was  the  broad  lit-immed 
beaver  hat  which  he  habitually  wore  when  he 
rambled  to  any  distance  from  his  care,  but  thfl* 
brown  frock  loosely  knotted  around  his  uaist 
with  a  cord,  could  not  couceal  the  musculair' 
proportions  of  his  tall  athletic  figure,  which# 
though  he  was  verging  on  sixty,  had  in  conse- 
quence of  hie  simple  mode  of  life,  retained  ali 
its  early  vigour.  His  regular  features,  and  long. 
llowing  beard,  bore  a  great  resemblaocc  to  those 
busts  bequeathed  to  ua  by  the  sculptors  of 
antiquity  as  a  likeness  of  Plato.  Grey  hairs 
were  rapidly  mingling  with  the  dark  circle   the 
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tonsure  had  left  around  his  lofty  head,  yet  bis 
large  black  eyes  were  bright  and  piercing; 
often  flashing  with  an  uncertain  lights  that  be- 
trayed a  wUd  and  enthusiastic  imagination^ 
and  a  morbid  excess  of  feeling  which  age  had 
not  subdued,  and  which  at  times,  the  powerful 
intellect  of  this  extraordinary  being  with  diffi- 
culty restrained  within  the  bounds  of  reason. 

It  was  this  part  of  his  character  which  had 
compelled  him  to  seek  seclusion,  for  though  his 
talents  might  have  won  for  him  a  high  place 
admidst  society,  yet  his  feelings  were  little 
adapted  to  struggle  successfully  with  the  trials 
of  active  life;  he  had  been  disappointed,  in  his 
affections,  and  his  early  dreams  of  human  per- 
fcctabOity ;  the  phantom  land  of  youth  had  been 
explored  and  found  wanting,  till  taught  by  ex- 
perience the  imperfection  of  all  earthly  things, 
he  sought  tranquillity  by  raising  his  thoughts 
to  heaven,  and  contemplating  with  adoration 
there,  that  eternal  and  unchanging  beauty 
whose  type  was  in  his  soul.    Thus  he  found 
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peace^  and  next  to  his  commune  with  the 
Deity,  his  greatest  happiness  was  in  endeavour- 
ing to  communicate  that  peace  to  others. 

Well  known  to  the  monks  at  the  Hospital,  he 
frequently  assisted  them  in  their  charitable 
labours  and  the  celebration  of  divine  worship, 
but  the  person  who  most  employed  his  care, 
was  the  son  of  a  neighbouring  shepherdess,  a 
youth  called  Walther  Stanz. 

His  father  once  a  cowherd  on  the  Righi,  had 
been  killed  many  years  before  by  a  falling  mass 
of  rock,  and  the  boy  left  to  the  sole  care  of  his 
widowed  mother,  had  early  engaged  the  atten- 
tion of  the  Hermit.  Though  excluded  by  his 
humble  birth  from  the  free  class  of  the  Canton 
of  Schwytz  to  which  he  belonged,  the  old  man 
found  him  endowed  with  one  of  those  noble 
and  expansive  minds,  rarely  bestowed  by  the 
just  hand  of  providence,  either  on  the  high  or 
the  lowlv. 

Even  at  fifteen  he  seemed  altogether  of  a 
different  nature  from  the  other  simple   inhabi- 
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tants  of  the  mouiltain^  ever  seeking  instruction 
and  profitting  with  marvellous  intelligence, 
by  all  the  lessons  of  Father  Paul.  When  the 
long  dark  winter  evenings  made  an  end  of  rural 
labour,  and  others  were  engaged  around  their 
cottage  stoves,  in  games  of  chance  or  idle 
sport,  he  eagerly  devoured  the  contents  of 
every  book  he  could  obtain,  or  listened  to 
those  who  would  recount  to  him  stories  of  the 
past  wars,  aud  noble  achicvments  of  his 
nation.  The  chase,  that  mimicry  of  war,  was 
the  only  pastime  he  loved,  and  when  he  follow- 
ed the  chamois  amidst  the  peaks  of  the 
mighty  Alps,  and  battled  with  the  mountain 
breeze,  his  young  heart  bounded  with  the 
inexpressible  delight  of  conscious  power  and 
freedom.  But  at  all  times  his  thoughts  were 
far  beyond  his  years  and  station,  and  of  such 
a  character,  that  undisciplined,  or  ill  directed, 
they  must  inevitably  have  proved  the  source 
of  unbounded  misery  to  himself,  or  others. 
Though  devotedly    attached   to  bis   country^ 
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as  he  adTanced  to  manhood  his  thoughu 
■oared  far  beyond  it.  Father  Paul  had  pro* 
cured  bun  an  engagement  as  a  sort  of  secretary 
to  the  monk,  who  managed  the  affairs  of  the 
Hospital^  but  this  employment  was  little 
adapted  to  his  aspiring  and  restless  mind^ 
and  he  was  only  withheld  by  his  mother^s 
need  of  his  senrices,  and  his  reluctance 
to  give  offen<%  to  the  Hermit,  from  seek- 
ing an  exercise  for  hid  hitherto  aimless  ener- 
gies, in  the  service  of  some  foreign  poten- 
tate. • 

The  influence  of  Paul  Styger  was  in  fact  of 
infinite  benefit  to  this  young  man,  at  a  time 
when  his  character  was  daily  developing,  and 
be  stood  as  it  were  half  bewildered  on  the  brink 
of  knowledge.  But  the  priest  very  wisely  did 
not  burthen  his  pupil's  mind  with  the  learning 
of  science ;  he  knew  that  such  knowledge 
would  have  no  influence  in  subduing  his  impe- 
tuous passions,  and  training  him  to  virtue,  but 
in  their  brief  opportunities  for  study,  he  placed 
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before  him  the  noblest  examples  of  ancient  and 
modem  worth  for  imitation^  and  ever  strove  by 
his  own  discourse  to  elevate  his  tone  of  religious 
and  moral  feeling.  He  saw  that  in  the  false 
position  his  birth  had  assigned  him^  in  a 
country  where  genius  was  at  best  a  worthless 
possession,  a  well  disciplined  mind  afforded  his 
only  chance  of  happiness^  and  often  did  he  sigh 
when  he  listened  to  the  wild  outpourings  of  the 
young  man's  ardent  hopes^  and  remembered 
his  own  youth^  and  the  storms  of  feeling  he 
had  struggled  through^  ere  he  had  won  the 
haven  of  peace. 

Thoughts  like  these  were  passing  in  his  mind, 
as  he  sat  with  Walther  Stanz  on  a  broken  mass 
of  rock  near  the  summit  of  the  Righi  on  one 
of  those  gladdening  and  bright  April  days^ 
which  sometimes  appear  all  loveliness  and  glory^ 
to  come  like  heavenly  messengers  of  the  ap- 
proaching summer.  On  one  side  beneath  them 
lay  the  Hospital  and  its  little  pointed  roofed 
chapel^  embosomed  in  a  cleft  of  the  mountaiR^ 
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like  a  bird  within  its  nest;  ptstures,  still  partly 
covered  with  the  silver  mantle  of  winter,  ooca- 
sionally  varied  by  a  broken  mass  of  rock  or  a 
dark  pine  tree,  stretched  in  varied  slopes  be- 
yond, solitary  and  cheerless,  but  for  the  sun- 
beams, that  were  rapidly  reviving  the  still  half 
frozen  blossoms.  Far  away  to  the  east,  fitfully 
veiled  by  moving  vapours,  extended  in  huge 
disorder  the  snowy  summits  of  the  eastern  Alps, 
whilst  immediately  in  front  of  them,  the  moun- 
tain clothed  with  wood,  sunk  almost  precipi- 
tately beneath  their  feet,  and  at  its  base  lay  the 
lake  of  Waldstetten,  and  the  banks  where  every 
step  was  hallowed  by  the  remembrance  of  1  ell 
and  his  immortal  comrades.  The  city  of  Lu- 
cerne rising  at  the  western  extremity  of  its 
placid  waters,  with  all  its  antique  towers,  and 
churches,  and  fortifications,  seemed  but  a  speck 
in  the  landscape,  as  the  eye  wandered  on  to  the 
lofty  heights  of  Mount  Pilate,  and  the  bound- 
less expanse  of  country  to  the  west,  where  hills 
and  valleys  and  lakes  were  levelled  by  distance 


18  THE   THIRST   FOR   GOLD. 

into  one  vast  plaio^  that   seemed  afar  off  to 
melt  into  the  sky. 

^'  Day  after  day  I  can  unwearied  gaze  upon 
this  glorious  prospect,'^  said  Father  Paul^  at 
length  turning  to  his  silent  companion  ;  '^  from 
no  other  spot  can  the  eye  behold  so  many 
scenes  made  sacred  by  the  deeds  of  our  ances- 
tors. See  there*  at  the  head  of  the  Lake  of 
Zug^  lies  Morgarton^  where  the  progenitor  of 
Aloys  Reding  of  Schwytz  won  a  signal  victory 
over  the  Austrians;  there  Sempach,  where 
seventy  years  later^  Arnold  de  Winkelried  an- 
nihilated those  who  came  to  seek  revenge; 
there  Kusnacht,  where  Gessler  perished  by  the 
hand  of  Tell^  and  every  breeze  that  comes 
hither  from  the  upper  lake^  seems  fraught  with 
that  great  man's  glory.  It  is  a  noble  privilege 
to  dwell  in  such  a  land^  and  forget  the  chica- 
nery  and  petty  wiles,  with  which  our  fellow 
creatures  struggle  for  gold  in  more  civilized 
regions." 

^^  It  gives  me  rather  pain  than  pleasure/' 
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returned  the  youth  without  raising  his  head 
from  the  hand  on  which  it  reatcd,  "  for  it  re- 
minds tne  of  what  I  might  have  been  in  such 
times,  and  what  I  am  !" 

"  Remember  Waither,  before  you  give  way  to 
these  repLnings,"  said  the  priest  gravely,  "  what 
the  men  were,  who  did  these  gallant  deeds. 
Not  idle  visionaries,  eick  of  their  self-consci- 
ousness ;  not  dreamers  who  shrunk  from  their 
allotted  task  of  daily  toil,  who  loathed  reality 
and  embittered  the  present  by  vain  thoughts  of 
the  future.  They  sought  no  glory — they  were 
simple,  patient  and  industrious ;  drawing  tha 
sword  when  duty  commanded  them,  and  when 
their  warlike  task  was  done  returning  contented 
to  obscurity.  The  greatest  exploits  make  only 
a  transient  portion  of  any  man's  life,  but  their 
devoted  love  of  their  country,  and  their  attach- 
ment to  their  homes  and  families,  in  which  lay 
all  their  strength,  grew  up  unconsciously  amidst 
their  daily  toil." 

"  But  1  am  even  denied  these  blessings," 
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answered  the  young  man  sadly^  '^  the  son  of  a 
bondman  I  am  scarcely  acknowledged  by  my 
country,  and  oh  I  Father  Paul,  you  must  know 
as  well  as  I,  that  it  is  my  fate  to  live  for  ever 
alone  P 

*'  Nay,"  returned  the  Hermit  smiling,  '^  this 
is  a  new  cause  for  complaint,  not  coming  within 
my  province  to  decide  on ;  but  methinks  Wal- 
ther,  this  grief,  too,  is  like  the  vapours  of  the 
morning  on  yonder  valley,  a  meridian  sun 
never  fails  to  disperse.^ 

^  There  is  no  brightness  awaiting  for  me," 
was  the  reply,  '^  am  I  not  a  bondman,  a  slave, 
with  whom  the  daughters  of  freemen  would 
scorn  to  match.  Yes,  Father  Paul,  you  who 
have  taught  me  so  much,  know  how  my  heart 
shrinks  from  many  with  whom  it  is  my  lot  to 
associate,  and  feel  as  I  do,  that  amongst  the 
women  of  my  own  class,  I  can  find  none  to 
love." 

**  Not  if  your  heart  is  already  given  to  one 
of  higher  breeding,"  answered  the    Hermit. 
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^  Ah  Walther^how  can  you  expect  me  to  be  a 
just  counsellor  if  you  tell  me  only  half  your 
cause?  But  I  know  your  secret !  I  have  long 
known  it,  and  if  I  had  not,  I  should  have  di- 
vined it  from  your  discontent.  You  are  in 
love  with  Justine  Weber  !'* 

^^  Love  her,  Father^Paul !"  exclaimed  Walther 
with  a  crimson  cheek,  and  flashing  eye,  '*  love 
is  a  feeble  word  for  the  feelings  that  are  driving 
me  almost  to  madness !  and  yet  it  is  too  pre- 
sumptuous in  a  wretch  like  me,  to  say  I  dare 
to  love  her !  had  you  not  spoken  the  word, 
even  to  you,  I  would  not  have  betrayed  my 
folly.'* 

^^  Have  you  then  said  nothing  to  the  maiden 
herself?^'  inquired  the  old  man. 

"  No— no — no — I  am  not  so  vain  !  though 
I  talk  so  wildly,  I  have  no  hope !  none  upon 
earth  I** 

"  Yet  without  hope  love  dies  men  say,'*  re- 
turned the  hermit,  gazing  with  sorrow  on  the 
agitated  features    of   his    companion,  whose 
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abrupt  movements  betrayed  even  more  than 
his  words,  the  violence  of  the  feelings  he 
struggled  to  restrain. 

"  Not  love  like  mine  ?^  he  abruptly  cried, 
^^  those  who  assert  it,  never  felt  the  passion. 
Since  first  I  worshipped  her,  no  ray  of  hope 
has  ever  gleamed  upon  my  wretched  heart. 
Yet  ask  yourself,  oh.  Father  Paul  you  once 
were  young,  and  with  a  mind  Hke  yours,  you 
must  like  me  have  loved  !  ask  yourself  if  it  be 
possible  daily  to  see  so  fair  a  creature,  daily  to 
feel  that  humble  as  I  am,  her  young,  pure, 
guileless  heart  still  trusts  me  as  in  childhood, 
and  yet  forbear  to  love !  Ah,  it  was  a  sad  day 
for  me,  when  her  rich  uncle  Michael  Oraaf, 
sent  her  to  be  brought  up  on  the  mountain." 

"  Absence,  perhaps  might  prove  a  better 
remedy  than  such  society,^'  said  the  old 
man. 

"  I  have  tried  that  too,**  rejoined  his  com- 
panion sadly,  '^  but  without  success ;  it  may 
obliterate  mere  passing  fancies,  but  to  me  it 
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brought  no  change.  On  the  lonely  hills  I 
shaped  the  mists  of  the  morning  into  her  form, 
and  I  saw  her  like  a  spirit  amidst  the  evening 
clouds ;  her  voice  was  ever  in  mj  ears — but 
this  is  madness^  utter  madness,  I  should 
reveal  to  no  man.  I  fear  Father  Paul  you 
will  repent  the  labour  you  have  bestowed  on 
such  a  worthless  pupil ;  but  nature  will  break 
forth.'' 

*^  I  rejoice  that  you  have  disclosed  these 
feelings/'  answered  the  Hermit  kindly,  taking 
the  hand  of  the  young  man  in  his.  '^  Tou 
were  right  in  conjecturing  that  I  have  felt  too 
much  myself,  not  to  sympathize  with  the 
feelings  of  others.  A  pent  up  fire,  ever 
bums  most  intensely,  and  anguish  is  redoubled 
by  concealment.  I  know  it  is  vain  to  dis- 
courage your  love,  yet  I  can  see  no  hope  of  its 
prospering.  Michael  Oraaf  the  maiden's  only 
sur>iving  relative,  sets  a  great  value  both  on 
wealth  and  birth.  He  is  sprung  from  an 
ancient    family,    however   unworthy    of  his 
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ancestors^  and  is  the  Treasurer,  as  well  as  one 
of  the  richest  Burghers  of  Lucerne.  I  marvel 
he  has  never  heard  of  your  intimacy  with  his 
niece  !'* 

*^  I  am  too  humble  in  every  way/'  said  the 
mountaineer  bitterly,  '^  for  him  even  to  dream 
of  my  measureless  presumption,  or  to  have  any 
fear  that  Justine  would  so  misplace  her  affec- 
tions. Moreover/*  he  continued  in  a  low 
and  hurried  voice,  '^  her  uncle  has  decided  that 
she  is  to  marry  Carl  Staffer." 

*^  What,  the  farmer  of  Meggen  ?" 

'^  The  same ;  he  has  the  largest  tracts  of 
land  of  any  man  in  the  Canton  !" 

^^I  know  him  well  by  reputation,"  said 
Father  Paul,  "  and  have  always  heard,  he  was 
a  coarse,  good-looking,  selfish  blockhead;  a 
very  unfit  husband  for  such  a  girl  as  Justine. 
But  who  comes  here/*  he  added  abruptly  inter- 
rupting himself,  as  a  figure  suddenly  appeared 
from  behind  the  buildings  of  the  Hospital,  and 
began  to  ascend  towards  them.    ^^  Your  young 
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fjres  are  clearer  than  mine/'  he  said  after  he 
had  taken  a  brief  survey  of  the  stranger,  who 
with  considerable  agility  was  scaling  the  preci- 
pice, ^^  tell  me  if  you  recognize  him,  for  me- 
thinks  it  is  Aloys  Reding/' 

^^  It  may  be,  for  he  has  the  air  of  a  soldier ; 
but  you  forget,  I  know  him  not ;''  answered 
Walther,  and  with  considerable  curiosity  he 
continued  attentively  to  watch  the  movements 
of  the  unknown,  for  in  that  unfrequented 
solitude  the  appearance  even  of  a  passing 
traveller,  was  a  subject  of  interest. 


>-ti 
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CHAPTER  II. 


''  Such  harmony  in  motion,  speech,  and  air,  • 
Though  fair  the  maiden,  she  was  more  than  fair ; 
Had  more  than  beauty  in  each  speaking  grace, 
That  lent  their  cloudless  beauty  to  the  fiice." 

Cbabbs's  Tales. 


Tub  dress  of  the  man  who  thus  unexpectedly 
ascended  to  the  resting  place  of  the  Hermit 
and  his  pupil^  was  superior  to  that  of  the  ordi- 
nary inhabitants  of  the  country,  and  though 
very  simple  had  a  certain  military  character. 
He  was  probably  near  fifty,  but  tall  and  ath- 
letic, his  elastic  steps  and  graceful,  though 
careless  carriage,  made  him  appear  much 
younger,  and  ere  he  had  spoken  a  word,  the 
frank  expression  of  his  plain  but  intelligent 


THE   THIRST   FOR   GOLD.  27 

countenance,  prepossessed  the  young  moun- 
taineer in  his  favour. 

'^  Ha !  Aloys  Reding  !'^  exclaimed  the  Hermit 
the  instant  he  distinctly  recognised  his  early 
friend,  *' what  has  brought  you  hither  to-day?^ 

^  Idleness/'  replied  the  soldier,  ^^  I  was  at 
Goldau  on  business,  and  as  I  could  not  think  of 
being  so  near,  and  yet  return  to  Schwytz  with- 
out seeing  you,  I  determined  to  cross  the 
mountain  and  go  home  by  the  Lake/' 

Walther  well  knew  that  Aloys  Reding,  a  re- 
tired Spanish  officer,  though  a  native  of  Schwytz, 
and  since  his  return  from  abroad,  one  of  its 
most  influential  inhabitants,  had  been  in  early 
Ufe  the  chosen  friend  of  Father  Paul,  and  now 
was  largely  in  his  confidence.  Feeling  therefore 
that  his  presence  was  uncalled  for,  he  glided 
away  unperceived,  and  returned  to  his  usual 
labours  in  the  Hospital.) 

**  I  went  to  your  cavern  in  search  of  you/* 
continued  the  officer,  when  they  were  thus  left 
alone,  '^  but  you  were  wise  to  leave  that  gloomy 
c  3 
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den,  and  come  forth  to  look  nature  in  the  face 
this  glorious  day.  I  have  been  long  wishing 
to  talk  to  you  on  a  subject,  that  sometimes  dis- 
turbs my  mind^  so  I  will  take  a  seat  on  this 
stone  at  your  side." 

"  Is  there  any  further  news  of  the  French 
movements  ?"  demanded  the  Hermit  anxiously. 

'*  Nothing  important,"  was  the  reply ;  '^  but 
I  have  received  a  private  hint,  that  Michael 
Graaf  is  in  correspondence  with  them/' 

*^  Can  the  fellow  have  taken  a  bribe  ?"  in- 
quired Father  Paul. 

'^  It  is  probable  enough,'^  was  the  reply, 
^^  for  though  he  was  my  own  sister's  husband^ 
I  have  the  worst  opinion  of  him.  In  fact  it 
was  on  that  very  subject  I  came  hither  to  con* 
verse  with  you.  He  pretended  to  marry  poor 
Clarice  for  love,  but  even  when  I  first  went  to 
Milan,  soon  after  she  disappeared,  there  were 
strange  stories  afloat  about  her  death,  yet  so 
vague  and  confused  that  fearful  thoughts  have 
sometimes  come  into  my  mind.    I  never  talked 
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to  you  on  these  matters.  Father  Paul,  for  I  saw 
you  liked  not  to  speak  of  the  past,  but  since 
my  return  home,  they  have  continually  haunted 
me.  I  felt  it  was  my  duty  to  inquire  further^ 
and  during  the  past  week  I  have  been  again  to 
Milan." 

-^  And  what  did  you  discover  there  ?^  in- 
quired the  Hermit. 

"  I  gained  little  fresh  intelligence,"  said 
Reding  ;  ^^  what  I  learnt  however  has  decided 
me  to  investigate  this  matter  further,  and  con- 
firmed all  the  rumours  I  had  previously  heard, 
that  Clarice  left  a  child,  vet  none  seem  even 
to  suspect  in  Lucerne  that  Graaf  ever  had  a 
wife,  and  he  is  now  alone ;  but  though  by  our 
father's  will,  I  am  heir  to  my  sister's  portion 
which  was  considerable  for  her  station,  he  per- 
sists in  refusing  to  repay  it  me.'' 

^^  You  should  enforce  your  rights,"  said  the 
Hermit  coolly. 

'^  He  defies  me  to  prove  either  his  marriage^ 
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the  death  of  Clarice^  or  that  she  died  child- 
less/' was  the  reply. 

'*  Have  you  met  him  face  to  face  ?^  enquired 
Father  Paul. 

^  I  never  saw  him  in  my  life,  and  it  is  many 
years  since  any  communication  took  place  be- 
tween us.  I  obtained  a  certificate  of  my  sis- 
ter^s  marriage  when  I  visited  Milan  soon  after 
Michael  left  it.  It  was  given  me  by  Louis 
Biientano— " 

^  Ha !  did  you  know  that  Priest  ?"  demand- 
ed the  Hermit  suddenly  interrupting  him  with 
an  agitation  of  manner  that  greatly  surprised 
his  companion. 

^^  He  was  my  sister's  confessor,''  was  the 
reply,  ^  and  married  her  to  Michael  Graaf. 
This  he  acknowledged,  but  though  he  pre- 
tended ignorance  of  all  besides,  there  was  a 
strange  confusion  in  his  manner  when  I  ques- 
tioned him  as  to  the  ultimate  fate  of  Clarice. 
He  insinuated  that  she  had  quitted  her  hus- 
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baad,  but  whether  bj  her  own  consent,  ornot, 
I  failed  to  discover.  I  had  then  no  leisure  to 
sift  this  matter  further.  Time  passed  on,  and 
in  the  hurry  inactive  service,  it  rarely  recumd 
to  my  mind.  But  aince  I  have  returned  to 
Schwyts,  a  solitary  man  to  end  my  days  in  se- 
clusion, I  feel  I  have  been  to  blame,  and 
though  I  care  little  for  Clarice's  portion,  I  am 
determined  to  clear  her  character  from  the 
slanders  that  have  penetrated  even  to  these  re- 
mote districts.  She  was  too  pure,  too  angelic  a 
being,  for  any  guilty  passion  to  have  led  her 
astray.  But  surely  Father  Paul  you  ware  at 
Milan  in  those  days,  can  you  give  me  no  light 
in  this  matter?'' 

^'  1  heard  reports,  as  you  have  done,"  said 
the  Hermit,  though  without  lifting  his  eyes  to 
the  face  of  his  friend,  *'  but  I  knew  the  virtues 
of  your  sister  too  well,  to  heed  aught  that  the 
world  might  say  to  her  disadvantage.  If  these 
slanders  are  not  forgotten  yet,  they  soon  will 
be,  and  as  your  friend,  Aloys  Reding,  I  advise 
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you  to  let  matters  rest,  if  your  only  motive  is 
to  dispel  them.  If  you  claim  the  portion  it  is 
different.  You  have  not  yet  spoken  with  Mi- 
chael Graaf  on  that  point,  I  think  you  said  ?^ 

"  I  waited  for  further  information/'  replied 
the  soldier,  ^'  but  my  agents  at  Milan  have 
hitherto  failed  in  all  their  researches,  for  Louis 
Brentano  has  forsaken  his  monastery,  and  is  no 
where  to  be  heard  of.  This  being  the  case, 
I  will  seize  the  first  opportunity  to  call  Graaf 
to  account.  When  young  he  was  a  coward,  and 
I  warrant  that  wealth  has  not  made  him  more 
courageous;  I  will  accost  him  abruptly,  and 
from  his  manner  when  thus  taken  unawares, 
read  the  truth  of  my  suspicions.  I  fear  there 
has  been  sad  foul  play  somewhere,  and  though 
I  have  been  hitherto  baffled  in  my  search,  I  am 
bent  on  bringing  it  to  light.*' 

*^  I  fear  you  will  find  it  very  difficult  to  prove 
anything  against  this  man,^'  answered  Father 
Paul,  and  the  tone  was  bitterly  sarcastic  in 
which  he  contii&^ed,  ^^  I  cannot  deny  he  is  well 
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kiiown  to  be  Tery  food  of  moncj^  bat  asmng 
tbat  fault,  aod  wUch  of  os  is  pcrfeciy  be  is 
oommoolj  coosidered  a  good*bcpited  ftOem, 
and  is  so  well  thought  of  bj  those  in  office,  that 
he  is  now  Treasurer  of  Luccme.'' 

''Tben  St.  Dunstan  guard  their  gold,**  said 
Reding  in  a  gayer  tone,  **  for  his  fingers  will 
itch  to  handk  it;  and  mark  mj  words  FmJ, 
good-nature  is  the  worst  part  about  him ;  for  it 
would  put  Sti  Anthony  off  his  guaxd,  and  hath 
cozened  many  a  fool — whilst  a  knave  picked 
his  pocket^** 

^  I  grant  he  may  be  cunning,  but  that 
affords  no  ground  for  suspecting  him  of  mur- 
der !"  persisted  Stygcr. 

^*  I  spoke  not  of  murder,"  returned  the 
soldier  impetuously,  ^  yet  I  have  seen  strange 
scenes  in  my  time,  and  1  have  come  to  this 
conclusion,  that  when  a  man  in  the  pursuit  of 
gain  deliberately  carries  fraud  as  far  as  law  per- 
mits with  safety,  I  am  ready  to  believe,  that  no 
scruples  would  deter  him  firom  the  greatest 
c5 


34  THE   THIRST   FOR   OOLD. 

erimeSi  it  his  neck  were  not  placed  in  jeopardy. 
Those  who  have  had  dealings  with  Michael  in 
Milan^  say  that  in  former  days  his  conscience 
like  an  easy  doublet^  sat  very  loosely  on  him/' 

'^  But  murder  Aloys  !  it  is  a  fearful  thing, 
and  needs  more  courage  than  Michael  is  pos- 
sessed of/'  said  the  Hermit. 

^  No !  but  he  might  neglect,  or  persecute  ! 
there  are  many  ways  to  end  a  woman's  life 
without  potiring  poison  down    her  throat.     I 
will  see  him  however,  and  hear  what  he  has  to 
say  for  himself.     But  hark  !  surely  that  cannot 
be  noon  that  the  Chapel  clock  is  striking/' 
'^  In  truth  is  it/'  said  the  Hermit. 
*^  Then  I  must  begone,  for  I  have  little  time 
to  spare/'  returned  the  officer  starting  from  his 
seat,  ^^  but  though  I  mean  to  go  by  Weggis,  I 
know  not  the  way  thither,  for  I  have  been  so 
long  absent  that  I  have   forgotten  all  these 
mountain  paths." 

"  That  youth  who  Ifeft  me  when  yom  came 
hither^  shall  be  your  guide,"^  said  Father  Paul 
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be  is  my  popfly  and  wiD  be  proad  of  x&e  n 
Thougli  only  a  oovbcnPs  mm  I  docSst  zact  3^ 
will  be  pleased  with  bis  eoopany.  I  bsie 
sto'xed  some  small  pains  on  bis  i^arariurL  x=.d 
be  gives  me  no  reason  to  repent  hmKf  ^ander- 
taken  tbe  task.  He  is  gone  to  the  Hocpinl, 
but  1  will  call  bim  bitber." 

Tbey  were  now  in  firont  of  tbe  £tzk  Chapti^ 
*  and  Waltbcr  Stanz  qaiddy  appeared  in 
to  the  Hermit's  sommoos.  Tbe  old 
plained  to  bim  tbe  task  be  rbqcdred  haz.  :•> 
perforin,  and  ondertook  to  excuse  bss  abng*?e 
from  his  usual  duties,  to  Brotbcr  Azivme,  cas 
employer.  He  tben  wished  Aloys  tU^Smg  fine- 
well,  and  promising  to  commnnicate  to  biia 
the  first  news  be  reoeived  from  Bcnie»be  sWwIy 
took  his  way  towards  bis  lonely  cave. 

For  a  few  moments  ahcr  Aloys  Redhfcg  bad 
returned  tbe  salutation  of  tbe  yoan|r  mocs- 
taineer,  be  stood  sunfeyiflg  bim  witb  eiidect 
amazement  and  cariosity. 

^  You  wish  Sir,  I  bdiere,  to  be  riiown  tbe 
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road  to  Wcggis/'  said  Walther  courteously 
raising  his  broad  brimmed  hat  from  his  dark 
curling  hair^  as  he  spoke. 

"  Yes  true,  I  had  forgotten,"  returned  the 
officer  starting  as  his  wild  and  wandering 
thoughts  were  thus  disturbed,  ^^  there  was  a 
time  when  I  needed  no  guide  amongst  the 
paths  of  hill,  or  valley,  but  I  have  trodden  so 
many  lands  since  then,  that  these  haunts  of  my 
childhood  are  forgotten.^' 

'^  Methought,"  said  the  youth  as  he  turned 
and  led  the  way,  ^^  that  the  scenes  the  heart 
first  clung  to,  were  remembered  for  ever.  I  feel, 
as  if  though  I  traversed  the  world,  the  rocks, 
and  woods,  and  pastures,  of  the  Righi,  would 
be  distinct  before  my  sight  as  now.'^ 

^*  When  you  are  as  old  as  I  am,'*  said  Aloys 
somewhat  bitterly,  ^^  you  will  find  that  fancy 
so  much  embellishes  the  past,  we  cannot  trust 
to  its  pictures.'^ 

'^  But  surely  there  are  some  things  too  fair 
for  any  fancy  to  embellish,*'  replied  the  young 
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-  And  Tonr  raodier's,  is  i:  ImX  r* 
"  Yes,  and  mj  poor  dssib  Imvdia 
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is  two  years  younger  than  I  am,  lives  with  her 
likewise ;  it  looks  dreary  now,  when  the  snows 
are  neither  frozen,  nor  melted,  but  in  winter 
and  summer  it  is  a  pleasant  place/' 

"  And  how  many  changes  of  season  may  you 
have  seen  there  ?**  inquired  the  oflScer. 

"  I  am  just  twenty  two,"  wasWalther's  reply, 
"  but  take  heed  Sir,  our  path  lies  this  way,  and 
ifyou  are  not  used  to  the  mountain,  you  had 
better  take  my  pole  to  steady  your  steps,  for 
it  is  steep  and  slippery/* 

In  truth  the  descent  for  nearly  three  quarters 
of  a  league,  was  attended  with  extreme  diffi- 
culty ;  but  Walther  swung  from  branch  to 
branch,  and  leapt  from  rock  to  rock,  with  the 
agility  of  an  Alpine  Huntsman,  and  Aloys 
Reding,  though  long  unaccustomed  to  the  exer- 
cise, felt  the  spirit  of  his  youth  revive  within 
him  in  these  familiar  scenes,  and  followed, 
though  somewhat  more  cautiously  in  his  track. 

At  the  end  of  an  hour,  all  the  difficulties  of 
the  descent  were  past,,  and  the  remainder  of  the 
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way,  led  over  smiling  pasture-lands,  intersected 
by  picturesque  wooden  cottages,  orchards,  and 
scattered  walnut-trees.  The  officer  and  his 
guide  here  paused  to  gaze  with  silent  admira- 
tion, over  this  lovely  scene  of  pastoral  tran- 
quillity, and  drink  at  the  pure  source  of  a 
spring,  gushing  from  the  tno&sy  bank  at  their 
side,  and  directed  by  the  labour  of  man  to 
fructify  a  hundred  meadows,  ere  it  mingled  its 
waters  with  the  Lake. 

They  very  quickly  resumed  their  course  but 
they  had  not  advanced  far,  when  they  heard  a 
sweet  female  voice  singing  the  following 
words. 


THE  SONG  OF  THK  SPRING. 


Arise,  and  come  away  with  moi 
O'er  mountains  free  to  roam, 

And  I  a  world  will  show  to  thee, 
More  bright  than  thy  lov'd  home. 


40  THE   THIRST   FOB   GOLD. 

Tlie  snows  are  melting  in  the  sun, 

The  leaves  are  budding  fiut. 
The  winter's  chilling  storms  arc  done. 

And  spring  returns  at  last 

The  mists  are  rising  from  the  lake. 

Morn's  light  is  o'er  the  hills, 
The  birds  are  singing  in  the  brake, 

And  by  the  mountain  rills. 

At  mom  when  lingering  darkness  shrouds 

The  valley  with  her  wings. 
In  sunbeams  high  above  the  clouds, 

The  cowherd  gaily  shigs. 

At  eye,  the  lonely  shepherd^s  horn, 

Soft  as  the  fading  light. 
There  often  on  the  breeze  is  borne 

Like  voice  of  wandering  sprite. 

Then  haste,  and  come  away  with  roe. 

O'er  mountains  free  to  roam, 
And  I  a  world  will  show  to  thee. 

More  bright  than  thy  lov'd  home. 

An  abrupt  turning  in  a  flight  of  rugged 
steps,  hewn  in  the  living  rock,  speedily  dis- 
closed the  songstress  to  their  view,  who  with  a 
start  of  timid  surprize  stood  still  in  the  very 
middle  of  her  path. 

She  was  a  fair  young  maiden,,  attired  in  the 
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picturesque  dress  of  the  peasants  of  Lucerne^ 
and  the  tight  black  boddice,  and  short  striped 
skirt^  displayed  to  peculiar  advantage  the 
beauty  of  her  slender  figure  and  delicate 
ancles.  Her  dark  hair  drawn  back  from  her 
fair  and  spotless  forehead,  was  surmounted  by 
the  little  round  flat  straw  hat  of  the  country, 
and  hung  down  behind  nearly  to  her  feet,  in 
two  thick  rich  braids,  a  Circassian  might  have 
envied.  She  had  a  clear  complexion,  laughing 
black  eyes,  and  the  prettiest  lips  and  teeth  in 
the  Canton ;  her  figure  had  all  the  roundness 
of  health,  and  her  carriage  the  graceful  freedom 
of  a  mountaineer,  whom  no  necessity  has  sub- 
jected to  deprivations  or  irksome  labour.  But 
it  was  the  joyous  sweetness  of  her  frank  bright 
smile,  that  first  caught  the  eye  of  Reding,  and 
fixed  it  with  an  admiring  gaze  upon  the 
innocent,  and  honest  countenance  of  the 
maiden. 

^*  WaltherStanz  !"  she  exclaimed,  when  after 
respectfully  wishing  the  stranger  good  day,  she 
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returned  the  salutation  of  his  guide,  with  a 
cheek  as  glowing  as  his  own,  ^^  what  good  for- 
tune has  brought  you  hither,  to  save  me  the 
toil  of  climbing  to  the  Hospital  in  search  of 
you  V' 

"  Have  you  need  of  my  services,  Justine  ?" 
he  enquired  with  some  confusion. 

"  My  cousin  Dame  Muller  has,^'  replied  the 
girl,  ^^  and  would  fain  speak  with  you  without 
delay/' 

^*  I  am  going  to  Weggis  with  this  gentle- 
man," he  said  looking  towards  the  officer,  ^'  but 
as  I  return  I  will  not  fail  to  come  to  her/' 

"  Were  you  to  follow  me  now,  it  would  not 
detain  you  a  quarter  of  an  hour,''  was  Justine's 
reply,  "  and  perhaps  this  stranger — " 

^^  Could  find  his  way  to  Weggis  alone,  my 
fair  damsel,"  said  Reding  interrupting  her  with 
a  good  humoured  smile,  '^  is  not  that  what  you 
would  say  ?" 

"  Nay,  Sir,  I  meant  nothing  so  uncourteous," 
she  returned  with  a  deep  blush. 
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"  Perhaps  not !  but  nevercheleas  it  is  wliat  I 
mean  to  attempt,"  he  replied ;  "  your  friend 
Wahher  will,  I  have  no  doubt,  be  of  more  use 
if  he  foUovs  your  guidance,  than  if  I  follow 
his ;  in  other  years  I  often  trod  tlie  road,  and 
now  tbc  precipice  is  past,  1  am  certain  I  shall 
no  longer  need  bis  help.  So  farewell  to  you 
both,  and  many  thanks ;  we  shall  meet  again 
ere  long  I  trust !"  and  in  spite  of  the  remon- 
strances of  the  young  people,  Aloys  Reding 
darted  past  them,  and  springing  down  the 
rocky  slair  was  soon  out  of  sight. 

Neither  Justine  nor  Walthcr  spoke  for  a  few 
moments,  after  they  were  thus  lefl  alone;  the 
attention  of  the  latter  seemed  wholly  engrossed 
by  watching  the  maiden  picking  a  primrose  to 
pieces  that  she  had  gathered  from  the  bank,  and 
as  usual  in  such  cases,  she  was  the  first  to  break 
silence,  by  enquiring  the  name  of  the  strangir. 

"  Aloys  Reding,"  replied  the  mountaineer  j 
"  he  is  one  of  the  first  men  in  Schwytz,  kaving 
rttumed  there  afler  a  long  foreign  service.    He 
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is  likewise  a  friend  of  Father  Paul's  and  I 
know  not  what  the  Hermit  will  sav.  when  he 
hears  how  I  have  deserted  him." 

"  It  was  no  fault  of  yours Walther/^  returned 
the  maiden,  ^^  and  moreover  my  cousin  has 
urgent  need  of  you^  which  he  had  not ;  I  am 
sure  you  will  not  refuse  to  come  to  Dame 
Muller's  with  me  V^ 

An  irresistible  smile  accompanied  these 
words,  and  Walther,  who  had  never  dreamt  of 
denying  the  maiden's  request^  at  once  signified 
his  joyful  compliance  with  her  wishes. 

Nearly  a  week  had  elapsed  since  they  last 
met^  and  that  day  he  had  indulged  no  hope  of 
doing  so^  yet  though  his  heart  was  very  fuU^  he 
spoke  little  during  their  walk  to  the  farm  of 
the  widoW;  by  whom  Justine  had  been  brought 
up^  and  with  whom^  by  her  uncle  Michael 
GraaTs  permission^  she  was  still  a  frequent 
visitor.  But  whether  it  was  the  charms  of  the 
scenery^  or  the  chance  of  seeing  Walther  Stanz 
her  old  playfellow^  that  attracted  the  maiden 
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thither,  it  might  be  difficult  to  decide,  but  it 
certainly  was  not  any  affection  to  Dame  MuUer  ' 
herself,  whom  she  neither  Hked,  nor  respected, 
more  especially  since  she  bad  become  the  tor- 
menting and  constant  advocate  of  Carl  Staffer's 
unnclcome  addresses. 

A  short  walk  across  the  meadows  soon 
brought  them  before  the  door  of  the  cottage. 
It  was  built  of  wood  with  an  overhanging  roof, 
and  gaily  painted  balconies  of  the  same  mate- 
rial round  every  story,  whilst  the  name  of  ita 
builder,  and  a  holy  distich  Bgured  in  large 
German  characters  smroundcd  by  an  ornamen- 
tal border  of  scarlet  and  yellow,  beneath  its 
pointed  gable.  Though  it  hnd  no  sir  of  wealth, 
it  was  superior  to  most  of  the  cottages  on  the 
mountain,  and  bespoke  its  proprietor  to  be 
possessed  of  at  least  a  decent  competence. 

Justine  quickly  ascended  an  outer  stair  to 
the  gallerj-  round  the  first  story,  and  hfting 
the  latch  of  a  door  in  front   of  the   building, 
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ushered  her  companion  without  more  ceremony 
into  a  large  well  lighted  kitchen. 

A  wood  fire  burnt  on  a  wide  open  stove 
platform  on  one  side  of  this  apartment^  and  the 
smoke  had  considerably  blackened  the  cross 
rafters  that  supported  the  broad  planked  ceil- 
ing ;  but  the  floor  was  cleanly  swept^  and  the 
polish  of   the  strong  wooden  furniture  bore 
testimony  to  the  housewife's  industry.     Milk 
vessels;  as  shining  as  ivory^  stood  drying  around 
^he  hearth^  bundles  of  yarn  hung  from  the 
roof^  side  by  side  with  nets  of  dried  fruity  herbs 
and  sausages ;  many  implements  of  husbandry 
were  suspended  against  the  walls^  and  a  wooden 
clock  ticked  as  loudly  as  a  hundred  grasshop- 
pers, above  the  old  deal  wardrobe^  where  piles 
of  linen  were  laid  carefully  in  store.    Cheerful 
plenty  was  the  characteristic  of  this  simple 
dwelling,  and  Dame  MuUer  who  was  busily 
turning  her  spindle  when  the  young  people 
entered^  was  a  fit  inhabitant  for  such  a  place. 
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Though  sprung  from  one  of  the  oldest  fami- 
lies of  her  Canton,  she  had  been  accustomed 
to  labour  firom  her  youth.  Totally  uneducated, 
the  works  of  her  hands,  and  the  profits  arising 
therefrom,  were  the  sole  subjects  with  which 
her  mind  was  habitually  occupied.  Clear- 
sighted, keen,  thrifty,  and  resolute,  though  en- 
dowed only  with  a  narrow  intellect,  she  had 
saved  her  husban(^  who  was  a  weak  spend- 
thrift, from  utter  ruin,  and  after  his  death  bad 
continued  to  toil  so  hard  for  herself,  that  the 
profits  of  her  little  farm  had  greatly  increased, 
and  her  poorer  neighbours  whispered,  that  she 
had  saved  more  money  than  many  a  Burgher 
in  Lucerne.  Though  her  naturally  violent 
temper  was  perpetually  aroused  by  the  slight- 
est imaginary  insult  to  her  vanity,  or  sejf- 
esteem,  and  as  she  advanced  in  years  her  parsi- 
mony and  irritability  greatly  increased,  she 
was  not  a  bad  hearted  woman  ;  she  would  save 
a  batz  for  a  neighbour  as  readily  as  for  herself, 
and  when  not  contradicted  she  was  often  in  a 
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good  humour  for  a  week  together^  more  espe- 
cially to  men ;  and  though  Justine's  obstinate 
refusal  of  Staffer  had  highly  provoked  her^  she 
received  Walther  Stanz  with  a  most  smiling 
and  friendly  countenance.  In  truth  the  young 
mountaineer  was  a  great  favourite  with  her ; 
he  was  always  ready  to  listen  to  her  advice^  and 
return  her  little  neighbourly  attentions  to  his 
mother^  by  all  the  services  in  his  power^  and 
his  prompt  compliance  with  her  summons  that 
day,  put  her  in  peculiar  good  humour. 

'^  Well,  children/'  she  said  laying  aside  her 
work  as  soon  as  Justine  and  her  companion 
entered,  "  I  did  not  expect  you  for  these  two 
hours,  or  more !  Walther,  good  day ;  you  were 
ever  a  ready  helper  in  fold,  or  barn,  or  I  had 
not  sent  to  ask  a  favour  of  you  now.'' 

"  Your  kindness  when  my  mother  lay  sick 
of  a  fever  last  winter,  needs  more  return  than 
I  can  ever  make,"  was  the  young  man's  reply. 

^^  Lena  will  do  the  same  for  me  without  pay- 
ment when  I  need  it,''  said  the  Dame,  ^^  and 
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now  Waltber,  whilst  all  the  men  and  maideDa 
are  out  cutting  grass  for  the  cattle  (it  is  a  scarce 
article  yet  I  cao  tell  jou,)  1  must  briefly  inform 
you  of  my  business.  Can  you  go  to  Lucerne 
with  Justine  before  the  sun  sets?  the  weather 
is  calm,  and  I  think  there  are  do  storms  to  be 
feared  upon  the  Lake.  I  want  jou  to  take  a 
letter  to  Michael  Graaf — which  you  might  do 
without  her  to  be  sure,  but  she  has  some  pur- 
chaEen  to  make  in  the  town,  and  no  one  else 
settles  these  matters  for  me  like  Justine." 

The  heart  of  Walther  bounded  at  this  propo- 
sitioD,  but  he  replied  with  as  much  composure 
as  he  could  assume,  that  Father  Ambrose  had 
no  further  need  of  him  for  that  day  at  the 
Hospital,  aud  he  should  be  delighted  to  spend 
bis  leisure  hocrs  in  doing  her  any  service. 

"  Well  you  are  a  fine  youth,  that  nobody 
can  deny,"  she  returned,  "  and  I  won't  forget 
you  when  I  make  my  cheeses.  It  is  rather  too 
hard  work  for  Justine  to  row  up  the  Lake  alone, 
though  she  can  manage  an  ear  as  well  .^^  uny 
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maiden  between  Weggis  and  Fluelen^  for  a 
short  pull;  and  I  always  think  it  waste  of 
money  to  pay  those  greedy  boatmen.  It  is 
like  putting  good  coin  into  the  Lake  I  say, 
particularly  when  Justine  has  an  old  playfellow 
like  you  at  hand  to  save  all  further  expense  and 
trouble^  and  one  who  will  take  good  care  of  her 
into  the  bargain." 

^^  1  am  glad  you  remembered  me/^  said  the 
youths  **  can  I  be  of  any  further  use.* 

"  In  this  you  will  greatly  serve  me,"  she  re- 
plied, ^^  for  the  girl  takes  a  letter  to  her  uncle 
Graaf,  which  it  is  of  importance  both  to  him  and 
to  me,  that  he  should  receive  with  the  utmost 
dispatch,  and  we  all  know  Walther,  you  are 
the  quickest  rower  in  the  Canton.  Justine 
will  bring  you  a  bowl  of  curds,  and  an  oaten 
cake,  and  when  they  are  eaten  the  sooner  you 
are  on  your  way  the  better." 

^^  I  thank  you,  but  1  have  dined,  and  am 
ready  at  once  to  depart." 
*'  That's  weiy  said  the  Dame,  evidently 
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lieved  when  her  hospitalltj  was  thus  declined, 
"  111  remember  you,  when  I  make  my  cheeses 
•and  mayhap  Wallher  you  may  be  able  to  row 
up  to  Lucerne  again,  for  Justine  to-morrow 
two  hoars  before  noon ;  it  is  my  churning  day, 
and  aa  we  killed  a  pig  this  morning,  I  shall  be 
glad  of  all  the  hands  I  can  get,  and  nobody 
can  salt  a  flitch  better  than  Justine.  I  will 
give  her  the  letters,  and  now  you  bad  better  be 
offl  You  will  engage  to  bring  her  back,  won't 
you?" 

"  With  the  greatest  pleasure,"  said  the  de- 
lighted youth,  at  once  forgetting  all  hia  former 
pnideot  resolutJons  of  shunning  the  dangerous 
society  of  Justine,  and  had  he  dared  to  look 
towards  her,  he  might  have  seen,  that  though 
she  blushed,  her  eye  sparkled  with  a  joy  not 
inferior  to  his  own,  when  she  heard  her  cousin 
make  this  unexpected  arrangement. 

Dame  MuUer  little  knew  the  mischief  she 
was  doing.  She  was  as  perfectly  incapable  of 
divining  the  secret  love  that  for  years  had  been 
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growing  up  between  these  young  people  before 
her  eyeS)  as  she  was  of  solving  a  problem  in 
mathematics.  She  had  never  loved  anything 
but  herself  in  the  whole  course  of  her  life,  and 
moreover  aware  that  Justine  was  well  bom, 
and  regarded  by  her  rich  uncle  as  his  heir,  it 
never  occurred  to  her  mind,  that  there  could 
be  the  slightest  danger  of  Walther  Stanz,  the 
poor  cowherd's  son,  aspiring  to  an  alliance  with 
one  so  immeasurably  his  superior.  In  fact, 
she  considered  him  as  perfectly  safe  an  associ- 
ate for  her  rich  and  pretty  cousin,  as  Father 
Paul  himself  could  have  been ;  and  this  feel- 
ing of  security  was  the  great  reason^  why, 
since  her  husband's  death,  she  had  ever  chosen 
Walther  to  assist  her^  when  she  hai  need  of 
help>  and  at  all  times  allowed  him  to  associate 
like  a  brother  with  Justine. 

Father  Paul  saw  the  matter  in  a  different 
light,  but  he  gave  her  no  warning,  for  well 
acquainted  with  the  characters  of  the  young 
people,  he  knew  they  were  so  justly  suited  to 
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each  other^  as  is  rarely  the  case  in  wedlock, 
and  wisely  judged  that  he  was  securing  the 
happiness  of  both,  by  promoting  an  attach- 
ment, which  he  knew  must  be  the  necessary 
consequence  of  their  frequent  intercourse. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


By  heayenly  fbet  thy  paths  are  trod, 
Undying  loTes,  who  here  ascend  a  throne 
To  which  the  fteps  are  mountains ;  where  the  god. 
Is  a  pervading  life  and  light — so  shown 
Not  on  those  summits  solely,  nor  alone 
In  the  still  cave  and  forest ;  o*er  the  flower 
His  eye  is  sparkling,  and  his  breath  hath  blown, 
His  soft  and  summer  breath,  whose  tender  power. 
Passes  the  strength  of  storms  in  their  most  detolate  hour. 

Btbon. 


The  sun  was  yet  high  in  aU  its  noontide  glory^ 
when  Walther  and  Justine  resumed  their  walk. 
Repeatedly  had  they  before  trodden  the 
mountain  together^  but  the  unuttered  love  with- 
in their  own  hearts  that  morning  diffused  over 
the  changing  scenes  of  picturesque  beauty 
around  them,  a  glory  and  a  beauty  they  had 
never  felt  till  then. 
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The  sunbeams  slanting  over  the  deep,  dark 
abyss,  from  whence  the  murmur  of  the  torreat 
STOK  like  the  voice  of  a  chained  giant,  the 
■hodowsof  the  pine  trees  across  the  roeks,  the 
pure  still  air,the  waterfalls  dancing  with  joyous 
chorus  from  the  immeasurable  precipices,  the 
peasuit's  song  rising  from  the  valley  as  he  drove 
his  flocks  to  the  Btream,  the  notes  of  the  birds 
and  the  hum  of  the  reviving  insects  amidst 
the  budding  orchards,  thrdled  like  harmonious 
music  to  the  soul  of  Justine.  She  felt,  as  if 
she  had  never  known  happiness  till  then,  and 
fearful  lest  the  sound  of  her  voice  might  betray 
her  emotion,  she  walked  on  in  deep  silence. 

The  feeling  of  her  companion  were  for  from 
being  of  the  same  pleasurable  character;  for 
though  he  loved  not  less,  his  passion  was  hope- 
less, and  the  beautiful  world  around  him,  did 
not  calni,  but  embittered  his  anguish. 

jVgain  and  again  was  he  on  the  point  of  fling- 
ing himself  at  the  feet  of  Justine,  and  pouring 
forth  the  secret  anguish  of  his  struggling   soul. 
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but  he  felt  that  such  a  disclosure  might  part 
them  for  ever^  and  with  increased  speed  he 
sprang  forward  from  rock  to  rock^  as  if  he 
sought  by  the  velocity  of  his  movements  to 
escape  from  the  dangerous  temptation. 

Justine  attempted  at  first  to  keep  pace  with 
him^  though  she  had  little  inclination  to  shorten 
their  walk^  but  ere  long  finding  matters  grew 
rather  worse  than  better^  she  called  on  him 
with  laughing  good  humour  to  slacken  his 
speed. 

"  If  I  were  a  goat,  or  a  chamois,  Waltber/* 
she  said,  ^^  I  could  scarcely  avoid  being  left 
behind.  You  hunters  are  so  accustomed  to  go 
bounding  from  crag  to  crag,  that  you  forget  we 
poor  helpless  women  have  not  been  trained  to 
the  chase." 

"  True — true — I  beg  a  thousand  pardons/' 
returned  the  youth  blushing  deeply,  as  he 
arrested  his  steps  ;  ^^  you  are  right  to  keep  me 
in  order,  Justine,  though  in  truth  I  was  not 
thinking  of  the  chase,  but  of  the  days  when  we 
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were  children^  and  came  together  to  this  shady 
copse^  to  gather  nuts  and  hurtleberries.  We 
were  very  happy  then.'^ 

'^  Surely  not  more  so  than  now  ?"  replied  the 
maiden. 

Walther  made  no  answer^  but  he  sighed 
deeply,  and  continued  his  way. 

'*  Do  you  remember,*'  she  added  when  they 
h^d  proceeded  a  few  paces  further,  ^^  how  often 
we  brought  our  crust  of  bread  to  the  spring 
beneath  yonder  high  grey  rock,  though  it  was 
far  from  home,  and  you  had  ever  to  carry  me 
back  again  up  the  steep  path  ?" 

'*  Can  I  ever  forget  it  ?"  answered  her  lover, 
in  a  low  sad  voice,  though  without  turning  to 
look  at  her  he  addressed.  ^^  The  sun  must  be 
off  it  now,  and  it  will  be  a  pleasant  resting 
place,  and  you  will  drink  a  cup  of  the  water  for 
the  sake  of  old  times,  will  you  not  Justine  7' 

**  With  all  my  heart,*'  she  answered  in  a 
tremulous  voice,  and  then  in  silence  they  con- 
tinned  to  descend. 
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They  ere  bng  emerged  from  the  brushwood 
to  a  more  barren  and  abrupt  part  of  the 
mountain^  alone  divided  from  the  well  known 

• 

springs  by  a  huge  mass  of  rock,  which  under* 
mined  by  the  long  action  of  the  waters  had 
fallen  many  thousand  feet^  to  rest  for  succeed- 
ing ages  on  that  narrow  ledge^  as  a  monument 
of  the  mighty  powers  of  nature,  aud  to  tell  to 
thinking  minds  the  story  of  an  ever  changing 
world. 

The  path  around  its  base  was  scarcely  a  yard 
wide,  with  the  rock  on  one  hand  and  on  the 
other,  an  abrupt  precipice  of  nearly  a  thousand 
feet,  at  the  bottom  of  which,  lay  the  deep  and 
purple  waters  of  the  Lake. 

To  those  accustomed  to  the  mountains,  there 
was  little  danger  even  in  this  fearful  pass ; 
nevertheless,  Walther  observing  that  the 
ground  was  slippery,  insisted  on  his  fair  com- 
panion here  preceding  him,  that  he  might 
watch  her  footsteps,  and  have  assurance  of  her 
safety.    She  laughed  at  the  precaution,   but 
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was  gratified  by  Us  kindness,  and  passing  on, 
bad  reached  the  very  narrowest  point  of  tlie 
path,  when  one  of  the  fierce  hunting  dogs  of 
the  Alps,  with  an  angry  bark  that  made  the 
mountains  ring,  flew  at  her  from  behind  the 
rocic,  and  completely  prevented  her  progress. 
Startled  by  the  sudden  attack,  and  forgetful  of 
her  dangerous  position,  Justine  receded  a  few 
*  paces.  But  still  the  animal's  fury  Traxcd  the 
greater,  and  Walthcr  beheld  her  movement 
with  unutterable  horror.  One  step  more,  and 
the  had  fallen  to  inevitable  death  down  the 
measureless  abyss,  lie  knew  the  character  of 
her  ferocious  assailant  too  well,  to  doubt  that  in 
another  instant  he  would  spring  upon  her  like 
n  ravenous  beast  of  prey — he  gave  a  faint  cry—* 
rushed  past  her — and  nith  one  blow  of  the 
mountain  staS  he  held,  the  outrageous  blood- 
hound lay  dead  at  his  leet,  and  Justine  was 
rtscued  from  the   brink  of  destruction. 

Foi^etful   of    all   but   the   danger   she  had 
ticaped,  he  had  led   on  the   trembling  maiden 
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a  few  paces  further,  and  having  taken  her  hand 
in  his^  was  endeavouring  to  soothe  her  agita- 
tion, when  they  were  both  startled  by  a  man 
springing  up  from  the  ground,  as  if  he  had  been 
sleeping  in  that  cool  recess. 

They  instantly  recognized  the  ungainly 
figure  of  Carl  Staffer,  the  persevering  and 
unwelcome  suitor  of  Justine.  On  the  present 
occasion  however,  without  saluting  or  taking 
the  slightest  notice  of  the  maiden,  he  turned 
with  ungovernable  fury  towards  Walther. 

"  Scoundrel,*'  he  cried  with  threatening  voice 
and  action,  *^  is  it  thou,  who  hast  dared  to  slay 
my  precious  hound  before  my  sight.  Had  I 
my  staff  I  would  chastise  thee  soundly." 

'*  I  am  sorry  there  was  any  necessity  for 
smiting  so  noble  an  animal,^'  returned  the  young 
n^untaineer,  with  a  courtesy  that  cost  him 
much,  **  but  surely  the  life  of  Justine  Weber 
is  worth  a  thousand  such.'' 

'^  Base  son  of  a  Bondman,"  cried  Staffer 
fnriously,  "  dare  you  to  bandy  words  with  me  ? 
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who  gave  sodi  a  cudffas  thoa  art,  anihority 

to  be  this  iiiaiden*t  duunpioo  ?  beggarir 

start — out  of  mj  path  I  saj !  or  bjr  the 

I  will  gire  thee  soch  a  dresuog  for  th j 

as  shall  make  thee  repent  it,   to  the  last  hoar 

of  thy  life." 

''  I  dare  thee  to  do  thy  womt !  thoa  art  oo 
kin  to  the  maidea  to  have  a  right  to  interfae 
between  her  and  me  !''  cried  Waltber  who  was 
stung  to  the  soul  by  this  insulting  language 
from  one  between  whom  and  himseh*  the 
consciousness  of  rivalry  had  already  sown  bit- 
ter  enmitT. 

*•'  Waliher  !  Walther !  for  the  love  of  mercy 
answer  him  not,  and  let  us  go  on  oar  way  Y* 
cried  Justine  hanging  to  the  right  arm  of  her 
excited  lover,  so  as  to  prevent  tiim  brandishing' 
the  staff  he  had  already  half  raised,  with  the 
tirm  and  nervous  grasp  of  anger.  But  though 
his  eye  rested  on  her  for  a  moment,  with  a  look 
of  unutterable  anguish,  he  struggled  to  release 
himself  from  her  hold,  and  yet  the  more,  when 
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Staffer  with  a  laugh  of  bitter  mockery,  con* 
tinned  to  vent  his  long  cherished  jealousy,  in 
the  most  taunting  and  insulting  language. 

Walther's  own  painful  sense  of  his  humble 
station^  and  the  utter  hopelessness  of  his  pas- 
sion for  Justine,  combined  with  the  distracting 
consciousness  that  she  stood  by,  the  witness  of 
his  disgrace,  roused  his  wrath  almost  to  mad- 
ness, and  alternately  uttering  broken  words  of 
defiance  against  his  opponent  between  his 
clenched  teeth,  and  entreating  the  maiden 
to  leave  him  free  to  take  revenge,  he  endea^ 
voured  with  a  violence  against  which  she  was 
little  accustomed  to  contend,  to  release  himself 
from  the  convulsive  grasp  of  her  trembling 
fingers. 

'^Ha,  coward  !  can  a  woman  hold  thee  back,'' 
cried  Staffer,  and  he  again  laughed  with  a 
mocking  insolence,  ten  thousand  times  more 
galling  than  his  words. 

"  Justine — Justine — if  you  would  have  me 
live,  release  me !''   exclaimed  Walther  almost 
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fiercely,  aod  leaving  his  staff  in  her  hands,  with 
one  bound  he  sprang  firom  her  as  he  uttered 
the  words,  and  rushed  forward  to  measure  his 
strength  with  the  base  rival  who  had  so  wan* 
tonly  and  wilfully  goaded  him  almost  to 
madness  by  his  vulgar  insults. 

Stafier  like  himself  was  powerful  and  athletic, 
and  it  was  a  fearful  sight  to  behold  those 
enraged  men  standing  face  to  face  upon  that 
narrow  platform,  witfi  breath  drawn  in^  and 
nostrils  distended,  eyeing  each  other  with  fiery 
glances,  for  a  moment  ere  the  struggle  recom- 
menced, and  arm  was  twined  through  arm, 
with  the  skill  of  practised  wrestlers. 

Justine  overpowered  by  surprise  and  con- 
sternation, stood  trembling  and  irresolute, 
watching  the  contest  with  feelings  of  the  most 
intense  agony,  conscious  that  she,  and  she  only 
was  its  cause ;  conscious  that  for  her,  the  dear 
companion  of  her  childhood  had  been  exposed 
to  the  most  bitter  trial  a  man  could  endure, 
and  chat  now  even  before  her  eyes  in  his  just 
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indignation  against  his  base  minded  enemy^  be 
had  placed  his  life  upon  the  hazard  of  a 
moment^  without  her  having  the  power  either 
to  rescue  or  assist  him. 

Wildly  did  she  continue  to  keep  watch^ 
whilst  with  well  matched  skilly  these  mountain 
wrestlers  put  forth  their  utmost  power,  and 
with  distended  muscles  and  unyielding  minds, 
limb  around  limb,  seemed  alternately  to  win 
and  loose  the  mastery  in  this  fierce  combat. 
At  one  moment  Walther  was  driven  to  the  very 
brink  of  the  rock — the  next  he  held  his  oppo- 
nent half  suspended  above  the  precipice,  till 
the  eye  grew  dizzy,  and  the  heart  sick  to 
behold  them  ;  yet  the  invisible  impulse  in  their 
breasts,  which  wrought  them  to  such  deeds, 
was  a  far  more  fearful  thing. 

For  a  time  she  called  wildly  and  repeatedly 
on  them  to  desist,  but  gradually  her  interest 
in  the  combat  became  so  intense  that  her 
voice  was  hushed,  and  with  clenched  hands 
and  quivering  lips  she  stood  gazing  with  silent 
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agony  on  the  appalling  spectacle.  Again  they 
approached  the  brink  of  the  abyss  ;  but  this 
time  it  was  Walther  who  was  driven  next  to 
the  fearful  verge.  Staffer  knew  his  advantage 
— but  he  knew  likewise,  that  the  arms  of  his 
adversary  were  closely  knit  around  him,  and  if 
Walther  fell  he  would  not  fall  alone.  Wildly 
and  fiercely  he  struggled  to  break  loose^  and 
cast  the  half  exhausted  shepherd  down  to  the 
deep^  dark  lake. 

Walther  for  an  instant  tottered  on  the  very 
brink  of  the  cliff;  the  earth  crumbled  beneath 
his  feet^  'and  a  large  stone  disturbed  by  his 
weight,  went  crashing  down  from  branch  to 
branch,  and  rock  to  rock,  till  the  noise  of  its 
rapid  descent  was  lost  in  the  immeasurable 
depths. 

With  a  wild  shriek  Justine  hid  her  face  in 
her  hands — there  was  a  rushing  in  her  ears 
as  of  many  waters,  and  the  pulses  of  her  heart 
were  suspended. 

Still  the  noise  of  the  struggle  was  unabated  ; 
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she  looked  up — ^Walther  had  regained  his 
balance^  and  gathering  all  his  strength  to  make 
a  last  great  effort^  he  absolutely  lifted  his 
enemy  more  than  a  span  from  the  ground,  and 
ere  he  could  recover  his  footing,  flung  him  at 
full  length  upon  the  earth. 

The  conquered  Staffer  had  lain  many  minutes 
stunned  and  insensible  without  giving  the 
smallest  sign  of  life,  yet  still  his  panting  victOT 
bewildered  by  what  had  passed,  stood  gazing 
with  mingled  feelings  of  horror  and  exultation 
on  the  victim  of  a  contest  in  which  he  had  so 
unwillingly  engaged,  when  Justine  approach- 
ing him  with  trembling  steps,  laid  her  hand 
upon  his  arm,  and  in  hurried  accents  implored 
him  not  to  tarry  there. 

^^  He  has  injured  me,  Justine,"  he  said, 
*^  and  heaven  only  knows  how  bitterly  he  has 
wrung  my  heart,  but  I  cannot  leave  him  here 
to  die.  I  have  taught  him  that  though  I  may 
be  base  born,  I  am  not  the  coward  he  called  mci 
and  I  covet  no  further  revenge.    We  will  stay 


THX  THIBar  FOB  GOLD.  SJ 

hate  tSk  he  levifes,  and  give  him  such  aid  as  he 
may  then  aUnd  in  need  oC 

^  No,  no,  Walther,  I  entreat  you  not  to 
think  of  ity"  returned  the  weeping  maiden,  ^  he 
Ib  a  rou^i,  hard  hearted  man,  and  if  he  find 
yon  here  when  he  recovers,  I  know  not  what 
maycoyieofit. 

^  He  has  had  fighting  enough  for  to-day,' 
answered  the  young  man  bitteriy,  ^^  and  though 
I  oould  not  curb  my  passion  when  he  taunted 
me  as  the  cowardly  son  of  a  bondman — ** 

^  Ha !  hath  he  dared  to  insult  you  thus  ?*' 
demanded  one  who  having  unseen  approached, 
at  that  moment  stood  unexpectedly  behind 
them. 

Walther  turned  suddenly  at  the  sound  of 
the  well  known  voice,  and  beheld  the  l!gure  of 
Father  Ptol,  which  he  instantly  recognized, 
though  dressed  in  the  ordinary  garb  of  a  pea- 
sant; he  no  longer  wore  any  part  of  his  usual 
monkish  attire  save  the  broad  brimmed  beaver 
hat,  which  was  far  drawn  down  over  his  brows. 
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<^  He  called  you  bondman  in  this  maiden^s 
presence,  and  you  struck  him  down  !  speakj 
Walther,  is  it  not  thus  ?"  added  the  Hermit  ^ 
after  a  brief  pause,  for  the  agitation  of  his 
pupil  was  too  great  for  him  to  return  an  imme^ 
diate  reply. 

^^  He  heaped  insults  Uke  burning  oo|)3  upon 
my  head  !*'  answered  the  youth  at  length  in 
hurried  and  troubled  accents ;  ^'  perhaps  I  was 
wrong— but  I  lost  patience.  We  struggled 
hard,  but  at  length  I  gained  the  mastery.'' 

^'  It  is  well  for  thee  now ;  I  know  not  how 
it  may  be  hereafter/'  said  Father  Paul !  *'  but 
remember  Walther,  that  it  is  not  only  for  the 
sake  of  others,  but  often  for  ourselves  that  we 
should  bear  and  forbean  We  win  the  mighti- 
est victory  when  we  master  our  own  passions, 
— but  fool  that  I  am,  what  mortal  ever  did  so. 
The  world  would  be  at  a  stand  if  that  were  ac- 
complished, so  get  thee  hence,  and  make  the 
best  of  an  evil  thou  hast  now  no  power  to 
remedy.    Go  to  Michael  Graaf,  and  see  how 
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he  will  receive  thee,  when  he  hears  of  the 
drubbing  thou  hast  given  his  champion.  He 
has  a  shrewd  suspicion  already^  that  thou  lovest 
his  niece^  and  hates  thee  for  what  he  deems 
presumption ;  dost  thou  think  he  will  like  thee 
the  better  for  the  day's  work  thou  hast  done?^' 

'^  He  scarcely  knows  that  such  a  being  lives^'^ 
returned  Walther  blushing  deeply  at  the  accu- 
sation the  Hermit's  words  conveyed. 

"  He  may  have  cause  to  know  it  hereafter,'* 
rejoined  the  strange  old  man,  and  his  wild  and 
bitter  laugh  rang  harshly  amongst  the  rocks  of 
that  silent  and  solitary  place.  "  But  you  have 
tarried  here  too  long ;  1  will  take  charge  of 
this  man,"  he  added  after  he  had  briefly  ex- 
amined the  prostrate  body,  "  he  is  stunned, 
but  not  seriously  hurt  I  suspect,  so  be  easy  on 
that  score,  and  remember  Justine  has  letters 
for  Michael  Graaf,  and  pleasant  news  brooks 
no  delay ;  but  tell  me  girl,  are  you  to  abide  for 
the  present  at  Lucerne  ?" 

"  No,  holy  Father,"   she  returned  blushing 
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deeply,  "  Walther  has  promised  to  row  me 
back  again  ere  noon  to-morrow.'^ 

^'  Ha,  is  it  thus?''  said  the  Hermit,  as  if 
giving  unconscious  utterance  to  his  thought!, 
as  he  scrutinized  her  changing  and  beautiful 
countenance,  with  a  peculiar  smile  of  triumph 
and  satisfaction,  '^  then  heaven  speed  the  work^ 
though  the  wicked  shall  come  to  judgment. 
But  away  foolish  children,  away !    Staflfer  is 
reviving,  so    begone,  and  remember  an    old 
man's  saying — ^there  is  nothing  earthly  worth 
possessing  but  affection  !  sincere,  pure,  devoted 
love,  is  the  rarest  and  best  gift  of  heaven  !   be 
true  to  one  another  and  you    may  defy  the 
world!      Begone — begone— do    you    not    see 
the  man  revives  !'' 

Justine  needed  no  second  command ;  over- 
powered with  confusion  at  hearing  a  secret, 
she  believed  confined  to  her  own  breast,  thus 
openly  discoursed  of  by  a  stranger,  in  the  pre- 
sence of  him  to  whom  least  of  all  she  would 
have  wished  it  revealed,  she  hurried  from  the 
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qiot  with   feeliDgs  of  shame    and   tivpidatioa  I 
aicb  as  she  had  never  before  experienced,  ' 

She  soon  heard  the  steps  of  Waliher  rapidly 
pursuing  her,  but  to  speak  to  him  was  an 
efiort  beyond  her  power,  and  though  her  heart 
thrilled  with  joy  when  she  remembered  the  old 
roan's  words,  and  she  felt  that  all  he  said  was 
true,  her  only  desire  was  to  eaeape  from  bim, 
to  avoid  the  necessity  of  addressing  him,  or 
feeling  that  his  gaze  was  reading  the  tumult  of 
her  heart,  from  her  agitated  countenance. 

Walther  meannhile  continued  to  follow  her 
with  exulting  rapture.  The  words  of  the 
solitary  had  rent  tor  a  time  the  chains  of 
bondage  from  bis  spirit,  and  filled  his  mind 
with  hopes  of  surpassing  brightness.  The 
clouds  of  evil,  that  till  then  had  appeared 
perpetually  gathering  around  him  were  all  dis- 
pelled by  the  light  of  the  glowing  passion  no 
longer  smothered  within  his  heart,  and  excited 
by  visions  whose  foundations  were  impalpable, 
emboldened   he  knew  not   wherefore,  he,    so 
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lately  the  diffident  and  the  despau-ing^  with 
throbbing  heart  and  bounding  steps  now 
chased  the  flying  maiden. 

All  things  were  in  unison  with  the  power 
that  stirred  within  him^  the  rushing  cataract^ 
the  fresh  bright  air,  the  dancing  shadows  on 
his  path,  the  rustling  breeze  and  the  chorus  of 
the  unseen  birds,  although  he  knew  it  not,  fed 
the  full  current  of  his  feeling.  The  spirit  of 
love  was  moving  over  all.  Justine  ere  long 
reached  a  little  shadowed  platform,  where  the 
dividing  paths  led  in  opposite  directions  to  the 
Lake,  and  though  she  well  knew  that  by  which 
her  companion  purposed  to  descend,  either 
from  weariness,  or  some  change  of  feeling,  she 
here  paused  as  if  doubtful  which  to  pursue. 

Walther  was  at  her  side  in  an  instant, 
"  Justine,"  he  said  as  he  gently  took  her  un- 
resisting hand,  '^  why  will  you  speed  so  fast. 
It  may  be  long  till  we  are  again  thus  alone 
together,  and  the  moments  to  me  are  very 
precious.^* 
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The  maiden  neitlier  ansvered,  noriaiaedlicr 
eyes  firom  the  giooiid,  bat  herUnshes  mantled 
even  orcr  her  brow. 

^  Tet  70a  seek  to  aroid  me !"  he  impeCaoad|j 
contmned;  ^yoa  are  angrj  at  what  Father 
Bud  has  said— 70a  are  indignant  at  the  bare 
suspidoo  that  a  poor  cowherd's  son  shoold 
dare  to  lift  his  thoughts  so  high.  Yet  Justine 
—now  he  has  said  so  much  in  my  presence,  I 
must  repeat  the  words,  though  jour  eternal 
displeasure  were  the  consequence !  I  must  re- 
veal to  you  myself,  the  whole  extent  of  my 
presumption;  I  must  teU  you,  though  it  may 
part  us  for  ever,  how  day  after  day,  and  month 
after  month,  you  have  been  the  secret  idol  of 
my  soul  till  all  things  ebe  were  wiMihless. 
Pity  me  Justine,  at  least,  if  you  cannot  farpwe 
me,  for  my  secret  has  been  fbroedfrom  my  lips. 
I  have  seen  others  seeking  your  love,  yet  I 
spoke  not,  though  well  nigh  maddened  by  the 
spectacle — I  have  heard  you  urged  to  bestow 

VOL  •  I.  £ 
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your  hand  on  the  rich  and  the  honored^  yet  my 
agony  was  suppressed  to  rankle  in  my  bursting 
heart — ^but  the  spell  is  broken^  and  .to  die  were 
easier  than  to  be  silent.  Oh^  Justine^  answer 
me  one  word— only  one  word — ^we  have  known 
each  other  from  childhood^  then  do  not  scorn 
me  if  you  cannot  love.^ 

*'  Scorn  you  Walther  I  have  I  ever  done  so  ?* 
murmured  the  agitated  girL 

^'  No,  in  truth  you  have  not/'  he  replied, 
(^  your  nature  was  too  pure  and  gentle  to  wound 
the  heart  of  the  humble  with  contempt,  but 
now,  when  my  whole  presumption  is  revealed 
—when  the  poor  shepherd  has  dared  to  cast 
aside  humility,  and  confess  the  madness  of  his 
love,  forbearance  may  forsake  you.  Yet  could 
you  know — if  for  a  moment  you  could  dream 
how  dark,  how  void  the  world  would  be  to  me 
if  banished  from  your  presence,  you  would 
yet  pardon  me,  and  let  me  sometimes  come  as 
heretofore  to  find  sweet  solace  in  your  company 


n 

fir  dqps  nd  w«^  of  aoginrii.    Speak  U^  mm 
JnCiM— ten  ae  dMit  Omis  hr  I  wm  Satgnwrn, 
and  thai  as  a  ulcr  joa  via  lote  Be  Mai  P 
«"  Oh  WahlMr-4HBe»  te  more.*  Rtamed  the 


as  ahe  miaed  her  teaifiil  cjca  te  fai%  with  aa 
ejL|nw»un  that  Hae  Ae  imtk  of  lenAante^s 
ffaody  at  OQoe  dtndled  the  ahadowa  of  i 
firom  the  heart  of  her  hnrcr. 

She  apoke  no  more,  but  har  head  aank 
hia  ahooUer,  and  hia  lipa  were  preaaed  t^aa 
her  burning  cfaedr,  tiU  tean  had  oeaaed  ta 

^iaten  there. 

«  Tea  Wakher,^  ahe  aaid,  atkngA  in  a  low, 
aweet,  thrilKng  Toioe;,  '  we  have  foond  eadi 
other — andkt  nai,  aa  Ae  Hermit  aaid^froin 
henceforth  ding  together." 

^  Bot  yoor  nnck  T  he  returned,  ^  he  would 
rather  fiJlow  yon  to  the  grare,  than  aeeyon  the 
wife  of  anch  a  beggar  aa  I  am  P* 

^  Helovea  me  tender^,  and  wfll  do  anjthiug 
for  mj  ha|»pnea^  anawered  the  girl,  a  bright 
s  S 
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smile  flashing  through  her  tears  like  sunbeams 
through  a  shower ;  '^  he  never  refused  me  any- 
thing in  the  whole  course  of  his  life/^ 

'^  Ah,    Justine !"  returned   her  companion, 
<^  your  own  kind  heart  deceives  you.     Tou 
forget  that  he  has  given  his  promise  to  Staffer 
to  do  all  he  can  to  persuade  you  to  become  his 
wife." 

"  True — true — I  had  forgotten  Staffer/'  she 
replied  with  a  faint  sigh ;  ^^  I  had  forgotten 
too  we  were  on  our  way  to  Lucerne— I  had  for- 
gotten all  but  you  Walther ! — ^but  this  must 
not  be.  The  sun  is  already  waning  fast ;  when 
it  arose,  how  little  did  we  foresee  all  that  would 
happen  ere  it  set.  But  my  cousin's  letters  are 
of  consequence,  and  we  have  already  delayed 
too  long.'* 

^^  Nay,  do  not  begrudge  me  this  flitting  hour* 
of  happiness,^'  rejoined  her  lover.    "  Heaven 
only  knows  when  so  bright  a  sun  may  shine 
again  on  me !" 

"  Why  should  we  see  the  future  darkly !" 
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said  Justine,  whose  joaog  and  enthuaiastie 
spirit^  more  aocnstomed  to  watch  the  statelj 
steps  of  nature  in  those  wilds,  than  to  explore 
the  mysteries  of  human  destin j,  and  utteriy  un- 
conscioos  how  fearfully  that  is  often  influenced 
by  human  passions,  had  not  the  least  appnehen- 
sion  that  those  who  professed  to  regard  her 
with  afieetion,  could  be  the  first  to  sacrifice  her 
happiness  to  their  own  sordid  interests;  ^*  we 
are  young,  and  strongs  and  true !  are  we  not, 
Wahher !  then  trust  in  me,  and  sorrow  shall 
oome  no  more  near  us*  But  away !  away  !  if 
we  tarry  thus  long  on  the  road,  you  will  no 
more  be  sent  as  my  escort.^ 

^  Indeed  Justine  there  is  no  need  for  this 
baste,**  said  Walther,  when  at  a  rapid  pace,  she 
bounded  down  the  path,  "  if  we  are  at  Lucerne 
by  sunset,  it  fiill  be  soon  enough,  and  I  will 
promise  to  row  you  like  lightning  up  the 
Lake.** 

The  maiden  made  no  reply,  but  by  one  of 
her  bright  sunny  smiles  that  gladdened  all  they 
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shone  upoD^  but  though  they  were  then 
a  mile  of  Weggis^  nearly  another  hour  had 
elapsed  before  she  was  seated  with  Walther  in  a 
little  bark  he  hired  there. 

The  boat  shot  like  an  arrow  from  the  wood- 
shadowed  banks  over  the  smooth  clear  glitter- 
ing waters;  all  was  silent  around;  a 
golden  lustre  lay  upon  the  neighbouring  hilb 
and  the  smooth  deep  waters  near^  whilst  the 
giant  mountains  at  the  head  of  the  Lake^  dimly 
and  mistily  visible  amidst  a  veil  of  clouds^  seem- 
ed in  their  purple  twiUght^  like  regions  of  an 
untrodden  planet^  and  Walther  as  he  gazed  on 
his  fair  and  beloved  companion^  felt  as  if  they^ 
and  they  alone^  existed  in  that  beautiful  world, 
and  that  escaped  from  the  trials  of  eaifth,  he  was 
floating  with  the  chosen  of  his  heart  to  some 
island  of  eternal  bliss. 

How  seldom  do  such  gleams  of  heavenly  joy 
break  on  the  earthly  pilgrim's  way !  how  sddom, 
like  dew  from  the  fountains  of  Paradise,  do 
truth  and  love  so  purify  the  human  heart  and 


THB  THIRST   FOB   GOLD.  7^ 

exalt  it  above  the  shadows  of  care,  that  it  can 
feel  the  full  measureyeven  of  earthly  happiness^ 
or  duly  appreciate  the  beauty^  the  grandeur^ 
and  the  wonders  of  created  things. 

Nor  are  such  dreams  more  rare  than  evanes* 
cent,  and  long  before  the  swift  boat  of  the 
mountaineer  had  gained  the  landing  place  at  the 
old  wooden  bridge  of  Luoeme,  the  exultation 
of  his  beiM^  had  vanished,  and  in  spite  of  all  the 
obeering  promises  of  Justine,  be  saw  only  the 
image  of  the  Treasurer,  Michael  Graaf,  denoun- 
cing  with  threatening  aspect,  his  eternal  separa- 
tion from  the  object  of  his  love. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


**  Still  was  his  seal'd  up  bosom  haunted. 
By  thoughts,  which  nature  has  implanted 
Too  deeply  rooted  thence  to  Tanish ; 
Howe*er  our  stifled  tears  we  banish, 
When  struggiiDg  as  they  rise  to  start. 
We  check  those  waters  of  the  heart, 
They  are  not  dried — those  tears  unshed 
But  flow  back  to  the  fountain  head." 

Byron. 


Some  men  are  born  almost  without  the  faculty 
of  perceiving  the  beauties  of  nature^  and  there 
are  many  more,  who  cease  to  admire,  or  even 
observe  them,  when  habit  has  rendered  them 
familiar.  To  which  of  these  classes  the  Trea- 
surer, Michael  Graaf  belonged,  it  might  have 
been  di£ScuIt  to  decide,  but  at  all  events,  as  he 
walked  on  the  evening  of  that  day  to  and  fro 
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on  the  Kappel  Brucke^  one  of  the  krgett 
covered  wooden  bridges  of  Lucerne,  with  his 
arms  crossed  behind  him,  it  was  qoite  evident 
he  was  no  admirer  of  tlie  picturesque. 

The  day  was  fast  drawing  to  a  close,  and  the 
undulating  walls,  and  pointed  turrets  of  the 
ancient  fortifications  crowning  the  high  ground 
at  the  back  of  the  town,  already  lay  in  deep 
purple  shadow  against  the  golden  west,  though 
the  peaks  of  the  Righi,  Mount  Pilate,  and  the 
surrounding  mountains  yet  caught  the  last 
bright  beams  of  the  invisible  sun.  Still  and 
dark  the  waters  of  the  deep  Lake  lay  motion- 
less, reflecting  rock,  and  tree,  and  precipice, 
and  height,  from  their  Uanquil  mirror  where 
here  and  there  a  boat  might  at  times  be  seen 
darting  near  the  shore,  like  a  water  bird  in  pur- 
suit of  its  food. 

But  Michael  Graaf  perceived  nothing  of  all 

this.    The  covered   bridge  of  wood,  with   its 

quaint  carvings,  and  yet  quainter  pictures,  by 

which  some  ^ist  of  the  fifteenth   century  had 

E  5 
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sought  to  illustrate  the  truths  and  tales  of  hdy 
writ^  though  his  chosen  place  of  recreation 
after  the  toils  of  the  day^  attracted  his  attention 
no  more  than  the  splendid  scenery  extended 
like*a  panorama  around  it,  as  immured  in  deep 
thought^  he  slowly  continued  his  way,  only  at 
times  changing  his  attitude,  when  it  was  neces* 
sary  to  return  the  salutation  customarily  paid 
by  every  passer  by,  in  that  unsophisticated 
region. 

Peasant  girls  in  round  flat  straw  hats  adorned 
with  flowers,  velvet  boddices,  full  white  linen 
sleeves,  short  skirts,  blue  stockings  and  buckled 
shoes,  repeatedly  passed  him,  for  their  work  for 
the  day  was  done ;  and  a  smile  not  unfire- 
quently  enlivened  his  countenance,  as  he  bowed 
courteously  to  these  buxom  damsels. 

Indeed  his  face  though  heavy  and  colourless, 
was  such  as  would  by  all  superficial  obser^'er8 
have  been  deemed  expressive  merely  of  good- 
nature. Though  the  Treasurer  had  reached 
his  fiftieth  year,  it  was  soft,  fair,  and  yet  un- 
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wrinkled ;  bul  to  thoK  «dl  ddlled  in  lAjiiuy- 
Domy,  or  len  eaiify  imposed  iqpoo,  dicfe  wtwt 
such  suspicioiiB  fines  pereepdble  animd  the 
cornenoTlhe  thkk  fipped  monUi,  and 
fight  cjei^  as  snflirfd  to  destroj  all 
in  the  plansiUe  magistiate. 

The  temper  mig^  be  good»  and  the 
wann»  bat  there  was  something  to  be  iBipecffd 
in  the  character  ;  something  that   son^it 
ceahnent,  and  ptowoked  mistnist.. 

But  happilj  £ar  Michad  he 
that  this  was  perrcptible  to  anj  one,  or  that 
any  other  human  being  knew  that,  whilst  he 
talked  fine^iently  of  honesty,  fiberali^,  and 
strict  dealingSy  he  ooneemed  himself  little  about 
any  principle  whatever,  mcve  than  was  neocs^ 
sary  to  assume  its  semUanoe ;  and  in  fiict,  he 
was  so  good  a  hypocrite,  that  for  many  sooee^ 
sive  years,  he  had  filled  with  honour,  the 
principle  offices  in  his  native  town>  and  doth* 
ing  his  hce  with  smiles,  he  was  eommonty 
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thought  to  be  a  very  upright  Burgher^  and  most 
ki ad-hearted  man. 

It  was  true  he  seldom  gave  anything  but 
his  pity,  even  in  cases  of  the  most  urgent 
necessity,  and  men  whispered  he  was  very 
fond  of  gold,  but  then  he  was  known  to  be  rich, 
and  wealth  covers  a  multitude  of  sins.  More- 
over this  important  person  was  universally 
considered  a  bachelor,  and  that  inclined  all  the 
fair  sex  to  be  indulgent  to  his  failings,  parti- 
cularly as  he  was  by  no  means  disinclined  to 
indulge  them  with  gentle  flirtations,  for  which 
in  spite  of  all  their  insinuations  he  well  knew 
his  former  engagements  would  exempt  him 
from  paying  the  penalty  of  matrimony ;  and 
as  long  as  every  spinster  in  Lucerne  had  an 
apparent  chance  of  winning  this  wealthy  prize, 
they  all  agreed  in  extolling  him  as  a  paragon 
of  perfection.  His  ostensible  heiress,  Justine 
Weber,  the  daughter  of  his  deceased  sister, 
was  not  less  an  object  of   attraction   tu  the 
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vuunDTied  OKB  cf  the  town  aBdCmaB,aBd 
pcrfaaps  «  fittk  of  iheTmsaicr^  popdvilj 
miglit  be  owing  to  tfaedunascf  Ui  hmtfifBl 
nicety  and  the  Irindnrw  he  hnd  BiiMidUly 
shown  her  ercr  sinoe  the  deith  of  her  pvcnls 
had  left  her  entiiely  dependant  oo  hb  boantr. 
It  was  at  hk  expense  that  she  had  heen  fared 
in  the  fivm  hoose  of  Done  MoDcr,  far  the 
Burgher  wisdy  thought  that  the  mountain 
air  was  better  for  a  diild  than  the  oompaiatiTeiT 
corrupted  atmosphere  of  Lucerne,  and  though 
Cttle  pains  had  been  taken  either  to  disdpUne 
or  inform  her  mind,  the  soil  was  rich,  and 
sweet  Uossoms  as  if  indigenous,  had  sprung  up 
there,  though  none  save  Walther  Stasz  knew 
the  whole  purity  and  lovelicess  of  this  £ur 
creature*s  thoughts ;  for  wiih  all  her  unuttered 
hopes  and  strong  imaginings,  her  habits  were 
as  simple  as  those  of  her  companions,  and  she 
was  utterly  unconscious  how  &r  she  differed 
from  those  with  whom  she  dailv  associated. 
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At  the  beginning  of  the  past  winter  much  to 
her  regret,  she  had  been  recalled  by  her  unde 
to  Lucerne^  and  formally  installed  as  the 
mistress  of  his  dwelling,  and  often  and  often 
during  the  long  evenings  of  that  gloomy  season 
had  the  figure  of  Walther  Stanz  seemed  to 
stand  before  her,  and  in  spite  of  Dame  MuUer's 
ill  temper  she  had  shed  tears  of  bitter  regret 
for  the  mountain  home,  endeared  by  all  the 
bright  associations  of  childhood. 

But  though  much  of  Justine's  character  was 
unknown  to  the  Treasurer,  and  much  more 
he  was  incapable  of  appreciating,  he  loved  her 
very  fervently ;  for  all  he  saw  was  complying 
and  affectionate.  In  spite  of  this  man's  faults, 
and  they  were  many,  attachment  was  a  part  of 
his  nature.  No  human  being  ever  felt  a 
greater  need  of  having  something  to  love,  and 
his  fair  young  niece,  for  whom  he  had  done  so 
much,  who  had  known  no  other  father,  and 
upon  whose  affection  he  felt  he  had  a  claim. 
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filled  np  an  aching  void  in    Ui  bent,  and 
cheered  Mi  loneBnfai  with  her 
cheofohicai  and  hergraHfndr. 

On  the  day  this  narratiTe 
Midiad  Oraaf  had  been  more  than  uhmIIt 
depmaed  bj  her  abaeooe,  and  had  leMhred 
that  it  shooU  be  long  till  in  complianoe  nich 
her  solicitationay  he  again  alloined  her  to  paj 
another  visit  to  Dame  Mailer.  But  thoogh  he 
sighed  onoe  or  twice,  during  his  evening  valk, 
his  mind  was  greathr  soothed  bv  the  remem- 
brance of  a  successful  baigaio  he  had  reccntlv 
concluded  with  a  party  of  Italians  firom  Milan, 
and  he  more  than  once  reproached  him«elf  for 
his  folly  in  heeding  the  company  of  a  silly  girl 
who  set  no  more  value  on  a  goU  Ducat  than  a 
Florin. 

The  stars  came  out  in  the  high  dear  heaven, 
and  dariuiess  was  nqiidly  ascending  to  the 
summits  of  the  hiUs,  yet  still  the  Treasurer 
continued  his  walk,  sometimes  calculating  the 
profits  of  the  year's  speculations,  at    others 
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thinking  of  Justine^  or  leaning  over  the  boarded 
side  of  the  bridge^  listening  listlessly  to  the 
soft  gush  of  the  waters^  as  they  rippled  and 
broke  against  the  planks* 

But  he  heard  it  not,  for  though  apparently 
idle,  his  whole  soul  was  then  engrossed  by 
certain  circumstances  of  his  former  life  he 
would  gladly  at  all  times  have  forgotten.  No 
conscientious  feelings  disturbed  him,  but  he 
set  a  high  value  on  the  approbation  of  man- 
kind, and  an  incident  had  that  day  occurred  ta 
revive  in  some  measure  the  remembrance  of  an 
early  crime,  and  his  almost  forgotten  fear  of 
detection. 

But  ere  the  light  of  evening  had  entirely  de^ 
parted,  his  reverie  was  disturbed  by  the  splash-^ 
ing  of  oars  upon  the  lake.  It  was  an  hour> 
when  at  that  early  season,  few  ventured  to 
navigate  these  uncertain  waters,  which  after 
sunset,  the  sudden  blasts  from  the  mountains 
render  peculiarly  dangerous. 

Michael  Gxaaf  immediately  thought  of  cer-. 
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Cain  smugglers  from  Como,  with  vrhom  he  oc- 
casjoaally  transacted  burliness,  and  hurried  to 
the  latvding-place  whilst  the  boat  was  yet 
invisible. 

Rapidly  and  almost  instantaneously  it  shot  up 
to  the  rude  stair  at  the  end  of  the  bridge,giving 
indisputable  proof  that  he  who  handled  the 
oars,  was  a  powerful  and  skilful  rower.  He 
was  a  fine  athletic  mountaineer,  apparently 
about  twenty-two  years  of  age,  and  Michael 
Grsaf  looked  with  some  amazement  at  bis  re- 
markably handsome  features,  and  graceful 
carriage,  as  he  sprang  on  shore,  and  held  the 
boat  so  as  to  enable  a  young  girl,  who  was  his 
only  companion,  to  land  without  danger.  He 
instantly  saw  that  he  was  mistaken  in  his  con- 
jectures, for  this  man  was  evidently  no  smug- 
gler; but  his  amazement  was  beyond  expression 
when,  at  a  second  glance,  he  recognised  the 
maiden  who  accompanied  him,  to  be  his  own 
niece  Justine. 

"  M.'"'  good  girl,  what  has  sent  you  so  speedily 
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back  to  Lucerne  ?'  he  inquired^  when  spring- 
ing towards  him^  she  took  his  hand  and  kissed 
him  with  playful  affection. 

'^  Ay,  uncle,  you  may  well  be  astonished^" 
she  replied^  '^  though  my  coming  is  scarcely 
more  wonderful  than  your  being  here  to  wel* 
come  me^  as  if  some  carrier  pidgeon  had 
brought  you  warning  of  my  approach.'^ 

'^  And  who  may  that  handsome  young  fellow 
be^  that  rowed  you  hither?'^  demanded  Michael 
with  some  uneasiness. 

"  Walther  Stanz/'  answered  the  girl;  and  it 
did  not  escape  her  uncle's  keen  observation^ 
that  she  blushed  deeply  a$  she  turned  her  head 
aside. 

'^  And  who  may  Walther  Stanz  be  ?  I  know 
no  such  person/*  answered  the  Treasuiier 
gravely. 

"  Oh  yes  you  do  I*'  she  returned^  *^  ycHi often, 
saw  him,  five,  or  six  years  ago  at  Da^le  MuK 
ler's,  only  I  believe  he  is  much  grown  and 
altered  since  then.*' 


THE    TBIRST    POR    GOLD. 


91  \ 


"  Foolish  child,"  said  her  uncle,  with  some 
displeasure,  "  if  you  needs  must  come  at  such 
au  hour,  was  no  other  boatman  to  be  found  but 
Walther  Stanz  ?"  ' 

**  Cousin  Muller  has  known  him  from  a  boy, 
and  he  is  always  ready  to  serve  her  on  all  such 
occasions." 

"  Your  cousin  Muller  is  a  fool,  and  I  would 
tell  her  so  to  her  face,  if  she  were  here.  1  have 
warned  her  already,  that  she  brings  that  youth 
too  much  into  your  company.  He  is  no  match 
for  you  my  child.  He  is  a  beggar — a  low  born 
adventurer ;  you,  of  honourable  descent,  sprung 
from  one  of  the  oldest  Burghers  of  the  Canton, 
are  not  to  be  thrown  away  on  such  a  fellow, 
whose  father  I  believe  was  a  cowherd.  He  is 
already  beyond  hearing  I  perceive,  or  I  would 
have  given  him  a  sharp  lesson  for  his  temerity." 

"  Truly  he  did  well  to  row  off  with  all  speed," 
said  Justine  playfully,  as  she  slipped  her  arm 
through  her  uncle's  and  gently  drew  him  to- 
wards the  town,  "  it  was  no  fault  of  his  that  he 
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jiras  sent  hither,  and  if  you  knew  him  better^ 
you  would  think  more  kindly  of  him.  He  has 
been  like  a  brother  to  me^  ever  since  I  could 
run  alone." 

**  Very  likely,"  returned  the  Treasurer^  **  and 
all  that  might  be  very  well  in  those  times,  but 
when  young  people  get  older,  it  does  not  an- 
swer for  them  to  be  meeting  every  day ;  for 
you  are  a  pretty  girl  Justine,  though  perhaps 
it  is  not  quite  wise  to  tell  you  so ;  you  are  « 
very  pretty  girl,  and  moreover  as  my  heiress^ 
you  will  be  a  very  rich  girl,  and  when  a  fellow 
like  this  Walther  Stanz  has  every  thing  to  win^ 
he  will  not  lack  courage  to  push  his  way,  if  he 
can  find  opportunity.  But  no  more  of  that,  at 
present ;  you  are  a  good,  sweet  child,  and  I 
don^t  want  to  distress  you,  and  I  am  ghd  at  all 
events  that  you  have  come  home  again,  and 
will  be  out  of  his  way  for  a  while.^' 

"  He  is  coming  at  noon,  to  take  me  back 
again,"  said  Justiue  half  smiling,  and  blushing 
as  she  looked  up  archly  in  her  uncle's  face. 
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^  Ha !  is  he  ?"  said  Michael  coolly  nodding 
in  reply^  ^  there  are  two  words  to  that  bargain ; 
I  am  too  old  a  trader  to  trust  such  precious 
merchandize  in  suspicious  hands,  I  promise 
you.  But  now  I  think  of  it,  what  in  the  name 
of  fortune,  has  sent  you  here  on  such  a  flying 
visit?** 

^  Dame  Muller  had  a  letter  from  Berne  this 
morning,^  returned  the  girl ;  '^  I  know  not  its 
contents,  but  I  believe  it  related  to  money 
matters,  and  disturbed  her  greatly ;  she  wished 
you  to  see  it  without  delay,  and  as  none  of  her 
people  could  be  spared  from  the  farm  she  sent 
me,  as  her  trustiest  messenger.'* 

**  Have  you  the  letter  ?**enquired  Graaf  with 
some  anxiety. 

"  It  is  here,"  answered  Justine,  and  she 
took  it  from  her  pocket,  and  gave  it  him  im- 
mediately. 

They  had  now  reached  the  Weinmarkt, 
and  the  Treasurer  greatly  wondering  what  news 
Dame  Muller  could  have  to  commimicate,  that 
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required  a  special  messenger^  cast  his  eyes 
with  no  small  curiosity  on  the  supersciption^  but 
though  the  moon  had  arisen^  it  was  too  dark 
for  him  to  trace  the  characters^  till  having  pas- 
sed the  fountain  in  the  middle  of  the  Square^ 
he  paused  in  the  light  streaming  finom  an  open 
window^  and  again  attempted  to  decipher 
them. 

But  this  inspection  afforded  him  no  infor- 
mation; the  writing  was  in  a  hand  entirdy 
tmknown  to  him ;  but  as  it  was  no  place  to 
examine  the  contents  of  the  letter^  he  put  it 
into  his  waistcoat  pocket,  and  turning  to  hit 
niece,  said  he  must  wait  patiently  till  he  got 
home  for  the  full  explanation  of  the  mystery. 

As  he  spoke^  they  again  resumed  their  way^ 
but  they  had  not  advanced  many  steps,  when 
a  man,  whom  they  had  not  before  observed, 
stepped  from  the  shadow  of  the  old  fountain, 
and  stood  directly  in  the  Treasurer's  path. 

The  heart  of  Justine  beat  quick,  as  the  moon 
beams  fell  bright  and  clear  on  the  powerful 
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fignie,  and  remaricable  oountenance  of  this 
Qneiqiected  qiparitum.  Both  were  well  known 
to  her,  bat  «  slight  sign  sufficed  to  warn  her 
against  betraying  that  recognition,  and  then  in 
a  moment  the  large  and  piercing  eyes  of  the 
man,  who  was  eridently  a  stranger  to  Michael 
Graa^  were  turned  from  her,  to  gaze  with 
searching  intensity  on  the  astonished  Treasurer. 

It  was  Father  Fkul  Styger,  still  wearing 
the  same  disguise  in  which  Justine  had  seen 
him  at  noon  upon  the  mountain.  But  though 
greatly  surprised  by  his  unexpected  appearance 
and  extroardinary  manner,  her  wonder  was 
redoubled,  when  she  observed  the  effect  his 
apparition  had  produced  upon  her  uncle. 

He  started  like  one  who  had  received  an 
electric  shock,  when  his  eyes  first  fell  upon  the 
Hermit;  his  jaw  fell,  his  lips  quivered,  and 
though  he  stood  in  silence,  as  if  rooted  to  the 
spot,  Justine  felt  the  arm  on  which  she  leant 
tremble  beneath  her  hand. 

*«  Michael  Graaf,"  said  Father  Paul,  in  a  low 
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voice  and  with  an  expression  which  made  even 
the  blood  of  Justine  run  chill  "  I  need  not  ask 
if  you  know  me,  though  it  is  years  since  we 
met.  I  thought  you  had  worn  a  mask  too 
long  to  be  put  out  of  countenance  so  easilyy  by 
an  old  friend.  I  have  come  to  settle  our 
reckoning !    Do  you  hear  V 

The  Treasurer  made  an  effort  to  reply,  but 
the  words  died  away  like  a  harsh  rattle  in  his 
throat. 

<•'  Do  you  understand  me,  Michael  Ghraaf  ? 
that  is  more  to  the  purpose,'^  rejoined  the  Her- 
mit smiling  contemptuously  at  the  agitation 
and  terror  he  had  excited,  and  at  the  same  time 
touching  the  Burgher's  arm  with  his  finger,  to 
enforce  his  words. 

Graaf  shrunk  back,  as  if  stung  by  a  serpent, 
and  the  Solitary  laughed  aloud. 

^  Such  folly  as  this  will  not  serve  you  now,'* 
he  continued  scornfully,  ^^  I  have  come  to  settle 
our  reckoning,  Michael  Graaf,  and  it  behoves 
you  to  have  your  wits  about  you,  for  I  suspect 
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from  bU  I  have  heard,  aince  we  parted,  that 
you  win  have  a  heavy  account,  and  many  large 
items  to  answer  for." 

"  This  ia  no  place—  "  the  trembling  Burgher 
at  leog^th  found  breath  to  begin — 

**  AU  places  are  alike  to  me,  for  I  am  poor, 
and  fear  no  man's  opinion,"  was  the  Hermit's 
prompt  reply  ;  but  the  wealthy  citizen,  Michael 
Graaf,  merchant,  and  Treasurer  of  Lucerne, 
toay  have  transactions,  I  admit,  which  he  may 
not  think  it  expedient  should  be  published  in 
the  market  place,  for  I  have  heard  that  traffic, 
like  rich  diet,  corrupts  where  it  nourishes." 

"  Nay,  Sir,  I  have  no  mysteries  either  to  di- 
Tulge,  or  be  ashamed  of,"  said  the  Treasurer, 
who  had  in  some  measure  recovered  his  com- 
posure, "  but  if  you  have  any  business  with 
me  that  concerns  yourself — " 

"  My  business  does  not  concern  myself,  and 
you  know  it  does  not !"  returned  Father  Paul 
•bruptty  interrupting  him, 

"  I  presume  not  to  say  whom  it  may  con- 
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ccrn  then,'*  was  GraaTs  reply,  ^  but  I  am 
certain  it  is  no  afiair  of  mine^  and  whatever  it 
may  be^  you  must  admit  the  public  maricet 
place^  at  this  hour^  is  neither  a  place^  nor  a 
time  for  its  investigation.  Appoint  a  fitter 
opportunity^  and  I  am  willing  to  meet  you 
where  you  please." 

The  Hermit  looked  for  a  moment  earnestly 
at  the  merchant,  as  if  endeavouring  to  read  in 
his  countenance  if  any  reliance  was  to  be 
placed  upon  his  promise,  and  then>  stepping 
abruptly  to  his  side,  he  whispered  a  few  words 
in  his  ear>  but  waiting  for  no  reply  he 
turned  away,  and  departing  with  rapid  steps 
was  soon  lost  in  the  deep  shadow  of  a  neigh- 
bouring street. 

For  several  seconds  after  his  disappearance, 
Graaf  stood  lost  in  thought,  and  Justine,  over- 
whehned  with  amazement  watched  his  agitated 
countenance  with  a  strange  and  painful  feeling 
of  mistrust  she  had  never  known  till  then. 

Long  accustomed  to  regard  the  name  of 
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Father  Pud  with  rmpeet,  there  wu  a  loftf 
dignity  even  in  his  wild  wofds  nod 
that  ni^ty  that  bat  firom  awakening  anj 
(Hcion  of  evil  coooeming  this 
beingy  rather  hrightmcd  thesweand 
tion  she  had  ever  lielt  for  him-  iwrt  it  ithi  tamtiiig 
his  contemptnoas  treatment  of  her  onck; 
whilst  the  homUe  rqplies  of  the  IVeasorer  to 
his  insulting  address,  and  his  evident  ootistcr- 
nation  at  lus  unexpected  appearance,  excited  a 
strong  feeling,  even  in  the  mind  of  this  simple 
and  inexperienced  girl,  that  the  Hermit's  in* 
sinuations  to  his  diKredit,  were  not  entirely 
without  foundation. 

Though  Justine,  partly  from  habit,  and 
partly  from  gratitude  for  his  long  kindness,  was 
attached  to  her  uncle,  with  a  sort  of  childish 
fondness,  she  was  far  more  quicksighted  to  his 
failings  than  many  who  had  a  larger  experience 
of  life,  and  she  finequently  reproached  herself 
for  being  so ;  but  though  she  ever  strove  to 
banish  such  thoughts,  all  she  had  ever  felt,  or 
rS 
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surmised  to  his  disadvantage,  recurred  in  quick 
succession  to  her  mind  that  night,  before  they 
reached  the  portal  of  his  dwelling  near  the 
end  of  a  street  opening  into  the  great  Place. 

But,  nevertheless,  she  was  grieved  and  dis- 
tressed by  the  anguish  she  saw  depicted  on 
his  countenance,  when  his  housekeeper  Ba- 
bette,  met  them  in  the  passage  with  a  light ; 
but  he  made  no  allusion  to  the  cause  of  his 
uneasiness,  and  wishing  her  a  good  night  with 
all  his  usual  kindness,  retired  to  his  chamber, 
leaving  her  full  of  curiosity  and  wonder  con« 
cerning  the  strange  adventure  in  the  market 
place. 

When  she  reached  the  little  room,  at  all 
times  kept  ready  for  her  reception,  and  sat 
quietly  down  to  reflect,  the  iSrst  image  that,  as 
a  thing  of  course,  arose  to  her  mind,  was 
Walther  Stanz.  But  it  was  with  feelings  of 
delight  very  different  from  any  she  had 
hitherto  experienced.  That  day  had  entirely 
changed  their  mutual  position,    and  no  longer 
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doubtful  of  his  love^  no  longer  ashamed  to 
admowledge  to  herself  the  extent  of  the  attach* 
ment  she  bore  him,  a  calm  feeling  of  unutter- 
able satisfaction  held  undisputed  possession  of 
her  hearty  and  in  the  novel  and  happy  convict 
tion  that  she  was  beloved  by  him^  whose  love 
she  alone  coveted  to  possess,  she  took  little 
heed  of  her  uncle's  declared  hostility  to  such 
an  attachment.  Trusting  she  knew  not  where- 
fore, that  all  in  the  future  would  go  well,  she 
thought  only  of  the  pleasures  of  the  past  day, 
and  her  expectations  for  the  morrow. 

^  He  is  to  be  on  the  bridge  at  noon,"  she 
said  to  herself,  ^  and  though  I  am  forbidden  to 
return  with  him,  I  must  be  there  to  tell  him 
so,"  and  happy  in  this  determination  she 
quickly  lay  down  on  her  uncurtained  pallet, 
where  the  voices  of  her  lover,  her  uncle.  Staffer 
and  Father  Paul,  alternately  ringing  in  her 
ears,  her  wanderinsr  faculties  were  soon  inextri- 
cably  perplexed,  and  she  sank  into  a  profound 
skep. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


But  unforeseen  misfortunes  suddenly 
Had  pressed  upon  him — and  old  Mkhae)  now 
Was  summoned  to  discharge  the  fbrfeitHre, 
A  grievous  penalty.     This  unlooked  for  cUim, 
At  the  first  hearing,  for  a  moment  took 
More  hope  out  of  his  life  than  he  supposed 
That  any  old  man  ever  could  have  lost 
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When  Michael  Graaf  that  night  locked  him- 
self into  his  own  chamber,  his  feelings  were 
far  from  being  of  an  enviable  character ;  and 
having  placed  his  light  on  a  table,  he  long 
continued  to  pace  the  floor  with  hurried  an  d 
agitated  steps.  His  face  was  more  than 
usually  pale,  and  cold  drops  stood  on  his 
brow,  as  he  recalled  every  syllable  that  had 
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been  uttered  by  Father  PauL  Tet  he  knew 
him  not  by  that  name;  he  never  suspected 
that  the  Solitary  of  the  Waterfidl^  of  whose 
marvellous  influence  he  had  long  heard  much, 
was  identical  with  the  Styger,  who  had  been 
the  acquaintance  of  his  early  days;  and  as  all 
the  consequences  of  this  man's  unexpected 
appearance  thronged  upon  his  mind,  his  agony 
and  perplexity  found  expression  in  wild  and 
lHX)ken  exclamations* 

His  whole  nature  seemed  suddenly  changed, 
and  those  who  had  only  known  the  smiling, 
servile  Treasurer  in  the  ordinary  transactions  of 
life,  would  have  failed  to  recognize  him  during 
this  tempest  of  uncontrollable  feeling. 

"  Fool !  fool  !'*  he  murmured,  as  he  struck 
his  fotehead  with  his  clenched  hand,  *^  my 
tender  conscience  will  prove  my  ruin  after  all. 
It  was  madness  to  compromise  with  Satan, 
and  risk  so  much,  if  I  had  not  courage  to  dare 
the  uttermost.  It  was  madness  to  create  wit- 
nesses of  my  own  dishonour.    Yet  that  Louis 
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Brentano  is  gone— deadi  no  doubt^  ere  now^ 
and  I  thought  this  fellow^  to  whom  he  madly 
told  too  much,  must  have  had  a  bullet  through 
his  brain  before  now^  and  would  never  return 
to  ask  unpleasant  questions.  But  it  is  too 
late  to  think  of  that — he  is  here,  and  though  I 
suspect  he  makes  the  most  of  the  little  he 
knows,  he  must  be  silenced,  and  that  quickly ; 
no  breath  must  be  permitted  to  taint  the 
character  of  the  Treasurer  of  Lucerne.-  I  will 
deny  his  charges ;  yet  the  fellow  is  keen,  and 
should  he  meet  and  compare  notes  with  Aloys 
Reding,  who  I  hear  has  likewise  returned,  the 
consequences  might  be  unpleasant !  the  worst 
must  be  guarded  against,''  and  he  sat  down 
somewhat  more  composed,  to  consider  the 
means  most  likely  to  effect  the  results  he 
desired. 

When  the  passions  opce  permit  the  intellect 
to  act,  it  speedily  resumes  the  mastery,  more 
especially  in  men  of  calm  and  cautious  cha- 
racters, like  Michael;    and  gradually  as  his 
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reflexions  became  mare  ajstematically  arnmged, 
other  maftten  nnconnected  with  this  cause  for 
agitation  recurred  to  his  mind^  till  at  length 
the  remembrance  of  the  letters  brought  bj 
Justine  flashed  suddenly  upon  him.  He  drew 
the  packet  hastily  from  his  pocket,  tore  open 
the  cover,  and  eagerly  glanced  over  the  con- 
tents. 

They  for  the  moment  completely  stunned 
him,  so  unexpected,  so  overwhelming  was 
their  context.  The  information  they  contained 
threatened  utter,  and  immediate  ruin,  and  a 
ruin  more  appalling  to  this  man,  who«e  whole 
soul  was  in  his  gold,  than  any  punishment 
denounced  against  sin,  either  by  human,  or 
divine  laws.  It  aimounced  the  impending 
failure  of  a  mercantile  house  at  Berne,  with 
which  was  embarked  great  part  of  his  long 
gathered  weadth;  that  wealth  he  clung  to  in 
default  of  children,  or  of  virtue,  as  to  an 
eternal  and  unchanging  friend. 

But  he  was  not  a  man  to  be  overwhelmed  by 
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actual  difficulties,  much  less  by  such  aswere  yet 
onlyanticipated ;  and  deriving  hope  from  a  second 
perusal  of  the  letter,  he  speedily  decided  what 
was  best  to  be  done.  Even  in  the  most  trying 
eircumstanbes,  he  was  never  blind  to  a  casual 
advantage,  nor  lost  it  for  lack  of  activity,  and 
in  this  new  stroke  of  fortune,  in  which  most 
men  would  have  seen  nothing  but  adversity,  he 
found  a  germ  of  hope* 

The  night  was  now  far  spent,  and  the  min- 
ster clock,  at  this  moment,  sounded  loud  and 
clear  on  the  motionless  air,  and  reminded  him 
that  the  time  was  rapidly  approaching  which 
Styger,  eie  they  parted  in  the  Weinmarkt,  had 
appointed  for  the  meeting.  He  would  wil- 
hngly  have  made  a  great  sacrifice  to  avoid  the 
interview,  for  he  was  ill  prepared  to  give  the 
explanations  that  he  felt  certain  this  extra* 
ordinary  man  was  about  to  demand,  but  his 
character  was  at  stake,  and  he  felt  that>  how« 
ever  painful  he  must  hear  his  accusations,  and 
ascertain  the  extent  of  hi»  knowledge.    Facts, 
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he  believed  unknown  to  every  human  being, 
save  two^  must  be  glossed  over^  so  as  to  ap- 
pease^  without  satisfying  the  curiosity  of 
Styger,  and  all  this  was  both  painful  and 
perplexing.  Though  this  cunning  man  had 
lost  no  time  in  deviwng  a  tale  that  appeared 
likely  to  answer  the  purpose  he  desired^  he  wa» 
nevertheless  more  i^;itated  than  he  had  been 
for  years^  when  with  cautious  and  stealthy 
steps  he  left  his  own  dwelling,  and  proceeded 
in  search  of  the  Hermit* 

Since  his  unexpected  meeting  with  Father 
Paul  in  the  market-j^ce,  the  darkest  pre* 
sentiments  of  evil  had  overshadowed  his  mind ;. 
he  shrunk  with  horror  from  the  conviction 
that  the  reputation  and  the  credit  he  had 
laboured  for  more  than  twenty  years  to  win 
amongst  his  fellow  citizens,  should  at  once  be 
annihilated  by  this  man's  disclosures  of  certain 
circumstances  of  his  early  life,  which  having 
occurred  at  Milan,  were  utterly  unknown  and 
unsuspected  in   his   native   place.      The    evil 
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tidings  contained  in  the  letters  brought  by 
Justine^  threatened^  on  the  other  hand^  the 
destruction  of  his  fortune;  and  though  the 
Treasurer  was  little  accustomed  to  anything 
approaching  a  superstitious  feeling,  he  felt  as 
he  regarded  the  strange  coincidence  of  this 
intelligence  reaching  him  at  the  very  moment 
of  Styger's  return,  that  fate  was  gathering 
around  him  the  shadows  of  his  early  misdeeds, 
to  darken  for  ever  his  path  to  the  grave.  Had 
he  known  how  long  this  man,  under  the  name 
of  Father  Paul,  had  dwelt  upon  the  Righi, 
without  betraying,  or  accusing  him,  he  might 
have  felt  less  fear,  but  he  suspected  it  not ;  and 
regarding  him  as  a  needy  adventurer,  who  had 
him  in  some  measure  in  his  power,  his  only 
hope  was  built  upon  the  possibility  of  pur- 
chasing his  forbearance  by  a  bribe.  How 
often  do  men  err,  when  they  calculate  on 
managing  others  by  the  motives  that  influence 
themselves.  With  the  Treasurer  money  was 
omnipotent,  with  the  Hermit  it  was  dross  I 
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Tllien  Michael  Gruif  left  his  chamber  for 
the  open  streets,  and  the  glittering  stars,  and 
ckmdless  heaven  were  alone  abore  his  head, 
the  clear  deep  moumftd  serenity  of  the  night, 
bnmght  softer  thoughts  into  his  mind,  and 
scMTOw  and  remorse  were  mingled  with  his 
selfish  terrors. 

^  I  may  impose  on  Styger,"  he  thought,  as 
he  hurried  through  the  moonlit  street,  <*  I  may 
impose  on  the    whole    world,    but   I  cannot 
deceive  myself.     I   cannot  forget  how  dearly 
I  have  purchased  all   I   hold   most  precious. 
Tet  what  has  it  brought  me  but  envy^  whilst 
lonely  and  desolate  I  go  on  heaping  wealth,  I 
shall  leave  none  I  love  to  enjoy.     Every  be^ar 
that  crosses    my  path,    has  some  fair  lusty 
urchin  to  smile  on  him — and  with  all  my  gold, 
I  envy  the  half-starved  wretch  from  the  depths 
of  my  soul.     Had  I  been  bold  enough  to  set 
Satan  and  the  church  at  defiance,  and  married 
when  I  first  came  hither,  I  might  now  have 
been  a  happier  man  —  but  conscience,  con- 
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science'-^woald  to  heaven  I  had  sooner  listened 
to  its  dictates,''  and  ^ith  this  reflection,  he 
reached  the  lonely  grove  at  the  back  of  the 
town  appointed  by  Styger  to  be  their  place  of 
meeting. 

After  following  a  narrow  path  amongst  the 
trees  for  nearly  a  hundred  yards,  he  came  to 
a  small  triangular  platform  enclosed  on  two 
sides  by  lofty  masses  of  rock,  fantastically 
hung  with  ivy  and  wild-roses.  -The  hare-bell 
and  the  primrose  found  root  in  their  crannies, 
and  the  elm  and  beech  trees,  waving  on  their 
summits,  partially  excluded  the  moonbeams, 
though  one  bright  ray,  as  the  Treasurer  ap-- 
preached,  fell  on  the  waters  of  a  fountain,  that 
burst  from  a  fissure  in  the  broad  surface  of  the 
mossy  stone,  and  after  wheeling  in  glittering 
eddy  for  a  moment  at  the  base  of  the  cliff, 
glided  away  amongst  flags,  and  mallows,  into* 
the  deep  shadow  of  the  brake. 

To  Michael  Graaf's  surprise  no  one  was* 
there  awaiting  him,  and  after  standing  nearljr 
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ten  minutes  with  his  arms  folded  on  his  breast^ 
in  no  very  pleasant  train  of  thought,  he  had 
resolved  on  returning  to  his  home,  when 
he  suddenly  heard  footsteps  in  a  direction, 
different  firom  that  by  nrhich  he  had  ap- 
proached. In  another  moment  the  same  tall 
figure  that  had  addressed  him  in  the  Wein- 
markt,  emerged  from  the  brushwood,  and 
stood  close  at  his  side,  in  the  full  light  of  the 
cloudless  moon. 

«  So  Michael  Graaf,*'  said  the  Hermit,  "  I 
am  glad  to  find  you  are  punctual,  though 
absence  would  have  availed  you  little,  for  our 
business  must  have  been  settled  sooner  or 
.later,  and  it  matters  not  to  me  whether  it  is 
done  under  the  shadow  of  night,  or  the  open 
glare  of  day." 

There  were  strange  associations  connected 
in  the  Treasurer's  mind  with  this  man,  that 
made  his  blood  curdle,  and  his  heart  grow 
chill  in  his  presence,  though  he  affected  all  the 
calmness  he  was  able,  as  he  replied — "  You 
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talked  of  a  reckoning,  methinks,  iirhen.  we  met 
in  the  town,  but  though  I  well  remember  our 
acquaintance  in.  Milan,  I  cannot  recall  to  my 
mind  any  money  dealings  we  ever  had  together.*' 

"  Twenty  years  of  prosperity  might  shorten 
many  men's  memories/^  said  Styger  coolly, 
*^  but  perhaps  I  can  give  you  a  few  hints  to 
enlighten  the  )>ast^  In  the  first  place,  I  re- 
member you  came  to  Milan,  like  many  of  our 
countrymen,  a  very  poor  young  trader,  and 
unlike  many,  you  left  it  in  less  time  than 
eighteen  months,  a  very  rich  one.  Perhaps 
you  may  have  forgotten  how  you  gained  your 
gold,  but  I  have  not,  Herr  Michael/' 

"  I  defy  you,  or  any  other  man  to  know  it/* 
cried  Graaf,  absolutely  trembling  from  head  to 
foot,  under  the  piercing  glance  of  the  Solitary, 
as  with  his  eyes  rivetted  on  his  face,  he  watched 
the  effect  produced  by  these  strange  and  un- 
welcome allusions  to  the  past. 

'^  I  have  no  objection  to  publish  the  whole 
transaction,'^  returned  the  Hermit,  with  con- 
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temptuous  calmness^  ^  but  first,  I  will  repeat 
the  whole  story  to  you,  that  I  may  prove  I 
am  correct  in  all  particulars." 

Though  Michael  Graaf  was  not  a  passionate 
man,  he  now,  with  the  utmost  difficulty,  re- 
strained his  wrath,  for  he  felt,  though  he  knew 
not  by  what  means,  that  be  was  in  the  power 
of  the  man  who  thus  sported  with  his  feelings. 
He  had  alluded  to  circumstances  he  had 
hitherto  believed  known  only  to  two  other 
human  beings  besides  himself,  both  of  whom 
he  believed  were  in  the  grave.  It  was  a  dark 
transaction,  the  remembrance  of  which  had 
embittered  many  hours  of  his  past  life,  and 
although  the  source  of  all  his  affluence  and 
success  in  life,  he  often  felt  with  bitterness  and 
remorse,  that  it  had  brought,  likewise,  the 
curse  of  a  childless  and  unloved  old  age.  That 
the  secret  was  buried  in  his  own  breast,  that 
he  stood  fair  in  the  respect  and  esteem  of  all 
classes  of  men,  was  at  these  moments  his  chief 
source  of  consolation,  but  now,  like  the  spirit 
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of  another  age,  after  a  lapse  of  many  years,  one 
suddenly  arose  whom'in  his  youth  he  hated — a 
rival — and  an  enemy,  whom  a  few  words  had 
proved  to  be  deep  versed  in  all  the  mystery, 
and  he  saw  at  once  the  absolute  necessity  of 
ascertaining  the  extent  of  his  knowledge,  and 
the  purpose  to  which  he  meant  to  apply  it. 

With  a  powerful  effort,  therefore,  he  sup- 
pressed the  words  of  indignation  that  were 
rising  to  his  lip'H,  and  with  as  much  composure 
as  he  could  assume,  assured  Styger  he  had 
misunderstood  his  meaning,  for  he  remem- 
bered their  former  friendship,  and  could  not 
doubt  his  good  will,  though  he  certainly  did 
wonder  that  after  the  lapse  of  three  and 
twenty  years,  he  should  still  retain  so  strong 
an  interest  in  his  affairs. 

"  Do  you  remember  Clarice  Reding?**  re- 
turned Father  Paul,  in  a  deep  voice,  that  had 
more  in  it  of  sorrow,  than  of  anger. 

The  Treasurer  started  at  this  unexpected 
question,  and  instantly  withdrew  his  restless 
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and  uneasy  gaate  from-  the  countenance  of 
Styger^  as  almost  unconsciously  he  munnured 
in  broken  accents,  '*  Remember  her  ?  that  is  a 
strange  demand." 

'^  Gold  passes  like  a  scraper  over  some  men's 
memories,  and  leaves  them  smooth  as  wax/' 
rejoined  the  Hermit.  **  Perhaps,  then,  you  have 
not  forgotten  the  Signer  Vergani  nor  the  bar- 
gain, by  which  you  sold  your  helpless  victim  to 
his  pleasure  ?' 

^  Villain,'^  exclaimed  the  Treasurer,  as  thrown 
completely  off  his  guard,  and  absolutely  con- 
vulsed with  passion,  he  seized  his  motionless 
companion  by  the  collar,  ^  are  you  a  fiend  in 
human  likeness,  that  you  come  here  to  mock 
me  with  such  lies !'' 

The  Solitary  calmly  released  himself  from 
the  feeble  grasp  of  the  agitated  and  guilty 
man,  and  stepping  back  a  few  paces,  with  that 
calm  dignity,  which  never  forsook  him,  he  re- 
plied in  the  same  low  voice  as  before,  '^  It  were 
well  indeed  for  you,  Michael  Graaf,  if  all  I  say 
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were  false ;  but  you  know  it  is  not.  I  see  by 
your  trembling  limbs  you  have  some  touch  of 
human  feeling  still  about  you !  I  hear  by  the 
tremour  of  your  voice,  you  have  not  forgotten 
the  tears  and  vain  supplications  of  poor  Clarice 
when  she  knelt  at  your  feet  for  mercy.  Yet 
you  must  have  had  a  hard  heart  Michael^  for 
her  voice  was  very  soft^  and  her  tears  might 
have  moved  a  headsman's  compassion.  But 
why  should  I  waste  words  in  painting  her^— 
poor,  broken  hearted  creature !  I  warrant  she 
has  often  come  to  you  since  then,  in  the  dead 
of  the  night,  and  though  you  scorned  them 
once,  ycu  have  heard  her  prayers,  and  her 
lamentations,  again  and  again,  till  they  are 
graven,  as  by  a  bumingbrand,  upon  your  heart**' 

"  Forbear,  forbear  !*'  if  you  have  the  feelings 
of  a  man,  I  pray  you  peace  !'*  murmured  the 
Treasurer,  in  almost  inarticulate  accents.  But 
his  tormentor  still  persisted. 

"  Then  what  I  say  i^  truth  ?'*  he  continued. 
"  You  remember  it  all,  it  seems !  even  her  last 


THE   THIBST   FOB   GOLD.  117 

words  !  eh^  Michael  ?  Her  hope^ — secret  till 
then, — that  you  might  ere  long  be  a  father? 
yet  you  are  childless  still  in  your  old  age.'^ 

'^  Oh^  spare  me !  spare  me  !*'  cried  the 
Treasurer,  in  a  voice  of  agony,  rs  with  tremulous 
fingers  he  grasped  the  arm  of  the  Hermit. 

'^  Did  you  spare  me,  Michael,  when  you 
found  my  heart  in  her  keeping,'^  said  Father 
Pftul  bitterly;  ^^ did  you  spare  her,  after  you 
had  made  her  scorn  and  reject  my  true  de- 
votion, for  your  own  deceitful  proffers  of  love  ? 
Count  out  the  large  hire  of  your  iniquity,  coin 
by  coin,  and  see  if  that  will  salve  a  guilty 
heart !  Try  if  your  neighbours'  envious  praise 
can  take  the  sting  from  the  forked  tongue  of 
conscience;  if  bonds,  and  lands,  can  supply 
the  place  of  children  to  your  affections,  for 
these  by  your  own  choice,  are  all  your  own, 
but  from  me,  expect  no  more  compassion,  than 
you  showed  to  the  poor  helpless  angel,  who, 
whilst  her  tears  and  kisses  were  on  your  hand, 
you  sold  for  filthy  lucre.'* 
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*^  This  answer  me  at  least !  doth  she  live  V* 
eagerly  demanded  his  agonised  listener,  ere  he 
withdrew  the  hand  with  which  during  the  last 
speech  of  Father  Paul,  he  had  continued 
as  if  unconsciously  to  hold  the  arm  of  his 
upbraider. 

^^  When  three  and  twenty  years  have  past 
since  you  cast  her  from  you,  on  the  wide 
world,  it  is  somewhat  late  methinks  to  make 
that  inquiry,*'  returned  the  Hermit,  with  that 
calm  contempt,  that  stings  far  keener  than 
anger,  or  reproach. 

"  When  Vergani  died,*'  returned  Michael, 
^'  I  wrote  to  Milan  to  ascertain  her  fate.  But 
no  man  knew  aught  concerning  her,  and  though 
my  researches  have  since  been  unwearied,  they 
have  proved  equally  vain  !" 

"  I  doubt  it  not,"  answered  the  Solitary  with 
a  bitter  smile.  '^  The  hand  that  casts  the 
blossom  on  the  wind,  cannot  gather  again  the 
withered  leaves  at  pleasure,  and  it  was  too 
much  to  expect,  Michael,  when  you  had  made 
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ao  luge  a  profit  of  the  mUfortoiies  of  poor 
Clarice,  that  you  were  to  be  left  free  bj  her 
death,  to  reap  another  harre^t  of  gold  from  a 
second  Tictun.^ 

^  Then  she  lives  !**  exclaimed  the  Treasurer 
in  almoat  breathless  accents.  ^  Say  that  she 
does,  and  cruel  as  you  think  me,  that  single 
word  will  lift  a  load  of  anguish  from  my  heart.** 

^  Ask  it  of  others,  not  of  me,**  said  Father 
Fsul,  in  a  deep  stem  voice.  ^  I  came  here  to 
daim  the  payment  of  a  debt,  and  not  to  com- 
fort you." 

«♦  Ha,  then  Herr  Styger,**  said  Graaf,  with 
somewhat  more  composure,  '^  I  presume  you 
are  one  of  those  thoughtless  prodigals,  who 
having  wasted  youth  and  fortune  in  their  idle 
pleasures,  make  it  a  trade  to  hunt  out  from  the 
dust  of  time,  the  little  errors  of  industrious 
men,  who  having  more  reputation  than  them- 
selves to  lose,  pay  largely  for  their  secrecy. 
We  were  once  friends,  and  if  you  want  money, 
it  would  have  been  both  more  honest,  and 
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more  friendly,  to  have  asked  for  it,  in  straight* 
forward  language." 

^'  Yet  men  say,  that  Michael  Graaf  is  more 
liberal  of  promises,  than  money,''  was  the  calm 
reply. 

*'  You  are  welcome  to  believe  the  slander,*' 
returned  the  Treasurer,  '^  but  if  a  hundred 
florins  would  serve  you^  they  are  yours,  pro- 
vided— ^" 

•^  I  keep  your  secrets,  Michael,  I  presume 
you  mean,"  said  Father  Paul.  *'  A  hundred 
florins  say  you  !  truly  the  reputation  cannot  be 
worth  much,  which  you  expect  to  purchase  so 
cheaply  !  But  hark  you  Herr  Treasurer,  I  am 
not  the  needy  man  you  take  me  for,  and  neither 
such  a  paltry  sum  as  a  hundred,  nor  two  hun- 
dred, nor  three  hundred  florins,  shall  put  a 
bridle  on  my  tongue." 

'^  By  all  the  Saints  then,  tell  me  at  once, 
what  you  require,  and  keep  me  not  here  shiver- 
ing till  sunrise,  with  this  foolery,"  cried  Graaf^ 
no  longer  able  to  restrain  his  impatience. 
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^  Ten  thoiiaand  florins !  nothing  more^  no- 
thing kssy"  was  the  laconic  reply. 

^  Ten  thousand  florins !  ten  thousand  devils  I 
the  man  is  mad^**  exclaimed  the  Treasurer 
starting  back^  in  utter  amazement  and  dismaj* 

^  Not  more  than  jou  were  when  you  asked 
for  the  same  sum  from  Signor  Yergani  as  the 
price  of  your  own  di^onor^"  was  the  rejoinder 
of  the  Solitary^  and  a  smile  of  bitter  triumph 
passed  over  his  features,  as  he  beheld  in  the 
moonlight,  the  expression  of  consternation  and 
terror  these  words  had  excited  on  the  pale  face 
of  his  listener. 

After  the  lapse  of  a  few  momenta,  during 
which  there  was  a  deep  silence  between  them, 
Michael  in  some  measure  recoyered  his  com- 
posure, and  with  it,  his  usual  sordid  train  of 
thought  returned. 

'*  You  can  doubtless  only  demand  such  a 
large  sum  upon  loan,''  he  said,  ^  and  pray, 
may  1  inquire,  what  security  you  are  prepared 
to  ofibr  me,  if  I  grant  you  such  a  favour  ?' 

VOL.   I.  G 
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'^  You  are  mistaken^  Michael  Graaf^  when 
you  think  that  I  seek  either  a  loan^  a  charity^ 
or  a  bribe/'  returned  the  Hermit  stemlj.  ^  I 
come  to  claim  ten  thousand  florins  from  you, 
as  a  just  debt^  which  if  you  refuse  to  discharge 
willingly,  I  must  enforce  by  such  means  as  the 
law  places  in  my  hands." 

^^  If  this  is  your  only  plea  for  robbing  me,'' 
returned  Michael,  with  a  low  chuckle  of  satis- 
faction, ^^  you  are  welcome  to  take  what  course 
you  please,  though  you  are  not  likely  to  be 
much  the  richer  I  suspect,  for  I  can  boldly  say, 
I  am  in  no  man*s  debt ;  no  not  a  straw  \** 

"  Say  you  so !"  said  the  Hermit,  "  but  look 
Herr  Michael, /here  is  something  that  may  re- 
fresh your  memory,  and  cause  you  to  recant 
your  words." 

With  bewildered  amazement,  and  no  small 
terror,  the  Treasurer  watched  the  movements 
of  his  enemy,  whilst  after  uttering  these Mords 
he  fumbled  in  the  folds  of  his  mantle.  Greatly 
to  his  relief  it  was  not  a  pistol,  as  he  appre- 
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headed^  that  he  drew  forth  from  his  bosom, 
but  only  a  small  soiled  roll  of  paper.  Still, 
when  he  lifted  his  eyes  to  his  countenance,  as 
he  ddiberately  unfolded  the  packet,  its  expres- 
sion was  so  scornfully  triumphant,  that  the 
heart  of  this  cowardly,  worldly  minded  man, 
grew  chill  with  terror.  Strange  misgivings  of 
evil  darkened  bis  mind,  but  all  were  far  remote 
from  the  redity,  and  no  sooner  had  his  eye 
glanced  over  the  contents  of  the  paper  held 
forth  for  his  perusal  by  Father  Paul  into  the 
broad  moonlight,  than  the  blood  forsook  his 
face,  his  jaw  fell,  and  he  stood  like  one  para- 
lized. 

The  mocking  laugh  of  the  Solitary  broke 
loud  and  harsh  upon  the  silent  night,  and  then 
all  was  still.  With  mute  satisfaction  this  extra- 
ordinary man  stood  contemplating  for  a  time 
the  agony  of  his  victim. 

"  It  is  your  own  signature  you  must  ac- 
knowledge,'* he  swd  at  length  in  a  voice  of  scorn 
G  3 
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from  which    his  listener  would  gladly  have 
shrunk  into  the  very  bowels  of  the  earth. 

^'  I  cannot  deny  it/^  said  the  trembling 
Michael,  ^'  but  this  receipt  was  only  given  to 
prevent  me  reclaiming  my  wife^  and  retaining 
the  ten  thousand  florins^  I  had  received  from 
Vergani ;  but  if  I  left  her  without  molestation^ 
under  his  protection,  it  was  well  understood 
the  debt  should  never  be  enforced/' 

*^  Have  you  evidence  of  that  ?** 

*^  Vergani  pledged  his  honour/' 

*^  But  Vergani  is  in  the  grave,  and  his  heir 
made  no  such  engagement.'' 

Again  there  was  a  deep,  long  silence,  till 
Graaf  in  feeble  accents  inquired,  if  nothing 
less  than  the  whole  amount  would  satisfy  his 
creditor. 

^^  Not  one  iota,"  he  replied. 

^^  And  you  promise  silence,  as  to  the  trans- 
action, on  condition  of  prompt  payment  ?'' 

"  Most   absolute   silence !"   replied    Father 
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Full  with  a  smile,  the  metning  of  which  greatly 
perplexed  the  TVeasorer,  for  he  coald  not  dn 
▼ine,  that  by  the  purchase  of  such  sileiwe,  he 
inflicted  oa  himself  a  deeper  pmushinent  than 
even  the  paysient  of  his  bond  cooU  effect.  He 
thought  he  had  gained  an  adTantage,  whilst  he 
had  blighted  the  fulfilment  of  the  only  ardent 
danre  his  heart  had  ever  luK»wn.  But  it  is 
ever  thus  with  the  wicked,  and  whilst  men 
msrvel  at  their  apparent  prosperity,  they  see 
not  the  thousand  thorns  that  gall  them  in  their 
sonny  path,  and  perceive  not  under  all  their 
qilendour,  how  the  pcMsoned  mantle  thpy  intend 
for  others,  often  dings  with  secret  torture 
snmnd  their  own  perishing  Hmbs. 

**  Only  remember  tlus,"  added  the  Hermit, 
^  the  money  must  immediately  be  paid,  and  I 
shall  retain  this  bond  in  my  possession  till  the 
last  batz  is  forthcoming.^ 

^  I  know  not,  on  this  sudden  notice,  where 
I  can  collect  such  a  sum,"  said  Graaf,  afte^ 
some  enumeration*     *^  I    learnt   only  lauly 
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from  Berne,  that  my  bankers  there  are  on 
the  brink  of  failure^  and  in  Lucerne,  I  cannot 
command  more  than  a  thousand  dollars*" 

^^  That  is  your  concern,  not  mine/'  returned 
Father  P&ul ;  ^^  I  will  allow  you  three  days, 
nay  a  week — ^^ 

^^  I  cannot  receive  remittances  in  less  time," 
said  the  Treasurer  anxiously  interrupting  him. 

'^  Well  then,  a  week,  if  it  must  be  so.  At 
midnight,  one  week  from  hence,  I  will  come  to 
your  own  house  for  the  money,  and  if  it  be  not 
then  forthcoming,  remember  that  I  have  evi- 
dence besides  this  paper,  to  establish  the  whole 
of  this  iniquitous  transaction,  beyond  the 
shadow  of  a  doubt.  If  you  need  me  before 
the  expiration  of  the  term.  Father  Paul  is  to  be 
found  at  the  Cavern  of  the  Waterfall !" 

^^  Father  Paul  P'  exclaimed  Michael  with 
utter  amazement,  ^^  know  you  that  holy  man  Y* 

**  Ay,  as  myself/''  was  the  reply,  ^^  under 
that  title  I  have  dwelt  on  the  Righi  for  years. 
But  though  my  name  is  altered,  my  character 
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is  unchaDged.  You  knew  me  once  Michael — 
1  am  still  the  same^  and  never  make  a  resolu- 
tion I  do  not  keep  to  the  letter.  Be  punctual, 
and  beware.^' 

So  saying  the  Hermit  again  secured  the  pre- 
cious bond  within  his  doublet^  and  carelessly 
flinging  the  wide  folds  of  his  mantle  around 
him,  departed  without  other  salutation,  by  the 
same  path  he  had  descended  from  the  woods, 
leaving  the  heart-stricken  Treasurer  to  find  his 
way  alone  to  his  own  dwelling. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


Come  let  us  sup  betimes ;  that  afterwards 
We  may  digest  our  complots  in  some  form« 

Shakbpeare — Richard  dl 


Dark  and  perplexed  were  the  feelings  of 
Michael  Oraaf^  as  he  retraced  his  steps.  The 
grey  light  of  morning  was  already  breaking 
with  serene  tranquillity  above  the  hills;  the 
voice  of  chanticleer  gave  joyous  echo  to  the 
shepherds'  dogs^  beyond  the  vails  of  the  still 
sleeping  city^  and  the  fresh  breeze  ushering 
with  fragrance  the  approaching  day^  flew  cool 
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tnd  reviving  through  the  silent  streets.  But 
it  brought  no  balm  to  that  distracted  man ; 
the  fire  that  consumed  him  was  within^  and  the 
dews  and  the  airs  of  heaven  are  alike  powerless 
to  cool  the  burning  brow  of  the  sinner^  till  the 
performance  of  its  laws,  and  a  belief  in  its 
words  of  promise,  have  imparted  peace  to  the 
soul. 

But  Graaf  had  never  heeded  either,  and  now 
when  the  shadows  of  his  own  deeds  were 
gathering  around  him  to  his  destruction,  and 
fate,  as  if  weary  of  his  prosperity,  had  snapt 
its  silken  string,  he  had  nothing  to  turn  to  for 
support,  but  the  same  crafty,  cunning  mind, 
that  had  been  the  invisible  cause  of  all  his 
present  trouble. 

Surprised  and  horror  stricken  for  a  time,  by 
the  unexpected  disclosures  of  the  Solitary,  the 
better  parts  of  his  nature,  his  affection  and 
tender  feelings  had  been  called  into  activity  by 
the  shock,  yet  it  was  only  to  aggravate  the 
the  pangs  of  remorse ;  it  was  only  to  make  him 
G  5 
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feel  with  agony  how  he  had  shaken  aS^  every 
tie^  for  the  love  of  gold ;  how  be  had  bartered 
even  the  object  of  his  early  love  for  mofusyf 
that  had  not,  that  never  could  sear  his  heart 
against  the  keen  stings  of  conscience* 

All  hia  hours  of  bitter  repentance,  all  his 
vain  anxiety  during  his  years  of  fruitless  search 
£Dr  his  early  victim, — all  the  withering  sense  of 
sin  and  craving  for  af&ction,  that  had  haunted 
him  since  then,  were  at  once  concentrated 
before  him,,  by  Styger's  upbraidings,  and  though 
habitually  a  coward,  willingly  would  he  at  that 
moment  have  laid  down  his  life  to  have 
escaped  from  the  agony  of  his  own  overcharged 
brain. 

But  it  is  never  bng  till  the  mental  activity 
produced  by  extraordinary  excitement  gives 
way  to  the  ordinary  habits  of  the  mind,  and 
when  the  Treasurer  was  seated  in  his  own 
chamber,  quickly  recovering  from  his  agitation^ 
he  reverted  to  his  usual  trains  of  thought  and 
calculation.     His   own    sense    of  guilt    was 
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nothing  strange;  be  had  in  aome  measure  be- 
come accnatomed  to  it,  but  the  jd^nger  of 
exposure  was  a  new  and  unexpected  evil,  and 
be  saw  clearly,  must  be  averted  at  every  cost. 
Though  to  part  with  ten  thousand  florins,  was 
like  taking  a  slice  from  his  heart,  it  was  at 
first  consolatory  to  feel  assured,  that  for  this 
sum  the  silence  ot  the  Hermit  could  be  pur- 
chased ;  but  he  was  no  sooner  soothed  by  this 
reflection,  than  his  love  of  money  resumed  the 
mastery  over  everj  other  feeling,  and  he  began 
to  devise  the  possibility  of  eluding  the  pay- 
ment altogether. 

The  threatened  failure  of  his  bankers  would 
rob  him  of  nearly  double  that  amount,  and 
though  a  rich  man,  his  cash  was  so  lent  out 
on  bonds  and  annuities^  that  only  a  very  small 
sum  was  at  his  immediate  disposaL  tJnlike 
the  great  cities  of  a  mercantile  country.  Lucerne 
presented  no  means  of  accommodation  to  a  man 
under  such  circumstances^  and  Michael  felt,. 
moreover^  Chat  if  he  borrowed,  he  must  borrow 
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with  the  utmost  privacy^  or  his  credit  would  be 
for  ever  destroyed;  and  there  was  only  one 
person  of  whom  he  could  make  such  a  demand. 
That  person  was  Carl  Staffer^  Justine's  wealthy 
lover,  from  whom,  on  the  strength  of  his  pas- 
sion for  his  niece,  the  Treasurer  had  already 
obtained  such  large  sums  at  a  small  interest, 
to  re-lend  upon  high  annuities,  that  he  felt  his 
chance  of  success  was  very  doubtful,  unless  he 
could  induce  the  girl  not  only  to  receive  his 
addresses,  but  at  once  to  give  her  promise  to 
become  his  wife.  He  loved  Justine  almost  as 
tenderly  as  if  she  had  been  his  own  child ;  he 
fully  intended  to  make  her  his  heir,  and  having 
for  some  time  past  had  no  immediate  want  of 
Staffier*s  assistance,  he  had  forborne  to  press 
her  acceptance  of  a  weak,  passionate  man,  with 
whom  he  well  knew  a  union  could  only  prove 
a  source  of  misery  to  a  girl  like  Justine. 

But  whatever  his  feelings,  selfishness  was  at 
all  times  the  leading  impulse  of  his  actions, 
and  under  the  pressure  of  necessity,  he  speedily 
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deleiuiiued  to  chI  aside  eray  eonsadcnlioo  of 
lib  nieec^s  happincai,  sboald  an  aiipeal  Co 
Stafler's  pone  be  neoesaarj  to  make  up  the 
price  of  luiiepiitatioii.  He  rtmAwedy  howewtr, 
without  dckjr,  to  dcipatcfa  a  trastr  meiienger 
to  Beme^  to  withdraw  his  mooej  from  the 
bankeis  theie,  if  the  dedafed  iulure  of  the 
house  had  not  yet  deprived  him  of  this  resouree. 
He  was  a  man^  who  when  he  had  oooe  decided 
cm  his  plan  of  action,  nerer  delsTcd  a  moment 
in  its  execution ;  and  ere  he  tasted  food  that 
morning,  he  had  written  the  letters  necessary 
for  the  settlement  of  this  important  bosioess, 
and  despatched  them  by  a  coofideotial  clerk, 
to  whom  be  gave  the  strictest  injunction  to 
return  at  ercry  hazard  before  the  expiration  of 
fire  dars. 

This  done,  the  scheme  for  eloding  the  pay* 
ment  to  Styger  altogetber,  again  recurred  to 
his  mind,  and  eageriy  amd  anxiously,  yet  with 
the  utmost  caution  did  he  revolve  it  again  and 
again. 
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It  was  connected  with  an  affair  of  such  vast^ 
such  vital  import,  not  only  to  himself,  but  Co 
all  his    fellow   citizens,  that    some    lingering 
feelings  of  honour,  and  his  natural  cowardice, 
had  hitherto  prevented  his  pursuing  it.     Vast 
offers  of  personal  advantage  had  been  made 
him  by  men  who  well  knew  how  to  administer 
to  the  besetting  sins  of  their  agents,  but  they 
depended  on  such  a  doubtful  issue,  and  their 
fulfilment  was  still  so  remote,  that  the  risk  in 
his    former    estimation    more    than    counter- 
balanced the  reward,  and  after  rejecting  the 
bribes  of  those  who  sought  to  make  him  their 
tool,  he  had  for  several  days  given  the  business 
no  further  consideration. 

But  his  position  was  now  altered,  and  when 
he  again  examined  the  details  of  the  schemes 
proposed  to  him,  he  clearly  saw  therein,  the 
means  of  emancipation  from  all  his  present 
difficulties.  It  was  nevertheless  a  dangerous 
measure  from  which  he  shrank,  and  he  resolved 
to  essay  every  other  expedient  for  his  extricaf" 
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tioD,  ere  he  finally  placed  his  fortones  and  hU 
life,  on  the  chances  of  this  desperate  experi- 
ment. 

He  consequently  determined  to  keep  Justine 
under  his  own  eye,  and  lost  no  time  in  inform* 
ing  Dame  MuUer  that  her  return  to  the  Righi 
was  unavoidably  prevented ;  his  next  care  was 
to  prepare  the  girl  herself  to  receive  the  ad- 
dresses of  Staffer  with  fieivour  and  encourage- 
ment, and  for  this  purpose  he  covered  his  per* 
plexed  countenance  with  a  mantle  of  smiles, 
and  proceeded  to  meet  her  in  the  common 
parlour  at  the  usual  hour  of  their  morning 
meal,  with  a  demeanour,  as  smooth  and  bland, 
as  if  not  a  shadow  of  care  bad  intruded,  even 
on  his  dreams  of  the  past  night. 

But  Justine's  suspicions  had  been  too 
powerfully  excited  by  the  words  of  Father 
Paul  in  the  Weinmarkt,  and  she  was  too  well 
versed  in  the  character  of  her  uncle  to  be  thus 
easily  deceived  She  had  heard  him  astir  in 
his  chamber  till  a  late  hour  of  the  previous 


136        TQE  THIRST  FOR  GOLD. 

nighty  and  in  spite  of  all  his  caution,  hit  stealthy 
steps  had  reached  her  ear  as  he  went  abroad^ 
and  she  had  watched  him  with  surprise  from 
her  window  gliding  across  the  market  place 
when  all  but  themselves  were  wrapt  in  profound 
repose.  She  had  noted  his  return,  and  now 
when  they  met,  in  spite  of  his  dissimulution, 
she  plainly  saw  by  his  more  than  usual  pale- 
ness, and  the  darkened  rim  around  his  lustre- 
less eyes,  that  he  had  passed  not  only  a  sleep- 
less, but  a  troubled  night. 

But  though  free  to  talk  on  other  matters, 
she  had  been  early  taught  to  make  no  allusion 
to  her  uncle's  affairs,  and  to  be  contented  with 
his  affection,  without  seeking  his  confidence. 
But  all  err  greatly  who  expect  to  win  the  one, 
without  bestowing  the  other. 

Michael  Graaf  was  a  narrow  minded  man, 
and  because  women  were  unskilled  in  the  cal- 
culations and  trickeries  of  commerce,  the  science 
on  which  he  piqued  himself,  he  regarded  them 
as  the  mere  creatures  of  feeling  made  to  ad« 
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minister  to  the  little  selfish  wants  and  pleasures 
of  men.  Ignorance  and  conceit,  equally  con- 
tributed to  confirm  him  in  an  error  so  flattering 
to  his  vanity  and  his  love,  and'  whilst  he  clung 
to  Justine  with  the  aflection  of  habit,  the  gentle 
submissiveness  of  her  conduct,  had  given  him 
no  reason  to  regard  her  as  an  exception  to 
what  he  considered  the  general  character  of  her 


Utterly  ignorant  of  the  strength  of  her  mind, 
and  the  quickness  of  her  perception,  it  would 
be  difficult  to  say,  whether  he  would  have  been 
the  most  surprised  or  mortified,  had  he  that 
morning,  when  preparing  to  use  her  as  his 
tool^  been  made  acquainted  with  the  deep  in- 
sight she  seemed  intuitively  to  possess  into  the 
mysteries  of  his  own  breast. 

Some  men  are  gifted  with  a  peculiar  faculty, 
that  sits  in  judgment  on  every  image  awakened 
by  the  most  remote  association  in  their  brain, 
and  no  motive  of  their  own  actions,  however 
disguised  or  distant,  eludes  their  perception; 
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but  Michael  Graaf  was  not  thus  endowed ;  he 
was  no  philosopher^  and  hypocrite  as  he  was, 
Justine  knew  the  impulses  of  many  of  his 
actions,  of  which  he  was  himself  unconscious. 

Aware  of  his  watching,  she  greatly  mistruAted 
the  smiles  with  which  he  greeted  her,  and  was 
convinced  he  had  some  secret  purpose  to  ac- 
complish, when  he  informed  her,  he  had  de- 
termined, that  for  the  present  she  should 
remain  at  Lucerne. 

Much  as  she  longed  to  be  on  the  mountain, 
where  no  impediment  existed  to  prevent  her 
daily  meeting  with  Walther  Stanz,  she  was  so 
accustomed  to  obey  her  uncle  in  all  thmgs,  as 
not  to  venture  the  slightest  opposition  to  his 
declared  pleasure ;  and  without  daring  to  ques- 
tion him,  she  awaited  with  a  heavy  heart  some 
further  explanation  of  this  sudden  and  unwel- 
come arrangement. 

But  whether  from  a  consciousness  of  his 
own  dark  schemes,  or  a  feeling  of  affection  for 
his  gentle  niece,  Michael  Graaf  vainly  struggled 
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during  the  progress  of  their  meal,  to  prepare 
her  for  the  renewal  of  Staffer's  courtship. 
Though  a  strictly  sober  man,  he  generally  eat 
largely,  for  without  excess,  he  indulged  freely 
in  such'  pleasiu"es^  but  though  contrary  to  his 
wont  he  swallowed  more  than  half  a  bottle  of 
Burgundy,  it  did  not  escape  the  quick  eye  of 
Justine,  that  his  appetite  had  entirely  left  him. 
He  cleared  his  throat, — he  made  several  in- 
effectual efforts  to  converse  on  indifferent  sub^ 
jects,  but  speedily  relapsed  into  silence,  till 
as  if  annoyed  by  his  own  thoughts,  he  swal- 
lowed another  bumper  of  Burgundy,  and 
hastily  pushing  away  his  loaded  plate,  arose  to 
leave  the  room. 

As  he  did  so,  quick  and  heavy  steps  were 
audible  in  the  passage,  and  ere  he  could  reach 
the  door  it  was  flung  open,  and  Staffer  with 
his  left  arm  in  a  sling,  and  his  countenance 
inflamed  with  rage,  stood  before  him. 

"  Herr  Graaf,'^  he  cried  in  an  angry  voice, 
*'  I  have  come  to  have  a  clear  understanding 
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with  you.  I  am  not  a  man  to  be  made  a  fool 
of^  whatever  you  may  think:  1  have  paid 
largely  for  your  good  will^  Herr  Treasurer^  and 
deuce  an  advantage  I  have  gained  by  it^  that  I 
can  see;  but  yo!i  will  not  humbug  me  any 
longer,  I  can  tell  you.  If  ^1  the  return  I  am 
to  have  for  my  money^  is  to  dajagle  at  a  maid's 
apron-string,  and  get  my  bones  broken  by 
every  paltry  bondman  thq^  drives  goats  on  the 
Righi,  then  I  have  come  to  tell  you,  Michael 
Graaf,  that  you  and  your  niece  may  go  to 
Jericho  for  ought  I  care,  only  you  um9t  ptff 
me  back  my  gold.'' 

"  What  does  all  this  mean  ?''  exclaimed  thc^ 
Treasurer,  with  nufeigned  amazement. 

"  It  means  neither  more  nor  less,  than  that 
you  have  told  me  a  pack  of  confounded  falsi^- 
hoods,  old  gentleman,"  rejoined  Sta£fer. 
'^  You  swore  that  nothing  but  the  girl's 
modesty  made  her  shy  of  my  company,  whilst 
all  the  time  she  is  gallanting  with  a  scoundrel 
that  richly  deserves    a  threshing,  and   you'll 
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not  make  me  believe  70a  were  such  a  fool  as 
not  to  know  what  is  the  common  talk  of  the 
Canton*" 

^'  We  will  discuss  this  business  in  another 
place/'  said  Graa^  anxiously  interposing  to 
check  a  discourse  he  feared  might  effectually 
ruin  all  his  prospects,  if  carried  further  in  the 
presence  of  Justine. 

^  Noj  I  am  obliged  to  you !''  exclaimed  the 
farmer,  roughly,  ^  there  is  neither  time  nor 
place  like  the  present.  If  the  girl  has  cunning 
enough  to  throw  dust  in  your  eyes,  ic  is  fitting 
I  should  tell  you  that  I  wo'nt  submit,  after  all 
that  has  passed  between  you  and  me,  to  be 
made  a  jest  o^  and  scorned  for  another  lover — 
a  base,  low-bom,  impudent  bind,  who  not  con- 
tented with  insulting  me  whenever  we  met 
under  her  window,  or  elsewhere,  had  the  au- 
dacity yesterday  to  kill  my  favorite  hound 
before  my  face,  and  knock  me  down  afterwards, 
when  I  was  on  the  point  of  giving  him  a 
drubbing  for  his  pains.     If  the  fellow  had  been 
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an  honest  Burgher^  the  matter  would  have 
been  very  different) — but  a  slave> — a  priest's 
goat-driver, — a  paltry  scrivener, — I  will  have 
revenge,  or  I  am  not  \vorthy  to  hold  the  la&ds 
my  ancestors  won  by  the  edge  of  the  sword. 
You  shall  make  me  amends,  I  have  sworn  it, 
Michael  Graaf,  or  give  me  my  gold  again.'^ 

"  What  the  money  you  lent  me  for  your 
own  advantage,  for  fair  interest,  and  on  good 
security,  can  have  to  do  with  your  bruises^  I 
divine  not,'^  returned  the  Treasurer,  '^  nor  have 
you  told  me  yet,  who  is  the  author  of  this 
mischief/' 

«  Who  should  it  be  but  Walther  Stanz," 
returned  Staffer,  doggedly. 

"  Justine,  can  this  be  true }"  demanded 
Graaf,  gazing  with  anger  and  amazement^  on 
the  blushing  and  downcast  countenance  of  his 
niece. 

**  Let  her  deny  it  if  she  dare,"  cried  the 
farmer,  without  waiting  for  her  reply,  "  the 
whole  mountain  knows  it,  as  well  as  I,  and 
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people  marvel  bow  a  wise  man  like  you,  Herr 
Michael^  could  allow  her  to  consort  with  such 
a  paltry  knave,  when  a  man  of  wealth  and 
credit,  and  honourable  family  like  myself,  is 
scorned  and  set  at  naught/^ 

^^  There  must  be  some  mistake/'  said  the 
merchant,  in  a  conciliating  voice. 

^  No,  Herr  Ghraaf,  there  is  no  mistake.    You 
shall  find  that  I  am  not  twice  to  be  made  a  fool 
of.     Do  vou  think  I  have  not  heard  how  at  the 
last  fete  of  St.  Magdelaine  she  said  I  danced 
like  a  showman's  bear ;  though  I  defy  her  to 
point  out  a  better  leg  than   mine  in  the  four 
cantons.     She  has  found  fault  with  the  cut  of 
my  doublet,  and  said,  moreover,  that  my  purse 
is  longer  than  my  wit,  and  my  ears  longer  than 
either  ;  she  has  compared  my  head  to  a  scarlet 
poppy,  and  my  voice  to  a  whetting  stone.     It 
is  not  to  be  borne,  I  tell  you.     I  have  stripped 
my  orchard  of  its  best  apples,  and  my  dairj'  of 
its  fattest  cheeses  to  content  her.     Not  a  head 
of  game  did  I  bring  down  all  ^  inter,  but  sh 


144       THE  THIRST  FOB  GOLD. 

had  the  picking  of  it^  and  yet  in  spite  of  all 
this^  a  paltry  fellow  is  preferred^  who  has  not 
so  much  as  a  cherry-stone  to  call  his  own.^' 

*^  Nay,  nay,  Staffer,  my  worthy  fellow^  you 
take  this  matter  too  seriously.  Justincy  my 
girl,  go  to  your  own  room,  I  will  come  to  talk 
to  you  before  long/'  said  the  Treasurer;  and 
with  the  speed  of  a  swaUow  the  girl  instantly 
obeyed.  Her  uncle  was  no  sooner  left  alone 
with  his  guest,  than  placing  a  chair  for  Staflfer, 
and  seating  himself  on  another  close  by,  he  re- 
sumed the  conversation. 

^^  You  tell  me  strange  news,  my  friend,  that 
distresses  me  greatly,'^  he  resumed  as  soon  as 
matters  were  thus  arranged  ;  *^  your  manly 
frankness  is  beyond  all  praise,  for  unless  some- 
one like  you,  has  the  honour  and  courage  to 
speak  plainly,  how  is  it  possible  that  a  man 
whose  time  and  faculties  are  all  engrossed  in 
business,  can  know  any  thing  of  the  freaks 
and  fancies  of  a  giddy  girl  ?  But  take  my 
word  for  it,  I  will  see  you  justice  done.    You 
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you  suspect  she  has  another  lorcr,  I  think  jon 
said.*' 

^'  Soqwct !  I  can  swear  to  it!**  cried  Staiier 
sullenly.  *^  She  has  neither  a  word,  nor  a 
smile,  for  any  other  man  on  the  Ri^hi,  but 
Walther  Stanz.  They  are  alwinrs  together. 
They  were  together  yesterday,  when  the  fidlow 
presuming  on  her  &Tour,  had  the  impudence 
to  slay  my  dog,  and  knock  me  down,  as  I  told 
you.  If  Dame  Muller  does  not  look  sharp  after 
tbem,  the  mischief  won't  end  there  I  promise 
you.^ 

^  All  this  is  very  bad,  and  mv  cousin  is  a 
Tery  siDy  woman,''  said  the  Trcasxirer,  ^  hut  I 
know  she  likes  tou  V* 

^^  What  matter  for  the  old  one's  liking  me  if 
the  young  one  does  not,"  said  his  guest. 

^^  You  are  too  hasty,  as  I  told  you  before,'' 
persisted  Michael,  ^  and  a  man  of  your  sense 
should  not  heed  the  foolish  things  his  neigh- 
bours repeat  about  a  giddy  girL  Justine  is  an 
only  child,   you  know — ^petted,  and  indulged 

VOL.   I.  H 


146  THB   THIRST   FOB   GOLD. 

till  she  is  a  little  self-willed^  bat  she  has  a  kind 
hearty  and  though  she  may  sometimes  flirt  more 
than  she  ought,  with  other  pe<^le,  I  am  cer- 
tain at  the  bottom,  she  likes  no  one  so  well  as 
yourself." 

^  She  gave  strong  proof  of  that  when  she 
called  me  a  dancing  bear/'  returned  the  fanner 
sullenly. 

^^  It  was  all  a  mistake^  depend  upon  iu" 
^  *A  mistake  I  truly  the  whole  matter  is  a 
mistake  from  beginning  to  end !"  cried  Stafler, 
his  face  flushing  deeper  and  deeper  with  anger 
as  he  proceeded^  ^'  it  was  a  mistake  when  I 
was  such  an  unaccountable  fool,  as  to  think  of 
this  madcap  girl — it  was  a  mistake  when  I 
listened  to  all  your  confounded  promisei  and 
humbug,  and  it  was  the  greatest  mistake  of  all, 
when  I  lent  you  my  hard  cash  in  hopes  of 
securing  your  favour,  which  to  judge  by  the 
way  things  are  going,  was  not  worth  a  rush. 
But  give  me  back  my  money,  and  I  will  have 
done  with  the  whole  business,  the  girl  is  wel- 
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come  to  wed  a  bondnuui^  or  «  goat-herd^  or 
whom  the  pleeMs  for  me/' 

^  Nay,  Staflfer,  it  ia  Terj  unlike  younel^  to 
be  beaten  off  the  field  in  this  manner  bj  a 
paltry  shepherd/'  said  the  wily  TVeasuror, 
^  after  Stans  and  yon  have  oome  to  blows  too; 
what  will  the  world  say?" 

^  I  care  not — ^bnt  what  can  I  do  ?^  said  the 
fanner,  with  a  look  of  mingled  perplezi^  and 
annoyance. 

^  Anything — everything,  if  you  will  only 
have  patience,  and  trust  in  me ;  a  man  of  your 
position,  wealth  and  influence,  will  not  surely 
submit  to  be  outwitted  by  a  beggar  like  this 
Walther  Stans.  Justine  has  only  been  trying 
to  make  yoo  jealons  depend  upon  it,  for  I  have 
heard  her  speak  very  lumdsomely  of  you  when 
nobody  was  by/' 

^  But  has  she  spoken  thus  ?''  enquired 
8ta£kr  seating  himself  beside  his  host. 

^^Aye,  truly  has  she,''  he  returned,  ^  and 
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moreover  she  has  often  declared  in  my  hearing, 
that  she  would  never  wed  any  man  whose  love 
she  had  not  made  thorough  trial  of/' 

"  Surely  she  has  tried  mine  with  a  venge- 
ance^'^  growled  the  farmer.  «^. 

^'  But  it  is  time  this  folly  should  now  have  an 
end/'  replied  Graaf^  ^'  and  if  you  are  disposed 
to  trust  in  my  promises^  and  press  yomr  suit,'  I 
will  engage  you  shall  be  married  before  the 
month  is  out.'' 

'^  I  can  hardly  think  so/'  said  the  suitor, 
but  though  he  shook  his  head,  a  smile  of  grati* 
fied  vanity  played  around  the  comers  of  his 
mouth. 

Graaf  saw  his  advantage,  and  continued— 
'^  You  should  see  yourself,  as  others  see  you 
Staffer,  and  be  less  incredulous ;  but  what  I 
have  promised  I  will  fulfil ;  Justine  is  now  in 
my  house,  and  shall  not  leave  it  till  she  is  your 
wife,  I  give  you  my  honour.  Master  Walther 
Stanz  shall  find  no  admission,  you  shall  have 
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my  life  to  win  her^  but  I  hxre  loat  all  h(^, 
either  of  softening  h«r  hearty  or  tiddiBg  her 
Ysnity,'* 

^  Then  you  must  work  on  her  Smts,^  said 
Cfaraaf^  though  the  words  almost  stodc  in  his 
throat. 

^  She  is  very  bradr^*^  was  StaffiN:^s  faeomc 
leply. 

^  Aye^  externally  perhaps  but  depend  i^pan 
it,  women  are  all  weak  at  heart,''  rkjomed  Iw 
host,  ^  and  there  are  many  ways  to  woik  them 
to  our  purposes.** 

^  Aye,  but  she  is  your  niece,  yomr  own 
favcmte  niece/*^  returned  his  astonished  Us* 
tener» 
^Did  I  seek  to  do  her  any  injury^  you 
i^t  remind  me  of  that,''  said  Gbtuiff,  quietly, 
but  even  at  the  worsts  if  her  heart  is  given  to 
this  Walther  Stan:^  which  I  do  not  believe^  ! 
sun  only  making  her  accept  good  £3ftaie 
against  her  will ;  and  whatever  fboHsh  fimeiea 
she  may  have  in  her  head  now^  she  will  own 


u 


THB  THIRST   FOB    GOLD.  151 

before  long,  that  she  was  the  luckiest  gixl  in 
the  Canton  to  get  you  for  a  husband ;  the  old^ 
in  my  opinion^  are  fully  justified  in  putting  a 
little  constraint  upon  the  young,  when  it  is  for 
their  benefit.'^ 

^  Wdlj  there  may  be  some  truth  in  that^^ 
said  the  other,  stroking  his  chin,  '*  but  depend 
on  it,  the  muden  will  be  hard  to  deal  with,  for 
she  has  a  devil  of  a  spirit,  and  unless  you  are 
prepared  to  go  all  lengths  we  had  better  never 
begin." 

*^  We  will  try  gentle  means  first,  ^  said 
MichaeL 

*^  All  loss  of  time,"  muttered  Staffer. 

^  If  I  fail,  you  must  exert  your  powers  of 
persuasion.^ 

^<  I  am  tired  of  that  work,**  returned  the 
^mer,  who,  during  this  interview,  had  shewn 
more  keenness  amidst  his  vanity  and  his 
lolly,  than  the  Treasurer  had  hitherto  given 
him  credit  ibr;  "  but  as  you  say,  Michael 
Graaf,  you  have   the  best  right  to  choose  a 
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husband  for  your  own  niece^  and  prevent  her 
making  a  fool  of  herself.  I  have  paid  largely^ 
with  the  understanding  that  she  is  to  be 
your  heiress,  and  I  will  have  no  half  measures.'' 

"  Tou  speak  plainly,  Staffer,  and  so  must  I," 
returned  the  Treasurer,  after  a  short  pause. 
*^  You  are  for  going  further  in  this  matter  than 
I  bargained  for.  I  promised  you  my  favour^ 
but  compulsion  we  took  no  account  of." 

''  And  I  hope  we  may  have  no  need  of  It 
cried  his  guest, "  though  by  all  the  Saints  I 
have  gone  so  far,  I  am  determined  to  win  the 
girl  by  fair  means  or  foul.  So  now  you  know 
the  truth." 

^'  Without  my  assistance,  I  defy  you  to  do  it.'' 

"  But  you  have  promised  it" 

*'  Aye,  if  fair  means  will  do — if  not — *' 

*' What  then?' 

^'  I  have  need  of  ten  thousand  florins." 

''  And  long  may  you  have  need  of  them^  fo 
aught  I  care,"  cried  Staffer,  starting  impatiently 
from  his  seat. 
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'^  Then,  Justine  is  free  to  reject  you  when- 
ever she  thinks  fit^  that  is  all/'  said  Graaf,  with 
infinite  tranquillity* 

^  If  so,  I  require  the  money  I  have  alieady 
lent  yon  be  forthwith  returned.'^ 

^  In  six  months  from  your  notice^  as  your 
bond  requires,  you  shall  be  duly  paid  ;  but  do 
nothing  rashly.  Staffer;  you  may  repent  it 
hereafter,  for  there  is  not  another  maiden  in 
the  Canton  with  prospects  like  Justine'ii — and 
you  will  be  the  laughing-stock  of  all  your  rivals, 
hizh  and  low/' 

By  heaven,  Michael  Graaf,  you  are  a 
shrewd  fellow  to  deal  with,"  returned  Staffer, 
after  a  short  pause,  during  which  the  remem- 
Tjrance  of  Justine's  beauty,  the  Treasurer's  in- 
heritance, and  above  all  of  Walthcr  Stanz,  had 
their  due  weight  upon  his  impetuous  mind. 
^  But  ten  thousand  florins  is  a  round  sum. 
Where  do  you  expect  me  to  find  it  at  a 
minute's  notice  ?' 

"  Mortgage  your  lowland  farm,  and  for  the 
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next  twelvemoDtii  I  will  engage  to  give  you 
ten  per  cent,  for  the  monty/^ 

^^  What^  you  give  ten  per  cent,  Mudiadl !  I 
thought  you  only  took  it^**  returned  Staffer^ 
with  a  coarse  laugh ;  ^  you  muit  be  in  urgent 
need,  indeed^  if  you  can.  dream  of  giving  such 
interest.*' 

**  I  amin  urgent  need^  which  I  would  ndt 
eonfess  to  any  other  living  man^  Staffer^**  said 
his  host  in  a  low  voice ;  ^  but  I  know  you  will 
not  betray  me.  I  am  in  your  power^  let  that 
be  sufficient  warrant  to  you,  that  if  you  assbt 
me  to  this  amount  I  will  aid  you^  heart  and 
soul,  and  in  spite  of  every  earthly  obstacle^  you 
shall  marry  Justine  in  five  days.'' 

'Mt  is  a  loan,  Michael." 

^'  A  loan,  and  at  ten  per  cent.  I  have  said 
sor 

*^  To  be  advanced  to  you  on  my  wedding 
day?'* 

'^  That  very  hour  I  I  cannot  wait  a  moment 
longer,  than  the  fifth,  day.'' 
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«•  And  thould  Jtutiae  prove  obstinate,  then 
aD  I  ioaaedf  adTanced  must  bt  lefnnded.*' 

•"  Agreed  r  aaid  Gbraaf: 

^  lliea  ten  thonaand  florina  you  shall  hare^ 
sod  here  ia  asyhand  upon  the  bargain/'  re- 
turned the  Ismiert  and  grasping  that  of  the 
Treasurer  in  his  huge  hard  fingers^  he  shook  it 
long  and  vicdestlyy 

Michael  ia  q^  ot  the  iniquity  of  his  bargain, 
felt  greatly  relieved  by  the  prospect  it  afforded 
of  hia  being  enabled,  in  spite  of  every  hazard 
to  meet  the  demands  of  Father  Paul,  at  the 
appointed  time. 

Keen  witted  men  have  an  infinite  contempt 
for  women.  Their  imaginations,  and  hi^jh 
toned  feeling  they  regard  as  mere  folly,,  and 
Michael  thought  all  more  or  lesa  foolish,  who 
did  not  worship  money,  so  that  though  his- 
affection  for  Justine  was  great,  he  had  little 
compunction  for  thus  agreeing  to  force  her 
into  a  marriage  against  her  inclination,  as  ac- 
cording to  his  views  of  things,  he  was  thereby 
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advancing  her  real  interest,  and  as  to  love — 
though  capable  himself  of  strong  attachment, 
he  sincerely  believed  it  was  all  moonshine,  and 
that  after  a  weeks  courtship,  a  girl  would 
like  any  man  that  offered  to  her,  if  he  was 
neither  absolutely  old,  nor  absolutely  ugly. 

Still  he  had  some  suspicion  that  Justine  was 
not  exactly  like  other  young  women  of  her  age, 
and  he  had  some  little  misgivings  that  matters 
might  not  go  quite  so  smoothly  as  he  desired ; 
but  he  strove  to  banish  such  ideas,  and  as  he 
thought  it  expedient  that  no  time  should  be 
lost,  he  invited  Staffer  to  return  that  evening 
to  supper. 

With  this  agreement  they  parted ;  the  one 
blinded  by  headstrong  passions  to  the  wicked- 
ness of  the  course  he  had  been  tempted  to 
engage  in,  the  other  so  skilful  in  finding  ex 
cuses  to  himself  for  such  trifling  errors  of  ex- 
pediency, that  his  seared  conscience  was  per- 
fectly tranquil. 
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CHAPTER  VI  r. 


"  I  beseech  you,  Sir ;  Harm 
not  yourself  with  Texation;  I  am  seuaeleM  of  your  wrath  ;  a 
touch  more  rare  subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears." 

ShaKESPEAEE'I   CniBELINZ. 


Justine  had  no  sooner  escaped  from  the  pre- 
sence of  her  uncle  and  Staffer^  than  instead  of 
proceeding  to  her  chamber  as  she  had  been 
commanded  by  the  former^  she  flew  with  speed 
from  the  house^  and  hurried  towards  the  Kap- 
jiel  Brucke. 

The  time  had  ah'eady  arrived  when  Walther 
had  promised  to  meet  her  at  the  landing  place 
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vrith  his  boat^  and  though  it  was  now  out  of 
her  power  to  return  with  him^  she  bngedto 
tell  him  all  that  had  passed  sinoe  they  parted^ 
and  to  give  him  warning  of  the  persecution  ahe 
truly  anticipated  was  prepared  for  her* 

New  and  strange  feelings  were  in  her  heart, 
as  she  hurried  through  the  streets ;  fears  such 
as  she  had  never  before  known ;  anguish  such 
as  she  had  never  before  felt ;  yet  amidst  all, 
there  was  a  strength  and  joy  that  like  inspim- 
tion  winged  her  steps.  Walther  was  awaiting 
her — Walther  was  ready  to  be  her  adviser,  her 
consoler,  her  support,  amidst  every  trial,  and  to 
encounter  all  for  him,  she  rrBS  willing  and 
prepared. 

Since  dawn  her  whole  thoughts  had  been 
engaged  in  anticipating  the  approaching  deligfat 
of  their  meeting;  in  fancy  she  had  told  him 
her  story  again  and  again,  and  bis  loved  voioe 
had  replied  in  words  such  as  she  longed  to 
hear,  but  this  young  creature  had  yet  to  learn, 
how  rarely  our  wishes  find  fruition  beret  how 
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tmdy  happiiMM  €o«iet  at  the  expected  hour, 
or  in  each  krreljgmM  as  we  hare  decked  her. 

She  reached  the  bridge.  The  undoaded  sun 
was  at  its  meridian,  the  glowiiig  air  seemed 
tremulous  with  hest^  and  a  few  childTen  at  play 
in  the  shallow  water,  were  the  only  human 
beings  to  be  seen  along  the  margin  of  the 
Lake. 

Eagerly  did  Justine  glance  around,  but 
Walther  was  not  there,  neither  was  his  boat 
at  the  landing  place. 

Shading  her  eyes  with  her  hand,  she  looked 
long  and  earnestly  over  the  broad  glittering 
ezpaase  of  waters,  but  not  a  sail  fluttered  on 
the  liquid  mirror. 

At  first  the  agony  of  her  disappointment 
was  very  keen,  but  she  was  a^  young  and  joyous 
beings  to  whom  life,  and  love^  and  hope  were 
new,  and  the  depression  of  her  spirit  was  brief, 
for  she  had  no  mistrust  o£  Walther.  Yet  for 
the  time  her  suffering  was  intense,  and  bending 
down  her  head  on  the  wooden  parapet  of  the 
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bridge^  she  felt  as  the  inexperienced  are  very 
prone  to  feel^  when  the  shadows  of  sorrow  first 
darken  their  path;  that  there  was  no  more  joy, 
or  brightness  in  the  world  for  her. 

Whilst  she  thus  yielded  to  these  sad  presen- 
timents^ silently  and  unseen  by  the  weeping 
girl,  a  boat  darted  from  behind  a  woody  head- 
land and  drew  up  beneath  the  spot  where  she 
leaned. 

'*  Are  you  waiting  for  Walther,  Justine  ?** 
enquired  a  female  voice,  when  the  side  of  the 
little  bark  at  length  grated  against  the  bridge. 

"  Ah,  Lena  is  it  you  ?"  cried  the  girl  starting 
up  at  the  well  known  sound,  by  which  she 
she  instantly  recognized  the  mother  of  him  on 
whom  her  thoughts  were  bent. 

She  was  a  plain,  middle  aged  woman,  whose 
skin  was  hardened  more  by  toil  and  exposure 
to  the  vicissitudes  of  climate,  than  by  age. 
Her  attire  though  as  picturesque  as  that  of  all 
other  women  of  her  province,  was  poor  and 
weather  stained,  but  her  movements  were  frce^ 
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aoi  even  graceful ;  and  though  her  plain  fea- 
tures bore  no  resemblftncc  to  her  son's,  the^ 
vtere  heightened  hy  an  expression  so  benevo- 
lent, that  none  could  look  on  them  without 
feeling,  as  if  by  intuition,  the  worth  and  kind- 
ness of  this  simple  peasant. 

Justine,  whose  greatest  delight  when  a  child, 
had  ever  been  to  steal  away  to  her  chalet,  and 
whose  earliest  pleasures  were  joined  in  memory 
with  Lena's  milking  pails,  and  Lena's  spinning 
wheel,  and  Lena's  songs,  loved  her  as  if  she 
had  been  her  own  mother,  and  even  had  Wal- 
ther  been  utterly  forgotten  would  have  hailed 
her  appearance  with  joy. 

But  now  she  instantaneously  felt  Bhe  came 
with  a  message  from  her  lover,  yet  she  did  not 
name  him,  when  she  eagerly  questioned  Lena 
what  had  brought  her  thither. 

"  I  come  at  Walther'a  bidding,"  she  replied 
with  8  kind  smile.  "  Truly,  Justine,  he  was 
sadly  disappointed  when  Dame  Mnller  sent 
word  by  Father  Paul,   that  your  uncle  would 


162  THE  THimT  Foa  eoLD. 

not  let  you  return  to  Uie  Righi^  and  I  believe 
he  would  have  oome  at  all  hasards  if  the  good 
Hermit  had  not  been  there  to  prevent  him. 
But,  he  was  wanted  at  the  Hospital^  it  seems,  to 
finish  some  long  writings  that  could  not  be  dcme 
without  him.  Yet,  poor  fellow,  before  he  went 
thither,  he  begged  me  so  hard  to  come  and  tdl 
you  why  he  had  failed  to  keep  his  promise^  that 
as  soon  as  I  had  turned  out  my  cheese^  and 
scoured  my  bowls^  I  left  them  to  dry  in  the  siui^ 
and  set  off  with  all  speed  down  the  moOBtain. 
He  thought,  he  said,  that  in  spite  of  ibe  TVsa- 
surer's  message,  there  was  a  chance  you  m^gbl 
return  with  me.'' 

''  Would  I  durst  V  replied  Justine,  ''  for  tell 
him.  Staffer  has  already  been  to  my  unde,  with 
complaints  of  his  treatment  yesterday,  and  I 
tremble  to  think  of  what  may  follow.  Tell  him, 
dear  Lena,  that  in  all  my  life  I  never  was  so 
wretched  as  now — and  that  in  spite  of  Father 
Paul,  he  must  come  down  as  soon  as  possible 
to  see  me,  if  it  be  only  for  a  minute." 
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^  When  wiB  he  find  yea?*  caqoired 
shephodetB,  ^  wanif  ymtr  rich  mde  mH 
like  Mich  cMnpmy  in  hie  hewn?* 

'^  Ne^  no^  iBjwfaere  hot  thoe  P*  cried  Jve* 
tine  eegcrijr.  ^  I  eocld  nMet  him  in  the  dnk 
on  the  shndflpvy  tide  of  the  omhednL  Boil 
mttflt  see  him  MNnewfaete ;  for,  oh  Lene,  dmt 
detistnbfe  Staffer  is  still  determined  to  merry 
me^  mid  I  fern  the  Titmnwr  will  be  perwmdcd 
te  do  jnet  whet  he  pleeece.* 

^  He  cannot  leree  3^00  against  joor  indina* 
tioQ  to  wed  a  feUow  like  thaty'^said  Lena,  ^  every 
ereatuie  knows  him  to  be  a  hard  drinker 
and  the  worst  temper  in  the  firar  Cantons. 
MmII  I  send  Esther  ftnl  to  mterfare  for  you? 
they  ssj  few  men  can  stand  firm  against  his 
reproving  TOJoe." 

^  I  fimcy  Lena  it  will  be  best  to  tmst  to 
God^  and  the  strength  hemi^  please  to  be- 
stow,^ was  the  girfs  reply*  **  Men  threaten 
boldly,  but  there  is  a  powerful  arm  doubtless. 
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ever  supports  the  weak  in  their  time  of  need^ 
or  women  would  be  slaves  indeed/ 

**  Aye,  Justine,  you  had  ever  a  brave  spirit/* 
returned  the  shepherdess,  ^^  and  if  Walther 
can  help  you,  you  know  as  well  as  I,  there  is 
not  an  honester  heart,  nor  a  stronger  arm  on 
this  side  the  Jura/' 

'^  But  it  would  be  cruel  to  involve  him  in 
my  troubles,'^  said  Justine  with  a  deep  sigh. 
^<  I  brought  him  into  sad  danger  yesterday,  and 
I  know  not  where  it  may  end,  for  Staffer 
swears  revenge  against  him.'* 

**  Never  heed  him,'*  replied  Lena,  '^  he  is  a 
loud  boaster,  when  he  has  swallowed  half  a 
bottle  of  kirchenwasser,  but  he  has  not  the  heart 
when  he  is  sober,  to  lay  a  finger  on  a  noble 
fellow  like  my  Walther.'* 

*^  Say  you  so,  my  good  dame,*'  cried  a  voice 
that  made  both  the  women  start  with  dismay, 
as  the  Farmer  himself  leaned  over  the  side  of 
the  bridge   close  to  Justine's  elbow,  ^^butl 


voold  noC  adfiK  TBB  to  be  1M  msL.  :&iK  A  iiL 

joanmr  tdlaBOthcrUvrbeiiEcAs-gii  flf  iie 

iredL.    Fine  doiap  bf  tbe  SmCk    lb  ;»  ime 

tnil J  my  pRtty  dnMd  j«b  I«2  i  TrwnMit  ii 

look  shvidj  after  joa,  if  1 

Tet  jour  pfcdooi  Ifffd 

beeo  mare  gilhnf  j  At  to  wad  xm  luaaiies  m 

*^  Yoa  have  no  li^c,  aal  jib.  lewar  «Bil 
hare,  to  meddle  ia  bt  afisEi.^  sscinet  7>i»' 
tine  dimving  heneif  ^  «a  2fir  iiil  leigic  xui 
eyeing  the  introder  tx2»  arfninf*  Kan»  -^  JC7 
uncle  maT  vsieau  toot  eaazcanrr  x  le  msHex. 
but  I  tell  TOO  oQcae  £sc  au.  ziutz  1  t  il  nuc  ^ 

'^  1  am  obcized  to  J'^n-'  vsgtLesL  ^cu&si  ▼  ui 
assumed  traiMpr7".igy,  ^vsct  ii&  Juit  fuaOisi 
scarlet  with  aazcr ;  ^  bd  I  -suuuic  imtesvaiift 
whr  Toa  and  1  saooLd  nx  u^  zarzjs  iresfia. 
I  tlunk  you  the  jKtzzJeac  pr.  jl  laesaa^^  nut 
I  hare  told  roa  »  a  bcufisEit  tjnm ::  md  iir 

my  own  part,  tfacogb  1  aar  jc  aac  mmuit  mc 
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say  it,  there  is  not  another  woman  but  jonnelf 
in  the  Canton  that  would  not  be  proud  Co  be 
honoured  by  my  commendation/' 

'^  Then,  let  them,  in  the  name  of  fbrtone, 
keep  all  your  compliments  to  themadves," 
cried  the  girl,  impatiently,  ^  only  do'nt  torment 
me  with  your  folly." 

'^  Folly,  indeed !  you  had  better  beware  what 
you  are  saying.  This  impertinence  may  prove 
worse  for  you.  Folly,  indeed !  I  fancy  wtien 
Walther  8tanz  tells  you  the  same  story,  you 
take  it  as  quietly  as  a  pike  does  a  gu^lgeon. 
His  mother  came  down,  I  suppose,  to  spread 
his  baits  for  him,  but  the  lines  are  all  broken, 
and  Dame  Lena,  the  sooner  you  are  gone  the 
better,  for  you  shall  have  no  love  messages  in 
my  hearing  to  carry  to  your  hopefiil  son,  I 
promise  you.*' 

*^  You  come  too  late  1^'  said  Justine,  with  a 
laugh  of  infinite  scorn,  and  as  Lena  again 
spread  the  sail,  and  pushed  her  boat  into  the 
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dc^  waltf,  ahi  proDounoed  the  word^  "  re- 
meiabcr^''  in  a  ciIid,  dcv  voiot,  and  then 
tamed  to  retrace  ber  etcpe  to  her  home. 

Bui  however  rapid  the  movement  of  Justinei 
Slaflbry  vith  unwearied  peraererance,  kept 
pace  with  her^  and  anadoua  to  ami  himself  of 
80  admirable  an  opportunity  of  urging  his  snit^ 
sought^  with  all  the  Tulgar  doquence  of  which 
ha  waa  maater.  to  convince  her  of  his  attach- 
menty  and  her  exceeding  folly  in  not  being 
duly  aensible  of  ita  value^  and  the  great  honour 
he  did  her^  by  offering  to  make  her  his  wife. 

To  all  this  the  agitated  girl  made  no  reply ; 
though  much  was  said^  that  both  irritated  and 
pained  her,  she  only  hurried  home  the  faster, 
and  in  utter  silence  reached  her  uncle's  door, 
just  as  the  house-keeper,  Babette,  was  coming 
forth  in  search  of  her. 

^^  Ah,  Mademoiselle  Justine,  I  am  glad  you 
are  there,  ^^aaid  the  Tenerable  cook/*  for  your 
unde  wants  you,  and  dinner  is  nearly  ready, 
and  there  is  a  strange  gentleman  has  been  with 
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him  in  his  room  for  the  last  hour^  and  you  had 
better  go  in^  and  put  on  yoiur  holyday  skirt,  for 
I  warrant  the  smell  of  my  kitchen  will  persuade 
him  to  stay  and  taste  its  fare/' 

"  Do  you  not  know  who  he  is,  Babette  V 
enquired  her  young  mistress. 

"  Not  I  indeed/'  she  returned ;  '*  he  is  quite 
a  gentleman  like,  and  things  ought  to  be  more 
decent  than  ordinary ;  but  if  I  stay  prating 
here,  he  will  think  the  Treasurer  has  the  worst 
cook  in  Lucerne.  But  patience  me !  I  smell 
the  ducks  burning  already  !"  and  without  fur- 
ther salutation,  the  old  woman  disappeared 
into  the  innermost  depths  of  the  gloomy  offices. 

^*  Justine  you  shall  not  escape  me,  till  you 
have  answered  me !"  cried  Staffer  seizing  the 
maiden  by  the  hand,  as  she  sprang  within  the 
threshold.  *'  Were  I  your  hound,  you  could 
not  treat  me  worse." 

'^  Release  me  Herr  Staffer !  this  is  no  place 
for  such  conduct,"  she  cried,  endeavouring 
vainly  to  free  herself  from  his  iron  hold. 
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''I  wUl  not  idcMe  jaal"  leliinicd  the 
fiumer  whose  anger  was  now  excited  to  an  nn* 
governable  pitch,  '  eicry  place  is  alike  to  me, 
and  when  jwi  torn  a  deaf  ear  to  all  I  wmj,  joo 
cannot  expect  me  to  be  tcij  ooaptyin^  I  love 
you  Justine!  I  have  toU  joa  so  a  hondred 
times,  at  least,  and  I  should  have  no  more 
spirit  than  a  snafl,  if  I  bore  your  insnhing 
slights  any  longer  with  patience.  Ton  shall 
hear  me ;  and  I  am  determined  you  shaU  not 
only  hear  me,  but  answer  me,  and  moreover  I 
give  yon  warning,  that  much  mischief  may  en- 
sue if  yon  do  not  promise  before  we  part,  to 
become  my  wife.** 

^  Coward,  do  yon  threaten  P  exclaimed  the 
girl  turning  towards  her  persecutor,  with  a 
glance  of  haughty  indignation  that  for  a  mo- 
ment startled  and  abashed  him.  ^  Tou  know 
little  of  Justine  Weber  if  you  expect  by  such 
base  means  to  bend  her  to  your  purposes.  Tou 
talk  of  love,  whilst  you  take  the  fittest  means  to 
provoke  my  hatred.    Release  me  Herr  Staffer, 

VOL.  u  I 
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or  I  will  call  my  uncle  to  chastise  your  inso- 
lence." 

The  farmer  laughed  aloud. 

*^  Your  uncle,"  he  replied,  "  do  you  trust  to 
such  a  rotten  plank  as  that  old  usurer  ?  I  might 
drag  you  to  the  altar,  and  thrust  a  ring  in  spite 
of  you,  upon  this  struggling  hand,  before  he 
durst  say  me  nay  !  he  loves  his  gold  too  well, 
Justine !  and  would  sell  you  any  day  to  the 
I^ghest  bidder;  so  for  once  take  an  honest 
fellow's  advice,  and  consent  without  further 
fuss  and  nonsense  to  marry  me  peaceably,  like 
a  sensible  girl,  and  I  will  take  you  out  of  the 
old  rascal^s  clutches  at  once.  Worse  may 
betide  you,  if  you  do  not ;  that  is  all  I  can  tell 
you,  so  make  an  end  of  this  coquetry  and 
nonsense,  and  promise  at  once  to  be  my 
wife.'^ 

"  Never !  though  death  were  to  be  the  con- 
sequence of  my  denial!"  exclaimed  Justine. 

'^  Then  by  the  Saints  you  shall  be  made  to 
repent  your  obstinacy  to  the  last  moment  of 
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your  life  I"  cried  Staffisr  in  a  yoice  alznoet  inarti* 
culate  with  pataiony  but  ere  he  had  finished  the 
sentence^  the  maiden  by  one  violent  effint  freed 
her  hand  from  his  grasp,  and  darting  into  the 
house,  shut  the  door  between  them,  before  he 
was  aware  of  her  purpose. 

With  the  speed  of  lightning  she  rushed  up 
the  stairs;,  to  her  own  diamber,  and  douUe 
locked  and  bolted  the  door,  when  she  reached 
it,  befcMre  she  could  feel  that  she  was  safe  fiiom 
pursuit. 

She  then  listened  anxiously;  but  all  was 
still,  and  the  prolon^d  tranquillity  at  length 
convinced  her  that  Stafier  had  departed  with- 
out seeking  admission.  Yet  she  was  convinced 
that  his  persecution  was  only  deferred,  and 
with  a  beadng  and  a  troubled  heart  she  sat 
down  and  endeavoured  to  recall  her  scattered 
thoughts,  and  consider  by  what  means  she 
could  best  avoid  the  repetition  of  the  insulting 
proposals  to  which  she  had  that  morning  been 
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exposed.  When  she  remembered  the  way  in 
which  Staffer  had  spoken  of  her  uncle  it  filled 
her  with  alarm^  for  in  the  depth  of  her  own 
heart,  there  was  a  feeling  that  likewise  warned 
ber^  that  little  reliance  could  be  placed  on  his 
support^  should  the  farmer  persist  in  his  pur- 
suit. From  Walther,  under  such  circumstances, 
she  could  claim  no  assistance ;  but  she  deeply 
felt  that  the  happiness  of  his  future  life,  as  well 
as  her  own,  depended  on  the  result  of  her  pre- 
sent trials.  No  one  else  could  stretch  out  a 
hand  to  save  her  from  her  fearful  and  perilous 
position ;  there  was  nothing  but  the  protection 
of  heaven  and  her  own  strength  of  mind  on 
which  she  could  depend  for  safety.  She  trusted 
that  the  rectitude  of  the  course  she  had  chosen 
would  ensure  her  the  former,  and  after  a  short 
and  fervent  prayer  she  felt  a  consciousness  of 
mental  energy,  and  powerful  determination, 
that  greatly  relieved  her  young  heart  from  the 
heavy  burthen  that  had  previously  depressed  it, 


THB  TBIBST  FOB   GOLD 


173 


and  seemed  to  usnre  her,  that  whatever  the 
uopriacipled  might  compel  her  to  rndure,  yet 
that  strength  would  be  given  her  successliillj 
to  reitst  their  pertecution. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


Sole  and  all  camfortleis  he  wastes  away 
Old  age,  undmely  potting  ere  his  day. 
Beneath  the  sun  prolon^jt  they  yet  their  breath. 
Or  range  the  house  of  darknes  and  of  death  ? 

Pope's  Homsa — Oayssey,  Boor,  XV. 


Whbn  Michael  Graaf  entered  his  dining  par- 
lour to  meet  the  unknown  guest^  old  Babette 
had  announced,  he  beheld  a  man  whom  he  had 
no  recollection  of  having  ever  before  seen.  He 
was  well  dressed,  and  had  a  certain  air  of 
military  superiority,  which  induced  the  Trea- 
surer to  pay  him  the  most  respectful  atten- 
tion. 
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He  well  knew  that  military  men  are  often  in 
want  ci  monejy  and  Yerjr  carelesa  as  to  the  rate 
of  interest  thej  maj  be  required  to  paj,  so 
trusting  to  Staffer's  promises,  and  hoping  aD 
things  firom  his  mission  to  Berne,  he  inwardly 
chudded  at  the  prospect  of  disposing  ci  maj 
surplus  cash  to  advanti^e. 

'*  Good  morning,  sir,^  he  said  with  a  TCiy 
low  bow,  as  he  advanced  into  the  room,  atdied 
in  his  best  brown  suit,  with  broad  cambric 
ruffles  and  shirt  frill,  his  hair  well  powdered, 
and  large  silver  buckles  in  his  shoes.  ^  Yoo 
are  a  stranger  in  Lucerne,  1  think,  1  may  pre* 
some  to  say,  sir,  a  travdler,  perhaps,  sir — 
come  with  recommendations,  no  doubt,  sir- 
pray  beaeated." 

The  officer  returned  his  sahitatioo,  and  with^ 
out  speaking,  took  the  chair  he  ofiered;  but 
when  both  were  seated,  he  still  remained 
silent,  a«  if  doubtful  in  what  manmr  to  begin 
the  conversation* 

Michael  6dgetted  on  his  chair;  he  hardly 
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knew  what  to  say  next,  for  if  the  stranger 
wanted  money,  to  make  an  offer  of  it,  was 
greatly  to  lessen  its  value^  and  what  else  he 
could  want,  was  beyond  his  comprehension. 
Had  he  been  a  Frenchman  he  might  have 
suspected  —  but  he  was  not  a  Frenchman ; 
though  he  had  a  travefled  and  polished  air,  he 
was  a  Swiss  in  feature  and  language,  and 
moreover,  though  Graaf  felt  convinced  he  had 
never  before  seen  him,  there  was  something 
in  his  countenance  that  recalled  another  face  to 
his  mind,  which  he  never  remembered  without 
feelings  of  a  painful  nature. 

He  wished  the  interview  at  an  end,  though 
without  knowing  why,  and  after  regarding  the 
stranger  with  half  bewildered  curiosity,  a  few 
moments  longer,  he  abruptly  inquired,  to  what 
cause  he  was  indebted  for  the  honour  of  his 
visit    . 

'^  The  subject,  Herr  Graaf,  on  which  I  seek 
information/^  be  replied,  ^^  is  one  no  doubt 
which  it  will  be  very  painful  to  you  to  discuss  ; 
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'^  Tbej  remember  the  report  of  it,^  said  the 
unknown^  ^they  remember  likewise  there 
was  a  strange  mystery  attending  it,  and  I  am 
here  to  demand  its  explanation." 

**  By  the  Saints,  sir,  you  have  infinite 
assuranee/^  cried  the  Treasurer,  ^  to  presume 
without  leaye  or  license,  to  tear  open  the 
wounds  of  a  stranger's  affliction,  and  not  con- 
tent with  that,  to  meddle  in  private  affairs  of 
the  deepest  and  most  heart-rending  nature  to 
him,  but  with  which  you  cannot  have  the  most 
remote  concern/* 

^^  You  have  the  character  of  a  shrewd  and 
cautious  man  of  business,  Herr  Oraaf,  and  you 
must  know  the  world  too  well,  to  believe,  for 
a  moment,  that  I  would  do  either.  Can  you 
pretend  to  deny  that  this  young  woman  was 
your  wife  ?'* 

^^  I  am  not  aware  of  any  right  you  have  to 
ask  the  question.'' 

**  The  right  of  a  brother,^  replied  Aloys 
Reding,  sternly,''  and  if  truth  has  not  utteriy 
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fonaken  your  lipt»  1  abjure  you,  by  every  thing 
nered,  to  tell  me  all  you  know  of  my  poor 
sister'a  sad  destioy  ?*' 

For  a  moment  Graaf  appeared  absolutely 
■tunned  by  surprise  and  dismay.  He  felt  as 
if  his  early  sins  were  rising  up  like  serpents  on 
every  side,  to  sting  him  to  despair,  but  he 
endeavoured  to  master  his  agitation,  and  assured 
Reding,  in  tremulous  accents,  that  if  he  really 
were  the  brother  of  poor  Clarice,  he  had 
nothing  to  reveal  to  him,  but  the  story  of  an 
imprudent  connexion,  equally  unfortunate  for 
them  both,  which  had  ended  in  her  premature 
death. 

''And  she  left  one  child,  Herr  Graaf?"  said 
the  officer,  after  listening  to  his  stammering 
explanations,  with  the  strongest  expression  of 
contempt,  on  his  fine  ingenuous  features. 

"  Not  to  my  knowledge,*'  returned  the  Trea- 
surer, in  a  low  and  troubled  voice. 

"  That  is  strange,"  returned  Reding,  **  for 
that  was  reported  likewise.^' 


I 
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*^  How — when — where^  did  you  hear  such  a 
tale  ?  Willingly  would  I  give  half  I  poaaeu  to 
be  convinced  of  its  truth  !^'  exclaimed  Graa^ 
with  fearful  animation,  and  his  heavy  coun- 
tenance was  so  strongly  agitated^  that  Heding 
for  once  believed  he  spoke  the  genuine  feelings 
of  his  soul. 

^  Yet  you  refuse  to  ackowledge  the  mother 
as  your  wife?''  persisted  the  officer. 

"  Torture  me  not  by  this  strange  question- 
ingt"  cried  the  Treasurer  1  '^  Does  the  child 
live,  or  does  it  not  ?  Answer  me  that,  and  then 
I  may  be  more  explicit/' 

^^  It  is  strange  that  a  father  should  be  com- 
pelled to  seek  such  knowledge  from  another,'^ 
said  Reding,  watching  with  amazement  that 
every  moment  redoubled  the  agitation  of  his 
extraordinary  host. 

^  It  may  seem  strange*— doubtless  it  is  so  I'* 
he  returned,  "but  my  connexion  with  Clarice 
was  one  of  no  ordinary  nature.  She  deserted 
me  before  her  death — if  I  must  reveal    her 
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shame.  She  sought  anothei^s  protection  be- 
fore she  became  a  mother ;  I  heard  of  her  deaths 
but  my  resentmeut  was  not  appeased,  and  I 
confess  to  my  disgrace,  that  I  made  no  in- 
quiries after  our  child.  I  was  young  then,— - 
full  of  hopes  and  ambition ;  I  am  old  now,  and 
have  tasted  all  the  bitter  fruits  of  life,  to  the 
very  core,  and  worlds  would  I  give  to  have  a 
child  to  call  me  father.^* 

"  Michael  Graaf,*'  said  Reding,  severely, "  the 
tale  you  seek  to  impose  upon  me,  I  know  to 
be  so  utterly  false  in  many  parts,  that  I  am 
compelled  to  doubt  the  sincerity  of  your  feel- 

* 

ings  in  all  you  express,  in  spite  of  your  tears 
and  protestations.'' 

"  If  ever  man  betrayed  the  inmost  secrets  of 
his  heart,  I  have  now  done  so,'*  was  the  reply, 
"  imprudently,  1  admit,  but  you  spoke  as  if 
there  was  a  possibility  that  Clarice's  child  still 
existed,  and  all  caution  forsook  me;  if  you 
know  more  than  you  have  told  me,  visit  not 
my  sins  so  heavily  upon,  me,  as  longer  to  con- 
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conceal  a  fiict  on  which  my  peace  of  mind  Sotr 
the  poor  remnant  of  my  days,  moat  ioevitaUj 
depend.  Yon  cannot  deny  that  I  have  a  right 
to  know  every  thing  concerning  the  fate  of  my 
own  child/' 

''  It  had  been  well,  if  you  had  remembered 
sooner  Herr  Graaf/'  returned  his  guest^  **  that 
a  man  has  duties  as  well  as  rights  in  this  world. 
If  you  had,  you  would  not  now  have  been  in- 
quiring the  destiny  of  your  own  ofispring  from 
the  lips  of  a  stranger.     You*  would  not  in  the 
same  breath  have  blasted  the  fair  fame  of  the 
only  being  who  ever  truly  loved  you ;  the  inno- 
cent  confiding  creature,  who  when  her  parents 
were  in  the  grave,  and  the  brother  who  was  her 
sole  protector,  was  far  away  in   foreign  service, 
chose  you  in  defiance  of  her  friend's  wise  counsel 
to  be  the  partner  of  her  future  life — to  be  her 
husband,  Michael  Oraaf.     Nay  deny  it  not,** 
he  exclaimed  suddenly  raising  his   voice  when 
he  saw  the  Treasurer  about  to  interrupt  him, 
^  do  not  plunge  your  soul  yet  deeper  into  sin  1 
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Icxik  thane !  and  henceforth,  if  you  dare^  deny 
that  Clarice  Reding  was  your  lawful  wife  !*' 

Vfuh  greedy  eyes  did  the  Treasurer  ghmce 
over  the  contents  of  the  much  worn  paper,  that 
his  guest  now  held  forth  for  his  perusal,  and 
well  remembering  the  contents  of  that  Father 
Paul  had  so  recently  shown  him,  he  trembled 
from  head  to  foot  as  he  did  so. 

*^  It  is  the  certificate  of  our  marriage,"  he 
murmured  almost  unconsciously,  ere  he  had 
perused  more  than  half  its  contents. 

**  And  written  too  by  the  very  Priest  who 
knit  that  bond  between  you,  which  no  man  can 
break  asunder,''  said  Reding,  and  woe  to  him 
who  has  neglected  the  duties  he  swore  in  the 
face  of  heaven  to  perform,  when  an  innocent 
and  confiding  being,  was  committed  by  holy 
church  itself,  to  his  guidance  and  protection. 
I  can  neither  pardon,  nor  respect  you  Michael, 
whilst  I  hold  this  evidence  of  your  falsehood, 
and  your  baseness  in  my  hands,  and  1  tell  you 
phdnly,  that  your  only  chance  of  averting  my 
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just  indignation^  is  hj  at  once  restoring  mj  poor 
sister  to  the  honest  fame  of  which  you  have  so 
heartlessly  robbed  her.  Answer  me  plainly^  do 
you  acknowledge  the  truth  of  this  docu* 
ment  ?*• 

^^  On  certain  conditions !"  rejoined  the 
Treasurer  to  whom  this  address  had  left  time 
to  decide  on  the  plan  most  expedient  for  him 
to  pursue. 

^^  Name  them,"  retorted  Reding  sternly. 

Hesitating  and  apparently  doubtful  in  what 
words  to  frame  his  request,  the  humbled  Graaf 
began.  ^^  Your  sister,  Herr  Reding,  was  not 
known  in  Lucerne ;  none  here  ever  heard  of 
my  connexion  with  her  in  any  shape ;  I  am 
generally  believed  to  be  a  bachelor,  and  unless 
her  child  lives,  it  can  be  of  no  use  to  excite 
needless  curiosty  and  observations  by  spreading 
abroad  the  secret  of  my  marriage.  It  might 
do  me  much  injury,  and  can  profit  no  one.  I 
therefore  request  you,  as  a  soldier  and  a  man  of 
honour,  to  whom  I  have  never  wilfully  done 
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the  smallest  wrong,  not  to  publish  this  story  to 
the  world.' 

"  You  would  have  been  better  entitled  to  re- 
quest this  indulgence  from  me,"re  turned  Re  ding, 
"  had  you  not  striven  as  long  as  you  thought 
deceit  in  your  power,  to  deny  your  marriage." 

"  I  have  much  to  plead  in  my  excuse,"  said 
the  wily  Treasurer  with  restored  composure, 
for  he  plainly  saw  that  the  nefarious  transac- 
Uon  of  which  Father  Paul  had  accused  him, 
waa  entirely  unknown  to  his  guest,  and  this 
conviction  at  once  decided  him  what  plan  of 
defence  to  pursue.  "  My  union  with  Clarice 
was  short,  her  desertion  of  me  for  another  man 
equally  dishonourable  to  her,  and  to  myself, 
and  as  a  man  of  honour,  you,  Herr  Reding, 
may  understand  and  appreciate  my  anxiety  to 
deny,  nay  even  to  forget  the  tie  which  made  nic 
a  participator  in  her  disgrace.  Remember  how- 
ever anxious  you  may  be  to  clear  a  sister's  re- 
putation, that  she  had  first  broken  her  marriage 
vow,  before  I  was  tempted  to  deny  it." 
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Have  you  evidence  of  this  ?"  demanded  the 
Officer  sternly. 

^^  Those  from  whom  you  have  loamt  so 
much,  could  doubtless  have  told  you,  that  I  fled 
broken  hearted  from  Milan,  vhen  she  ^ith  the 
shameless  effirontery  of  ungovernable  passion, 
deserted  her  husband  and  her  home,  to  seek 
the  protection  of  the  wealthy  and  fascinating 
SigQore  Vergani/* 

Reding  looked  long  and  anxiously  at  Graa^  as 
if  endeavouring  to  read  in  his  countenance  how 
much  he  ought  to  credit  of  this  statement,  but 
it  was  a  countenance  so  habituated  to  conceal 
its  master's  emotions,  under  the  smile  of  ser- 
vility, or  the  leaden  immutability  of  assumed 
stupidity,  that  he  was  no  wiser  for  the 
scrutiny. 

'^  In  my  anxious  enquiries  for  my  sister,"  he 
said  at  length,  ^'  I  certainly  did  bear  the  name 
of  Vergani  coupled  mysteriously  \\ith  yours, 
but  though  these  reports  were  more  to  your 
discredit,  Herr  Graff,  than  to  hers,  I  confess 
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thejr  were  too  Tagne,  and  ill  attested  to  be 
received  as  evidence  against  any  man^  after  the 
lapse  of  twenty  years/^ 

"  The  characters  of  the  wisest  and  the  best 
might  be  destroyed  like  flax  by  the  flame,  if 
exposed  to  such  an  ordeal,"  said  Michael 
gravdy,  **  and  I  hold  it  far  from  just — ^far  from 
the  usual  candour  of  a  soldier,  that  you  should 
presume  on  such  slight  grounds  to  address 
such  language  to  me,  as  you  have  this  day 
done.  You  must  be  now  convinced  that  I 
only  am  the  injured  person ;  that  my  hopes 
have  been  withered,  my  life  blasted,  by  my 
unfortnnate  connexion  with  a  weak  and  mis- 
guided woman*  By  no  second  marriage  have 
I  ever  sought  to  repair  the  void  she  left  in  my 
heart.  Vainly  have  I  endeavoured  to  discover, 
if  either  she  or  her  offspring  survived,  yet  you 
spoke  when  we  first  met,  as  if  you  had  been 
more  successful  in  your  inquiries,  if  you  know 
anything  of  the  child,  after  what  has  passed,  I 
am  sure  you  will  no  longer  evade  my  questions. 
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but  tell  me  all  you  have  discovered  concerning 
a  matter^  in  which  you  may  believe  me^  when  I 
say,  that  my  whole  happiness  is  involved/' 

^^  If  you  have  built  hopes  upon  my  words^  I 
fear  you  are  again  destined  to  be  disappointed/* 
said  the  oiHccr,  ^^  for  I  have  told  you  nearly  all 
I  know.  In  one  most  material  point  our  infor- 
mation differs;  I  was  informed  that  Clarioe 
had  been  deserted,  and  not  faithless  to  her 
husband.  It  remains  to  be  proved^  which 
story  is  most  worthy  of  credit.  Her  ultimate 
fate  seems  involved  in  profound  mystery. 
Some  said  that  she  died  soon  after  you  parted^ 
but  one  old  monk  who  had  been  her  confessor 
before  you  conferred  that  office  on  Louis 
firentano^  assured  me,  that  as  he  was  returning 
late  one  evening  to  the  city,  he  met  her  passiug 
one  of  the  gates  in  company  with  a  man  who 
bore  an  infant  in  his  arms." 

^'  Ha  !  did  he  not  tell  his  name.^' 
^'  He  was  so  engaged  in  observing  Clarice 
whom  he  described  as  faded  and  deplorably 
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altexed^  that  he  took  no  further  heed  of  her 
companion^  whose  face  he  said  was  muffled  in 
his  cloak.  I  suspected  it  was  yourself  Michael 
Graaf,  and  it  was  this  suspicion  which  brought 
me  hither." 

'^  Tou  are  mistaken,"  returned  the  Trea- 
surer with  trembliog  lips,  ^^  I  swear  by  all 
things  sacred^  I  have  never  beheld  her,  since 
she  left  my  house  in  Milan !" 

'^  It  is  a  strange  business/^  said  Reding. 

'^  Strange  indeed^"  muttered  Graaf,  secretly 
wishing  that  his  guest  had  been  laid  by  a 
bullet  under  the  Spanish  turf,  ere  he  re- 
turned  to  entangle  yet  further,  the  already 
complicated  web  of  his  fortunes.  Nevertheless, 
he  added,  after  a  pause — ^^  I  heard  about  a 
year  after  I  left  Milan,  that  speedily  deserted 
by  her  seducer,  she  died  there  of  a  broken 
heart." 

"  Then,  Herr  Graaf,"  rejoined  the  officer, 
"  as  you  have  acknowledged  both  your  mar- 
riage to  my  sister,  and  your  belief  of  her  death. 
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I  presume  you  are  ready  to  account  to  me  for 
the  portion^  which  in  default  of  her  having 
children,  was,  after  her  decease^  to  revert  to 
the  surviving  members  of  her  family.  I  am 
the  last.'' 

Michael  Graaf  bit  his  lips,  and  turned  more 
than  usually  pale,  but  he  showed  no  othei 
symptoms  of  displeasure,  and  coolly  replied 
that  of  course  he  was  ready  to  do  every  thing 
that  justice  dictated,  but  that  until  he  had  re« 
ceived  full  proof  of  his  wife's  decease,  and  was 
.convinced  that  no  child  survived  her^  he  con- 
sidered he  was  not  called  upon  to  pay  the  sum 
in  question. 

'^  You  are  right/'  replied  Reding  calmly, 
''  and  as  I  have  now  returned  to  reside  in  my 
native  land,  and  am  at  liberty  to  employ  my 
time  as  I  please,  I  shall  leave  no  means  unes- 
sayed  to  discover  the  whole  truth  of  this  extra- 
ordinary business.  Good  day,  Herr  Graaf,  I 
trust  for  your  sake,  I  may  And  nothing  to  throw 
discredit  on  your  statements.'' 
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"  You  T*ill  not  fail  to  inform  mc  if  you  dia- 
cover  any  traces  of  the  child!"  cried  the 
Tre&surer  eagerly. 

"  Certainly  not,  and  should  you  have  any- 
thing to  communicate,  remember  that  Aloys 
Reding  is  always  to  be  heard  of  at  Schwytz." 

So  saying  the  Oiticer  arose,  and  taking  his 
hat  from  the  table,  with  a  cold  and  haughty 
botr  departed. 

The  Treasurer  with  fawning  civility  con- 
ducted him  to  the  door,  but  he  saw  plainly  that 
he  had  gained  no  place  in  this  man's  confidence, 
or  esteem,  and  greatly  agitated  by  the  conflict- 
ing feelings  his  visit  had  excited,  he  was  no 
•ooner  left  atone,  than  casting  aside  all  dis- 
guise, he  again  seated  himself,  and  leaning  his 
elbows  on  the  table,  and  his  head  on  his  hands, 
reviewed  with  something  almost  amounting  to 
horror,  this  additional  link  in  the  chain,  that 
vaa  every  day  coiling  closer  and  closer  around 
him.  He  knew  Aloys  Reding  to  be  a  brave, 
determined  soldier — one    upon  whose    move- 
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ments  he  had  no  power  to  throw  the  slightest 
cheeky  and  when  he  remembered  all  the  tissue 
of  lies  he  had  imposed  upon  him,  and  the  near 
neighbourhood  of  Father  Paul,  to  whom  the 
truth  was  so  well  known,  his  heart  sunk  within 
him.  He  felt  that  if  by  his  evil  destiny  these 
men  should  be  thrown  into  each  other's  com- 
pany, from  that  moment  all  the  ingeniously 
erected  fabric  of  his  reputation  would  be  ut^ 
terly  annihilated*  Their  intimacy  he  suspected 
not. 

But  though  driven  almost  to  madness  by 
the  dread  of  public  exposure,  that  seemed  Uke 
a  thunder  cloud  perpetually  hovering  above 
his  head,  feelings  of  a  more  tender  nature  were 
likewise  awakened  in  his  heart  by  the  past 
interview,  towards  the  wife  he  had  once  loved, 
and  the  child  whose  loss  he  had  never  ceased 
to  deplore.  Remorse  too  distilled  her  drops  of 
gall  into  his  heart,  and  when  the  image  of  the 
fair  young  Clarice,  whose  life  he  had  so  cruelly 
blasted,  arose  before  him,  his  softened  heart 
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revolted  finom  the  idea  of  offering  up  Justine 
as  a  second  victim  to  his  avarice  and  ambition* 
But  like  the  genial  showers  of  spring,  these 
thoughts  passed  quickly^  and  his  habitual  train 
of  selfish  reasoning  resumed  entire  possession 
of  his  mind«  Still  he  shrunk  from  meeting  his 
niece  sooner  than  required,  and  he  rejoiced  to 
leam^  when  old  Babette  served  up  his  late 
dinner  that,  hearing  he  was  engaged,  Justine 
had  made  a  hasty  repast,  and  retired  to  her 
own  chamber. 


VOL.   f. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Had  crimes  less  weighty  on  the  Spirit  pr^'d. 
This  troubled  conscience  might  have  sunk  to  rest : 
And,  like  a  foolish  guard,  been  brib*d  to  peace. 
By  a  false  promise,  that  offence  should  cease ; 
Past  &ults  had  seem'd  familiar  to  the  view, 
Confiis'd  if  many,  and  obscure  though  true  ; 
And  conscience  troubled  with  the  dull  account. 
Had  droppM  her  talc,  and  slumber'a  o'er  th'  amount: 
But  struck  by  daring  guilt  alert  she  rose, 
Disturb'd,  alarm*d,  and  could  no  more  repose. 

Crabbe. 

It  was  in  vain  that  Michael  Graaf^  when  Staf- 
fer came  that  evening  by  appointment  to  sup- 
per,  endeavoured  to  persuade  him  to  show  some 
indulgence  to  the  feelings  of  Justine.  Irritated 
by  her  unqualified  rejection  of  him  that  morn- 
ing, he  was  more  than  ever  determined  to  ac- 
complish his  purpose^  like  a  hunter  animated 
by  the  chase/^who  as  his  prey  flies  further  and 
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further  beyond  his  reach,  bccomea  every  mo- 
ment more  eager  in  the  difficult  pursuit. 

"  Our  agreement  is  made,  Herr  Graaf,"  lie 
said,  "  and  if  your  port  is  not  fulfilled,  neither 
■hall  miae.  If  you  cannot  persuade  her  to 
receive  me  aa  her  accepted  iover,  this  very 
night,  I  must  act  accordingly." 

Michael  saw  by  the  inflamed  countenance 
and  flashing  cyea  of  his  angry  guest,  that  from 
this  dedaiOD  there  was  no  appeal,  and  with 
the  threats  of  Father  Paul  ringing  in  his  ears, 
he  turned  his  steps  towards  his  niece's  cham- 
ber. 

It  was  already  dark,  and  the  Treasurer  took 
3  candle  from  Dame  Babette  as  he  passed  the 
kitchen.  He  knocked  more  than  once  at 
Justine's  door,  and  his  surprize  was  great  at 
receiving  no  answer,  and  yet  greater  when 
on  poshing  it  open,  he  found  the  chamber 
empty.  He  called  once,  or  twice  on  Justine, 
bat  vilhout  receiving  any  answer. 

Though  astonished  by  her  abssnce  from 
K  S 
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home  at  so  unusual  an  hour^  the  old  man  felt 
greatly  relieved^  and  setting  his  candle  on  the 
table  he  seated  himself  with  no  other  purpose 
than  to  prolong  for  a  few  moments  his  absence 
from  Staffer^  whose  threats  he  shrunk  from  en- 
countering, and  oTcrpowered  by  his  feelings, 
tears  were  actually  trickling  from  his  eyes, 
when  the  door  softly  unclosed,  and  Justine 
stood  before  him. 

"  Good  heaven,  my  dncle  I''  exclaimed  the 
girl  starting  back,  and  clasping  her  hands  with 
unconcealed  dismay,  ^'  who  could  have  looked 
for  you  here,  at  such  an  hour/^ 

^^  And  who  expected  you  to  be  abroad,  done, 
at  such  an  hour,"  returned  Graaf  with  a  severe 
countenance ;  '^  I  did  not  believe  my  niece 
would  have  been  guilty  of  such  imprudence. 
But  mark  me,  Justine,  this  must  have  an  end ; 
I  ask  you  no  questions,  but  it  is  plainly  to  be 
seen  by  your  flushed  cheeks,  and  swollen  eyes, 
that  you  have  been  to  meet  your  lover — that 
you  have  been  under  the  shadow  of  darkness  to 
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tell  your  grievances  to  Walther  Stanz.  For 
shame,  Justine,  for  shame ;  I  gave  you  credit 
for  more  discretion." 

The  poor  girl,  overpowered  by  the  abrupt^ 
ness  of  this  address,  sank  back  in  her  chair 
and  wept  bitterly. 

'^  Toil  are  too  old  for  this  folly,"  said  the 
Treasurer  arising,  and  walking  towards  her. 
^  Walther  Stanz  is  no  husband  for  you  Justine^ 
and  though,  whilst  children.  Dame  Muller  may 
have  imprudently  allowed  you  to  be  too  much 
together,  whilst  you  are  under  this  roof,  I  will 
not  permit  you  to  have  these  love  meetings^ 
either  by  night,  or  by  day.  It  is  full  time  you 
were  married,  and  in  spite  of  the  promise  of 
my  inheritance,  there  is  not  a  respectable  man 
in  the  Canton  will  look  at  you,  if  you  persevere 
in  such  courses/' 

"  I  have  no  wish  to  marry— if  they  would 
only  leave  me  in  peace,  I  ask  nothing  more  of 
them,**  returned  the  girl  weeping  more  violently 
than  before. 
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Not  marry  !  a  likely  story  indeed*  Will 
you  pretend  to  deny  that  there  is  love  between 
you,  and  this  low  born  cowherd  ?"  cried  the 
Treasurer  sharply ;  "  will  you  deny  that  for 
this  reason,  and  no  other,  you  have  behaved 
with  such  disdain  to  an  honest,  and  a  wealthy^ 
and  an  honorable  man  like  Staffer  ?  will  jou 
deny,  that  you  have  been  out  this  very  night  to 
meet  him  in  secret,  and  that  you  are  resolved 
in  your  heart  to  be  his  wife,  and  his  alone?" 

**  To  every  one  of  these  charges  I  plead 
guilty,'*  replied  Justine  at  length  mastering 
her  agitation,  "  and  if  you  knew  Walther  as 
well  as  I  do,  I  am  sure  that  far  from  being  his 
enemy,  you  woiild  be  the  first  to  approve  of 
my  choice/* 

"  Folly  !  folly  !  all  folly  !  every  girl  talks  in 
this  way,  when  some  handsome  young  fellow 
has  bewildered  her  brains ;  but  I  am  too  old 
for  such  trash  !  1  value  nothing  but  realities ; 
substantial  advantages,  are  to  be  won  by  wed« 
lock,  and  if  you  are  so  silly  and  inexperienced 
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as  not  to  estimate  them  dulj,  it  is  my  duty  to 
secure  them  for  you/' 
''  Oh  unele,  what  can  you  mean  ?*' 
^^  I  mean  that  when  a  handsome  young 
fellowy  without  a  sixpence^  grows  old,  and 
ugly^  and  illnatured^  you  have  nothing  but 
disappointment  and  trouble  for  your  bargain, 
but  if  you  marry  a  man  with  &  well  filled  purse, 
and  flourishing  acres  to  boot,  you  will  have  the 

m 

benefit  of  them  for  the  rest  of  your  life,  let  him 
be  as  odious  or  spiteful  as  he  pleases." 

"  Indeed,  uncle,  I  want  no  man's  money," 
said  Justine  steadily ;  '^  whilst  I  live  with  you 
1  have  more  than  I  need,  and  should  I  many 
Walther,  we  are  both  young,  and  strong,  and 
can  earn  an  honest  livelihood  without  en- 
croaching on  your  kindness  any  longer/' 

**  Very  fine,  very  fine  indeed,"  cried  Michael  in 
great  and  uncommon  anger,  ^^  so  this  is  to  be  the 
end  of  all  my  care,  and  my  toil,  and  my  savings ! 
my  niece  is  to  marry  a  beggar,  and  work  for  her 
bread,  when  she  may  command  the  first  alii- 
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ance  in  the  Canton!  Child^  jou  put  me  oat  of 
all  patience  !  you  drive  me  mad  I  do  you  sup- 
pose that  the  Treasurer  of  Lucerne^  a  burgher 
of  the  city,  and  the  richest  man  within  its  wallsi 
would  submit  to  bestow  his  niece,  his  heiress,  his 
adopted  daughter  on  the  contemptible  son  of  a 
beggarly  bondman  ?  I  gave  you  credit  for  mote 
sense,  but  it  seems  you  have  neither  pride^  nor 
reason.  I  would  as  soon  see  you  the  wife  of 
the  town  Headsman." 

^  ^Walther's  birth  is  humble  I  cannot  deny^^ 
returned  the  girl  arising  from  her  chair  with  a 
calm  dignity  that  well  became  her,  '^  but  that  he 
is  contemptible,  I  defy  any  man  to  prove. 
Though  poor.  Father  Paul  has  bestowed  on  him 
an  education  far  superior  to  that  of  the  proud-- 
est  landholder  of  the  district,  and  had  I  the 
wealth  of  the  haughtiest  lady  in  Beine,  I  should 
think  it  well  bestowed  on  such  a  man." 

'^  And  you  would  submit  to  purchase  his 
favour  with  your  gold?^^  said  Graaf  sarcasti- 
cally. ^^  Ah,  Justine,  you  have  yet  to  learn  that 
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8  iroman  easts  not  only  her  money,  but  her 
happiness  away,  when  she  descends  to  such  an 
ignominious  bargain.  A  man  of  honest  pride 
is  not  to  be  thus  bought.'* 

"  Tliere  is  nodan:^r  of  mv  makin;^  the  at- 
tempt,^  replied  the  girl  with  haughty  com- 
posure. "  I  am  as  poor  as  Waliber,  and  have 
no  doubt  of  his  love." 

"  And  if  vou  are  mad  enough  to  think  of 
marrying  him,"  said  the  Treasurer  yet  more 
highly  irritated  than  before,  "  it  behoves  your 
relatives,  who  are  older  and  wiser  than  yourself, 
to  mike  an  end  of  such  foil  v.  Ilcrr  Staffer, 
the  largest  landholder  within  twenty  leagues, 
is  bowing  to  the  very  ground  for  your  favour, 
and  yet  I  hear  nothing  but  Walther  !  Walther  ! 
Walther !  it  drives  me  mad,  and  I  tell  you  once 
for  all,  I  would  sooner  see  you  drowning  at  the 
brink  of  a  cataract,  than  the  wife  of  such  a 
slave." 

"  And  I  wonld  sooner  be  dashed  down  the 
fells  of  Schaffhausen,  than  be  the  wife  of  Staf- 
K  5 
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fer^'^  cried  Justine  with  a  spirit  her  uncle  liad 
never  seen  her  exert  before. 

"  Yet  the  wife  of  Staffer  you  shall^  and  must 
be,  before  this  week  is  out/'  he  returned  with 
dogged  firmness ;  ^'  girls,  I  tell  you,  are  no 
judges  in  these  matters,  and  I  have  come  hither 
for  no  other  purpose,  than  to  tell  you  that  Staf- 
fer is  waiting  below  to  make  his  addresses  to 
you,  in  all  due  form." 

"  Then  tell  him  I  despise  the  meanness  of  his 
spirit,"  said  Justine  disdainfully.  ^*  Thrice  have 
I  rejected  him,  and  this  very  morning,  when  he 
again  tormented  me,  I  spoke  my  horror  of  his 
suit,  so  plainly,  that  he  must  be  the  most  con- 
temptible of  human  beings,  to  seek  by  your 
authority  to  win  my  hand,  when  he  knows  full 
well,  that  hate  is  all  the  dowry  it  will 
bring.** 

"  If  that  suffices  him,  it  is  no  concern  of 
mine,"  returned  Graaf,  "  you  must  answer  him 
yourself,  Justine,  and  for  my  sake,  I  trust  you 
will  do  so,  in  a  very  different  manner.     He 
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waits  below^  and  I  beg  you  Trill  go  to  him  with- 
out further  delay." 

*^  Never !  so  help  me  Heaven !  I  never  will 
exchange  another  word  with  him/'  exclaimed 
the  girl,  with  a  wild  energy  that  added  a 
thousand  charms  to  her  lovely  person. 

*^  Tou  must !"  said  the  old  man  in  a  tremu- 
lous voice,  for  his  heart  shrunk  from  the  task 
he  had  imposed  on  himself, "  talk  as  you  please, 
you  have  no  more  power  than  a  bird  in  a  snare, 
and  whether  with,  or  without  your  consent,  you 
must  become  the  wife  of  Staffer,  before  the 
week  is  out.*' 

"  Uncle,  my  dear  uncle  !  do  I  hear  aright, 
or  are  my  senses  wandering  ?"  demanded  Jus- 
tine taking  a  hand  of  the  Treasurer  between 
hers,  and  gazing  anxiously  on  his  troubled 
countenance,  '^  you  have  ever  been  kind,  and 
good  to  me,  and  cannot  mean  what  you  say.'* 

"  Yes  Justine,  I  have  truly  been  hitherto  as 
a  father  to  you,'*  returned  Graaf,  **  and  the 
time  is  now  come,  when  you  can  prove  your 
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gratitude.  Staffer^  enraged  by  your  conduct, 
casta  all  the  blame  of  your  disdain  on  mci  and 
TOWS  the  bitterest  enmity.  You  know  not  how 
deeply  that  man  can  injure  me-— I  have  now  no 
time  to  explain^  but  I  tell  you  candidly,  I  am  in 
his  power^  and  you^  you  only  can  avert  my  ruin*" 

^  Oh  uncle/'  returned  the  maiden,  '^  this  it 
beyond  my  belief  I  you  tell  me  this  tale^  because 
you  think  I  am  a  weak  and  fooUsh  girlj  and  may 
thus  be  wrought  to  do  your  pleasure,  but  I 
know  your  wisdom  too  well*  to  be  thus  beguiled. 
A  stupid  clown  like^Staffer,^  is  not  the  man  to 
hold  the  fate  of  the  cautious  Treasurer  of 
Lucerne  in  his  hands.'* 

'^  Yet,  by  the  Saints,  I  only  speak  the  truth/' 
returned  Graaf. 

'*  Then  Heaven  assist  you,  for  I  cannot !" 
rejoined  the>  maiden,  with  earnest  solemnity. 

*^  Most  thankless  and  ungrateful  girl>  I  have 
little  deserved  this  from  you,'*  said  the  old  man 
with  bitterness. 

'^  You  belie  me  greatly  if  you  think  I.  lack 
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gratitude/' she  replied, '^  I  would  do  all  that 
honesty  permits  to  prove  the  deep  sense  I  have 
of  your  favours^  but  to  break  all  the  vows  I  have 
pledged  to  Walther,  and  swear  allegiance  at 
the  altar  to  the  man  I  hate,  and  ever  shall  do, 
I  hold  rank  sin,  with  which  I  would  not  stain 
my  soul,  though  fife  might  be  the  forfeit/* 

^  Ha !  is  it  thus,  proud  girl  ?**  muttered  Graaf 
gaang  with  amazement  on  the  lofty  and  in<^ 
dignant  bearing  of  the  maiden,  ii  horn  he  had 
hitherto  only  beheld  smiling  in  timid  submis- 
sion to  his  will,  "  then  but  one  way  now  re- 
mains. The  disobedient  must  be  tamed  to 
duty,  and  if  my  supplications  are  thus  scorned, 
force  must  compel  what  kindness  vainly 
sought.'* 

"  Force  P'  exclaimed  Justine.- 

"  Ay,  force,*'  returned  Graaf  in  an  unsteady 
voice.  "  1  have  no  choice,  Staffer  will  have  re- 
venge, if  you  thus  set  him  at  defiance,  and  des- 
sert me  at  my  utmost  need.  You  know  not 
the  midtiplied  ills  your  obstinacy  will  expose 
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me  to,  and  yet  I  loved  you  tenderly  Justine ! 
as,  my  own  child  I  loved  you  I  but  it  is  folly 
for  the  old  to  hope  that  youth  will  ever  prize^ 
much  less  return^  its  deep  affection  !" 

''  You  weep  uncle  !"  cried  the  girl  sinking 
at  the  old  man^s  feet^  as  he  turned  away  to  con- 
ceal the  tears  that  filled  his  eyes^  '^  I  ever 
thought  my  happiness  was  as  precious  to  you, 
as  if  I  had  been  your  own  daughter ;  I  have 
never  before  disobeyed  you,  and  I  implore  you, 
not  to  let  that  bad  man  harden  your  heart 
against  me.  Oh  uncle,  doubtless  in  your  youth, 
you  knew  what  it  was  to  love,  as  I  love  Wal- 
thcr  !  then  I  beseech  you  to  look  back  upon 
those  fresh,  young  years,  and  judge  me  now,  as 
you  then  wished  to  be  judged/' 

^^  Many  a  st«rm  has  blighted  me  since  then," 
murmured  the  Treasurer, 

"  Time  withers  all  things  precious,*'  said  the 
girl,  ^'  so  that  man  should  surely  forbear  to  out- 
strip its  evil  influence.  Often  have  you  called 
me  daughter,  but  now  I  feel  that  it  was  but  a 
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name,  for  had  joa  been  indeed  my  parent^  I 
know  full  well  you  would  sooner  have  died  than 
have  made  my  hopes — my  happiness — my  life 
your  stepping-stone  to  prosperity.  Yet  even 
now  I  know  you  cannot  do  it — you  cannot  look 
upon  the  creature  you  have  cherished  from  her 
cradle^  who  has  clung  round  your  knees^  and 
lisped  your  name  before  her  tongue  could 
fashion  other  sounds — you  cannot  see  her 
kneeling  for  mercy  at  your  feet,  and  yet  con- 
demn her  for  some  base,  selfish  purpose,  to 
endless  misery.'^ 

"  I  do  but  seek  your  happiness  ?^  returned 
Graaf,  in  broken  accents,  whilst  his  hand 
trembled  in  the  slender  fingers  of  his  petitioner. 

'•'  Then  you  mistake  it  greatly  '/'  cried  Jus- 
tine with  breathless  eagerness ;  "  with  a  wo- 
man's love,  her  happiness  is  knit — without  it 
all  is  desolate,  and  if  a  woman's  pleadings  ever 
yet  had  power  to  move  your  soul,  or  if  per- 
chance you  have  had  cause  to  repent  that  you 
denied   her  prayers,   make   me   not    Staffer's 
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victim.  Uncle,  you  tremble — it  is  Justine-^ 
your  child — ^your  daughter  that  implores  your 
mercy  !" 

"  My  child !  come  ta  my  heart,"  cried  the 
old  man,  in  accents  broken  by  sobs,  as  he  raised 
the  weeping  girl  and  pressed  her  in  his  arms, 
"  I  cannot  be  the  author  of  your  ruin,  whatever 
may  betide  me.  Be  calm — be  calm.  It  is  a 
mighty  sacritice  I  make — more  vast  than  you 
can  dream  of;  and  I  wa»  resolute,  very  resolute, 
but  vou  have  touched  on^  chords  that  thrill  to 
my  very  soul.  Yes,  I  was  once  obdurate ! 
but  that  voice  has  often  haunted  me  sin6e  then 
— it  seemed  to  speak  in  yours  I  but  of  that  no 
more !  your  suit  is  won ;  you  henceforth  are 
secure,  and  I  the  only  victim.  Foi^t  what 
has  passed— love  me,  Justine — love  me  as  here- 
tofore ;  I  have  much  need  of  your  afiection ; 
you  little  know  how  much.'' 

^^  I  do  love  you,  uncle !  have  you  not  sup- 
plied the  place  of  a  father  to  me  ?''  exclaimed 
Justine,  kissing  his  hand,  again  and  again^ 
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and  may  blessings  reward  you  for  the  pity 
you  have  shown  to  me  this  night.'' 

<<  Weakness^  mere  weakness,**  muttered 
Graaf ;  '^  but  1  have  said  it.  Staffer  shall  no 
more  torment  you ;  but  remember  it  is  on  one 
condition — that  from  this  hour^  1  uever  hear 
again  of  Walther  Stanz.'^ 

So  sayingi  the  Treasurer  removed  the  arm 
his  niece  had  flung  aiound  his  neck^  and  with 
an  expresMon  of  great  perplexity  and  vexation 
on  his  countenance^  hurried  from  the  room. 

Justine  was  left  in  darkness  by  his  depar* 
ture,  but  in  the  wild  hurry  of  her  spirits  she 
knew  it  not,  and  for  long  she  stood  with  clasped 
hands  in  the  middle  of  the  little  chamber, 
revolving  in  her  mind  all  that  had  passed,  and 
weeping  at  intervals  with  mingled  feelings  of 
joy  and  sorrow,  till  the  happy  conviction  that 
she  was  at  length  freed  from  the  persecution 
of  Staffer,  mastered  every  other  feeling.  She 
drew  a  chair  to  the  window,  and  seating  herself 
in  the  moonbeams,  she  watched  for  long  with 
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visionary  tranquillity,  the  mists  floating  like 
giants  around  the  summits  of  the  Rigbi^  for 
Walther's  home  was  there. 

Little  did  she  know  of  the  complicated  pas- 
sions  that  in  the  meantime  distracted  her  uncle's 
troubled  breast^  as  with  unwilling  steps  he 
proceeded  to  announce  to  his  associate  his 
sudden  change  of  purpose. 

He  repented  of  it^  almost  as  soon  as  be  had 
left  the  presence  of  his  niece ;  and  the  angry 
upbraidings  of  the  disappointed  suitor^  made 
him  completely  ashamed  of  his  weakness.  But 
it  could  not  be  recalled,  neither  could  he 
explain  to  Staffer  the  shadowy  train  of  feelings, 
which  from  remorse  had  melted  into  pity^  and 
still  made  him  resolute  to  endure  all  the  evil 
consequences  which  might  result  from  his 
offending  the  impetuous  farmer,  rather  than 
involve  Justine,  the  only  creature  he  loved,  in 
the  misery  he  had  brought  upon  his  own 
head. 

Yet,  when  Staffer  departed  in  violent  wrath. 
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convinced  that  all  hopes  from  his  assisUnoe 
were  at  an  end,  his  heart  sunk  within  him, 
and  he  remembered  with  horror,  how  ra{ridlj' 
the  hour  appointed  by  Stjger  for  the  payment 
of  the  ten  thousand  florins,  was  lyproarhing, 
and  how  utterly  impossible  it  would  then  be, 
for  him  to  satisfy  bis  demands.  The  dangers 
that  threatened  him  were  shadowy  and  shape- 
less, yet  therefore  the  more  awful,  and  he  felt 
with  a  sort  of  superstitious  horror,  that  the 
weakness  which  had  that  night  ruined  him, 
had  sprung  like  the  other  difficulties  by  which 
he  was  beset,  from  his  former  crimes. 

But,  though,  for  a  brief  space,  his  resolution 
failed,  and  his  brain  seemed  absolutely  para- 
lized  by  fear,  yet  when  he  remembered  the 
blessings  Justine  had  heaped  upon  him,  a 
tender  contentment  stole  over  his  heart,  and 
his  agitation  and  his  terrors  were  gradually 
subdued,  by  the  rare  consciousness  of  having 
chosen  the  better  part. 

Cheered  by  this  gleam  of  heavenly  light,  his 
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active  mind  began  forthwith  to  devise  new 
expedients  for  his  safety.  He  knew  that  the 
Republican  Armies  of  the  French  Direetorj 
had  already  sought  to  impose  a  new  consti* 
tution  on  several  of  the  Swiss  Cantons,  and 
that  after  much  hard  fighting  they  had  taken 
possession  of  Berne^  and  subverted  all  its 
ancient  institutions.  He  knew  that  the  agents 
of  these  subtle  invaders,  who  made  liberty 
their  pretext  for  plunder^  had  found  tbeir  way 
to  Lucerne,  for  he  had  himself  held  interoourae 
with  them.  But  the  terms  they  had  ofiered 
him  for  his  assistance,  were  not  he  considered 
equivalent  to  the  losses  he  must  necessarily 
incur  from  any  political  disturbance,  and  he 
had  therefore  given  them  no  encouragement 
to  interfere  in  the  affairs  of  the  Democratic 
Cantons.  He  had,  on  the  contrary,  endea* 
voured  to  dissuade  them  from  any  attempt  of 
the  kind,  and  wai^ned  them  that  the  extreme 
attachment  of  the  inhabitants  to  their  ancient 
laws  and  customs,  would   in  all  probability. 


THK  TUIB8T   FOR   GOLD.  2)3 

exdte  them  to  the  most  desperate  and  ob- 
stinate resistance^  should  any  attempt  be  made 
to  encroach  on  either. 

In  consequence  of  such  advice,  he  believed 
the  French  Generals  had  delayed,  if  not  en- 
tirely laid  aside,  the  execution  of  their  designs 
against  the  freedom  of  the  mountain  districts, 
and  this  was  now  remembered  by  Michael 
Graaf  with  bitter  regret.  He  was  convinced, 
that  during  the  confusion  attendant  on  invasion, 
and  the  high  excitement  of  public  feeling,  he 
might  have  set  the  accusations  of  Father  Paul 
at  defiance ;  but  here,  too,  his  keen  and  selfish 
pursuit  of  expediency,  and  his  eagerness  to 
secure  his  immediate  advantages,  brought 
ultimate  ruin  on  his  head,  for  though  to  escape 
from  his  embarrassments,  he  would  willingly 
have  involved  all  Switzerland  in  civil  war,  he 
was  now  painfully  aware  that  it  was  already  too 
late  to  derive  any  assistance  in  his  present 
emergency,  from  such  intrigues.  His  letters  to 
Berne  could  hardly  be  answered,  ere  his  in- 
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fluence  over  his  fellow  citizens^  and  his  con- 
sequent credit  with  the  enemy^  would  be 
entirely  destroyed  by  the  disclosures  of  Father 
Paul.  If  Ids  reputation  could  be  maintained, 
it  was  evident  it  must  be  by  some  other  device. 
Only  one  expedient  in  this  hour  of  terror  and 
humiliation^  occurred  to  his  mind ;  and  though 
it  offered  a  certain  and  immediate  means  of 
obtaining  the  money  of  which  he  stood  so  much 
in  need;  without  betraying  to  any  man  the 
secret  of  his  necessity^  even  the  seared  con- 
science of  the  Treasurer^  at  first  shrunk  from 
employing  it. 

It  was  mean,  base^  and  dishonourable ;  but 
that  he  heeded  little,  had  he  not  known  that 
immediate  disgrace  and  ruin  would  attend  its 
discovery ;  but  as  the  following  day  wore  away, 
without  any  new  hope  presenting  itself,  his 
mind  became  gradually  more  accustomed  to 
the  idea,  from  which  he  had  at  first  recoiled, 
and  ere  twilight  had  deepened  into  night,  he 
had  made  a  specious  compromise  with  Satan 
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and  persuaded  himself,  after  a  long  struggle, 
that  he  hod  de^-iacd  a  line  of  action,  whereby 
the  crime  he  meditated  might,  whilst  it  pro- 
cured him  all  tJic  advantages  he  desired,  he 
greatly  divested  of  its  sinfulness. 

Interest  is  a  very  subtle  reasoner,  aud  once 
listened  to,  rarely  fails  to  win  the  victory  over 
principle  ;  but  in  Michael's  breast,  it  had  only 
to  stru^le  against  a  very  feeble  sense  of  right, 
taost  easily  to  be  perverted ;  and  it  was  perhaps 
the  novelty  of  the  deed  he  meditated,  as  much 
■a  its  dishonesty,  which  had  made  him  regard 
ii  with  a  sort  of  superstitious  awe. 

Long  after  the  stars  had  appeared  in  the  clear 
vault  of  heaven,  he  continued  to  pace  his 
chamber,  with  agitated  and  hurried  steps; 
but  he  made  do  preparalious  for  retiring  to 
rest.  He  bad  no  candle  ;  his  mind  found  suffi- 
cient occupation  in  its  own  thoughts,  and  in 
anxiously  watching  the  progress  of  the  lagging 
hoars. 

Again  and  again  he  looked  from  his  window 
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into  the  streets^  from  whence  gradually  everj 
light  disappeared  but  that  of  the  moon*  The 
air  was  halcyon — pot  a  breeze  was  astir ;  and 
many  inhabitants  of  the  city  continued  to  stroll 
about  to  a  late  hour^  enjoying  the  fresh  and 
beautiful  tranquillity  of  night. 

The  clocks  struck  the  midnight  hour^  and 
again  the  Treasurer  looked  forth — long  and 
anxiously — till  one  after  another  every  living 
creature  had  vanished^  and  the  quaint  old  citj 
lay  before  him  as  still  as  a  great  sepulchre^  be 
only^  like  a  spirit  of  evil^  keeping  watch  within 
its  walls. 

His  heart  beat  quick  and  full — a  cold  dew 
gathered  on  his  brow ;  he  felt  that  the  time  for 
action  was  come ;  for  a  minute  his  resolution 
failed  him^  and  passing  his  hand  before  his 
eyeS;  as  if  to  exclude  the  image  of  the  crime  he 
meditated,  he  sunk  back  on  a  chair.  But 
hardly  had  he  done  so  ere  the  remembrance 
of  Father  Paul  and  his  threats  at  once  restored 
his  energy,  and  starting  up,  he  strode  across 
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the  room,  opened  the  door  of  a  small  cabinet, 
and  groped  on  its  sbelf  with  trembling  Pagers, 
till  he  grasped  a  key.  The  cold  touch  of  the 
inm  seemed  to  freeze  the  very  pulaea  of  hia  ' 
heart,  yet  he  seized  it,  and  thrusting  it  into 
bis  bosom,  hurried  with  noiseless  steps  from 
the  chamber  and  the  house,  into  the  silent 
city. 

No  sooner  did  be  emerge  from  his  t>wn  thres- 
hold, andfiadhimselfin  the  broad  clear  light  of 
the  moon,  than  he  paused  and  looked  around  with 
anzioas  trepidation,  to  ascertain  that  his  move- 
ments were  unwatched.  Not  a  living  creature 
vns  to  be  seen ;  nor  did  the  slightest  noise 
disturb  the  serene  tranquillity  of  the  night. 
All  was  at  peace,  save  in  that  bad  man's  bosom, 
and  with  renewed  confidence  be  continued  his 
way. 

He  forgot  that  neither  silence,  nor  darlcness, 
can  veil   tlie  secrets   of   the  bosom  from  the   . 
Eternal  and  All-Seeing  Judge,  and  satisfied  to 
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elude  all  human  observation^  he  thought  not 
of  divine  justice. 

But  even  in  this  shallow  calculation  he  was 
mistaken;  an  eye  was  upon  him,  which  few 
things  ever  escaped^  and  a  man^  of  whom  no 
suspicion  had  ever  flashed  across  his  mind, 
held  watch  over  every  movement  of  the  guilty 
Treasurer. 
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CHAPTER   X. 


How  blett  the  SoKtaryl  lot* 
Who,  alUliDrgettiiig,  aU-Hngoty 

Within  thii  humhle  oell, 
Tbe  csrern  wild  with  ttngHng  roots, 
Siti  o*cr  his  newly  gathered  fruits. 
Beside  his  crystal  well  ! 
Or  haply  to  his  erening  thought. 

By  unfrequented  stream. 
The  ways  of  men  are  distant  hrooght— 

A  &int  collected  dream  t 

While  praising  and  raising, 

His  thoughts  to  HeaVn  on  high, 

As  wandering,  meandering. 
He  views  the  solemn  sky. 

BUANS. 


O^r  the  north  eattem  side  of  the  Righi  is  a 
deep  ravine^  or  rather  cleft  in  the  mountain^ 
descending  from  its  summit  to  the  valley  of 
Goldau ;  countless  waterfalls  glance  like  Mling 

L    3 


220  THE  THIRST    FOB     GOLD. 

diamonds  amidst  the  dark  woods  which 
clothe  its  sides^  and  the  wild  stream  of  the  Aa, 
nearly  hidden  within  its  bosom  by  projecting 
rocks^  and  tall  majestic  pine-trees^  goes  tumbling 
and  foamingi  in  one  perpetual  cataract,  down 
to  the  little  Lake  of  Lowertz. 

Tremendous  cliffs  rise  like  a  rampart  ab- 
ruptly to  the  right  of  the  stream ;  not  a  level 
spot  is  there  to  be  founds  for  the  erection  of 

■ 

even  a  shepherd's  chalet^  and  though  in  suni^ 
mer  the  peasant^s  drive  their  flocks  to  tl^e 
flowery  pastures  on  the  summit  of  the  rocks, 
it  is  by  circuitous  roads  round  the  more  ao 
cessible  parts  of  the  mountain. .  bnlj  one 
path  existed  in  those  days  amidst  that  solemn 
wilderness,  and  now  the  destroying  hand  of 
time,  which  perpetually  changes  the  aspect  of 
nature  in  such  wild  regions,  has  not  only 
obliterated  every  trace  of  human  footsteps,  Jbut 
has  mingled  even  the  rocks  they  once  tra- 
versed, with  the  dust  of  the  valley. 
Steep  and  difficult  was  this  rarely  trodden 
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wmj;  aomfltimf  it  aaoended  fixmi  fingment 
to  tngmfOkt  of  the  mined  mountain,  piled  Eke 
m  giant  ataircaae  hj  the  capridoos  hand  of 
natare,  at  others  it  woond  up  the  diy  and 
ragged  bed  of  a  tomoty  or  along  a  namw 
ledge  at  its  brink,  when  under  springes  wann 
am  tiie  melted  snows  rushed  headloogto  the 
wtJkj.  For  a  short  ^Mioe  it  skirted  the  upp&t 
edge  of  die  dark  pine  finfests,  and  then  abnqitly 
forsaking  diem,  led  along  a  narrow  projectioB 
of  die  rode,  up  the  Tery  bee  oi  the  precipice 
to  an  immeasurable  height  above  the  TaDey. 
Scaicdy  a  weed  or  Uade  of  grass  grew  on  this 
arid  path,  tin  near  the  summit  of  the  mountain 
it  reached  a  small  platform  where  a  few  stunted 
fern  and  dwarf  rhododendron  found  root  in  the 
acanlj  aoil,  and  blossomed  in  the  dew  of  a 
waterfdl,  that  &r  above  rushed  over  the  verge 
of  die  precipice,  and  long  before  it  readied  the 
dark  abyss  to  whidi  it  hurried,  was  scattered 
like  mist  upon  the  air. 
The  path  led  beneath  the  aidiwi^  of  the 
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falling  stream,  to  a  cavern  only  a  few  paces 
beyond]  and  there  all  further  progress  was  cut 
off,  by  perpendicular  and  inaccessible  rocks. 
The  shrill  ciy  of  the  eagle,  the  crashing  of  a 
pine  tree  far  beneath,  or  the  echo  of  the  dis- 
tant shepherd's  horn,  were  the  only  sounds, 
save  the  sighing  of  the  winds  and  the  gushing 
•f  the  waterfall  audible,  during  many  months 
of  the  year,  in  that  high  solitude,  but  when  the 
8D0WS  had  melted,  and  the  blossoms  and  the 
pastures  revived,  the  footsteps  and  the  voice 
of  man  were  daily  there,  for  the  Cavern  of  the 
Waterfall  was  the  dwelling  of  Father  Paul. 
No  man  knew  wlience  he  came,  and  conjecture 
failed  to  discover  his  reasons  for  soliciting  such 
an  abode,  till  as  years  passed  away,  and  the 
simple  inhabitants  of  the  mountains,  became 
accustomed  to  his  presence,  curiosity  was  lost 
in  awe  and  veneration  for  the  pious  and 
benevolent  Hermit. 

All  knew  that  his  fare  was  of  the  simplest 
and  coarsest  kind,  yet  bis  wisdom  all  aeknow- 
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edged,  and  many  who  had  derived  benefit 
from  his  charitj,  his  counsel  or  his  skill 
in  medicine^  mingled  his  name  with  their 
prayers  But  still  it  was  a  wild  district,  where 
superstition  was  ever  readjr  to  cast  her  meshes 
over  men's  minds,  and  there  were  some  of  the 
peasantry  who  asserted  that  his  life  was  less 
lonely  than  was  commonly  believed.  It  was 
whispered  that  lights  had  been  seen  afar  off, 
flitting  along  the  face  of  the  rock  near  his 
cave — that  voices  had  been  heard  there  at  mid- 
night by  one  adventurous  shepherd  who  sought 
to  explore  the  mystery — and  that  a  female 
form  had  passed  him  on  the  rocks^  and  was 
gathered  in  the  shroud  of  the  mists. 

Walther  Stanz  and  his  mother  could,  if 
they  had  chosen  it,  have  given  a  reasonable 
explanation  of  these  marvellous  tales,  but  by 
Father  Paul's  commands  they  held  their  peace, 
and  the  common  belief  that  the  old  man  dwelt 
on  the    mountain    to  hold   converse   with  its 
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sptrita,  from  thenceforth  prerented  further 
iotrusioii  on  his  privacjr. 

As  far  as  roost  men  knew,  he  was  left  to 
unbroken  solitude,  and  in  truth  it  fre- 
quently happened  that  for  days  together  he 
never  saw  a  human  being. 

On  the  third  day  after  his  interview  with 
Michael  Gniaf,  even  \\'alther  Stanz  bad  failed 
to  ^-isit  him,  and  lost  in  uninterrupted  tboagbt, 
he  sat  for  many  hours  on  a  large  fragment  of 
rock  in  front  of  his  cavern. 

The  scene  beneath  him  was  clothed  in  all 
the  bright  verdure  of  a  southern  spring,  but  he 
saw  it  not ;  his  mind  had  wandered  back  to 
the  days  of  his  youth,  and  the  withering  dis- 
appointment that  had  driven  him  to  foruke 
the  dwelhngs  of  man.  Cities  were  before  his 
eyes,  with  all  their  busy  throngs,  and  the  voice 
of  Clarice  seemed  to  mingle  with  the  gushing 
of  the  waterfall,  and  call  him  to  avenge  her 
wrongs. 
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Such  imaginatioDB  were  habitual  to  him, 
and  though  they  were  at  times  displaced  by 
profound  thoughts  and  rast  designs  for  the 
benefit  of  his  fellow  creatures,  and  he  was 
ercD  Uien  deeply  engaged  in  secret  schemes 
for  the  maintenance  of  his  country's  welfare, 
these  visions  were  bis  highest  pleasure  upon 
earth,  and  long  cherished  by  solitude,  it  greatly 
pained  him,  when  they  were  interrupted  for 
any  length  of  time  by  human  converse.  Year 
after  year  he  had  patiently  endured  his  deep 
aecluBion,  cheered  by  the  consciousness  that  he 
was  hourly  fulfilling  the  wishes  of  the  fair  and 
innocent  being,  whom  in  life  and  death  he  had 
chosen  as  the  eternal  object  of  his  love. 

Released  from  all  the  bonds  of  social  ex- 
istence} bis  unshackled  actions,  might  by  many 
tuve  been  deemed  to  bear  the  character  of 
insanity ;  yet,  though  the  result  of  one  concen- 
trated and  intense  passion,  they  were  ever 
under  the  guidance  of  his  clear  and  powerful 
L  5 


326 


TBB    THIRST    FOB    COLD. 


reason.  He  did  nothiag  hastily; 
without  a  full  conviction  that  it  tended  to  the 
accomplishment  of  the  object  he  had  in  view, 
Bud  even  his  interview  with  the  Treasurer  had 
been  resolved  on  for  years.  It  had  fully 
answered  his  expectations,  and  he  was  still 
calmly  calculating  its  consequences,  when  the 
sun  went  down  behind  the  crest  of  the  moun- 
tain, and  darkness  threw  her  shadowy  mantle 
over  the  pine-clothed  valley  at  his  feet. 

He  saw  the  moon  arise  in  all  her  glory  ahove 
the  craggy  peaks  of  the  Mythen,  and  the 
waters  of  the  cataract  like  liquid  silver  reflec- 
ted back  its  rays.  With  longing  and  fearful 
eyes  did  he  gaze  upon  the  falling  stream,  till 
to  his  sight  the  sparkling  drops  Rssumed  a 
form,  and  a  fair  shadowy  creature  came  gliding 
from  the  glittering  spray  towards  him. 

Nightly  had  the  Solitary  been  visited  by  this 
^parilioD  for  years,  and  undismayed  he  beheld 
its  approach.     He  knew  that    llie  gen 
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of  Clarice  voold  hive  banned  no  fiviogcreatiire 
when  she  dwdfc  apoo  earth,  and  he  did  BOt 
feir  it  now. 

^  Ckrioe  r*  said  the  Hennit  in  a  k>w  voioe 
of  tenderness  and  awe,  ^  have  I  done  jour 
pkasore?" 

The  spirit  smiled  sadly,  waved  her  thin 
tnnsparent  hand,  with  a  ugn  of  approbation, 
and  then  flitted  like  a  mist  away. 

"  Gone  !  gone !"  murmured  Father  Pkul, 
"  dos't  thou  come  bright  creature,  only  for  one 
minute  to  cheer  my  lonely  heart ;  but  the  time 
will  be  ere  long,  when  I  shall  go  to  thee,  and 
shadows  shall  no  more  part  us.'* 

No  language  can  describe  the  serene  tnm- 
quillity  that  came  over  that  troubled  man  when 
this  persuasion  took  possession  of  his  souL 
The  delusion  was  reality  to  him,  and  hiding 
his  &oe  in  his  hands  he  knelt  down  in  long 
and  earnest  praytf,  both  for  those  he  loved  and 
for  himself. 

It  was  near  midnight  when  he  flung  himself 
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on  his  bed  of  leaves^  and  sunk  at  onoe  into^i 
profound  repoae* 

How  long  he  slept  he  knew  not ;  the  habit 
of  watchfulness  had  rendered  his  ear  peculiarly 
acute>  and  the  sound  of  footsteps  on  the  path 
leading  to  his  cavern  first  startled  him  frdm 
this  blissful  lapse  of  dreams.  A  momentfa 
attention  convinced  him  that  it  was  not  an 
accustomed  visitor^  who  approached  his  cell^ 
and  springing  instantly  on  his  feet,  he  felt 
instinctively  for  the  dagger  he  at  all  times  kept 
concealed  in  his  bosom.  He  then  hurried 
anxiously  to  gain  the  open  moonlight,  but  ett 
he  could  cross  the  floor  of  his  cave,  the  figure 
of  a  man  darkened  its  entrance. 

It  was  short  and  stout,  but  closely  enveloped 
in  a  large  mantle. 

Father  Paul  did  not  recognise  it,  and  loudly 
demanding  who  came  there,  he  was  greatly 
surprised  to  receive  an  answer  in  the  voice  of 
the  Treasurer. 

^^  Michael  Graaf,''  he    exclaimed,    *^  what 
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brings  you  here  at  such  an  hour  ?  Is  not  even 
t-liis  secluded  nook  to  be  exempt  from  your 
intrusion  ?" 

"  1    have   come,"    returned    the    Treasurer 

liumbly  *'  to  pay  you  the  half  of  your  demand." 

**  What !"  exclaimed  the  Hermit  with  incrcaa- 

»Og  amazement,   "  four  days   before  the  time 

^4icbael  !  this  is  incredible." 

«*  But  not  less  true,"  replied  the  Burgher, 
**  and  in  this  sack,"  he  added  drawing  a  heavy 
tkag  from  beneath  his  cloak,  you  will  find  five 
thousand  florini.  Count  it  if  you  please,  for  I 
have  no  time  to  tarry,  and  I  must  have  your 
receipt  for  it,  before  I  depart," 

"  Truly  you  have  chosen  a  strange  time  and 
place  for  the  payment,"  said  Father  Paul,  "  and 
In  one  so  fond  of  gold,  as  men  say  you  ore,  I 
can  ill  account  for  this  uncalled  for  readiness  to 
put  with  it," 

"  You  threatened  to  come  and  seek  it,  at  my 
house,"  answered  Graaf, "  and  if  you  must 
bave  a  reason,  can  you  doubt  how  unwelcome 
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would  be  such  a  visitor.  To  be  candid  Father 
Paul^  I  like  not  that  any  man  should  know  of 
our  intercourse,  and  have  come  therefore^ 
under  the  shadow  of  night,  to  settle  this  matter 
without  danger  of  interruption.  Do  you  under- 
stand me  ?*' 

^^  Partly,"  said  the  Hermit  doubtfully^  for  he 
still  suspected  there  vvas  a  weightier  motive  fiir 
Michael's  conduct,  than  that  he  had  choaen  to 
confess  ;  ^^  but  I  can  scarcely  imagine  bow  you 
found  the  way  to  my  abode." 

^'  All  on  the  mountain  know  the  dwelling  of 
the  Hermit,"  he  returned,  ^^  and  Justine  my 
niece  once  led  me,  when  she  was  a  childj  more 
than  half  way  hither.  The  moon  shone  bright, 
and  I  provided  myself  moreover  with  a  dark 
lantern.  If  you  have  any  more  questions  to 
ask,  I  pray  you  be  quick,  for  I  must  have 
your  receipt  and  begone,  that  I  may  get  home 
before  sunrise.'* 

^*  You  must  tarry,  at  all  events,  till  I  have 
lit   my  candle,  as  it  seems  your  lantern  has 
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burnt  out,"  replied  the  Solitary,  "  though 
darkness  may  perchance  bent  suit  many  of 
your  deeds,  I  can  neither  write  nor  count  coin 
without  a  tight." 

So  sayiog  he  turned  his  back  on  MicbaeF, 
*Qd  retreated  into  his  cave,  where,  famihai'  by  ! 
long  habit  with  every  nook  and  cranny  of  its 
^*ild  architecture,  he  speedily  found  his  flint 
^nd  steel,  and  lighted  one  of  the  rush  candles, 
*iib  which  the  mother  of  Walthcr  Stanz  kept  ' 
Vun  constantly  supplied. 

With  anxious  trepidation  the  Treasurer  ] 
glanced  around  him,  when  its  feeble  ray  made' I 
liiible  the  scene.  The  low  arched  roof — the  I 
walls,  and  floor,  were  alike  of  the  living  roctr.'>l 
A  bed  of  leaves  was  dimly  vis.ible  in  one  corner,' 
n  large  antique  deal  box,  on  which  lay  several  | 
much  woru  books,  was  in  another;  near  it  J 
itood  a  crucifix  and  a  small  vessel  of  holy- 1 
water  was  suspended  against  the  wall;  a  rtidti  I 
table  occupied  the  middle  of  the  cave,  and  two  I 
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logs  of  pine  tree  with  the  bark  ttill  on,  aerved 
the  purpose^  of  seats.  All  was  dean  and  drj 
but  to  a  man  of  the  Treasurer's  self  indulgent 
habitSj  most  comfortless. 

Father  Paul  having  plaoed  his  candle  in  a 
cloven  stick  upon  the  tablci  commanded  him  to 
be  seated^  and  taking  his  place  opposite  to  him, 
watched  with  a  smile  the  contemptuous  ex* 
pression  of  his  wandering  and  inquisitive 
eye. 

<<  Yes,  Michael  Graaf,**  he  said, ''  it  is  doubt- 
less .  a  poor  place,  compared  to  the  luxurious 
dwelling  your  guilt  has  earned  for  you,  but  it  is 
the  abode  of  peace,  such  as  the  wicked  know 
not — such  as  they  will  never  know — ^here  or 
hereafter.'^ 

"  Search  thine  own  heart,  proud  man,'^  re- 
turned the  Treasurer,  ^*  there  are  thorns  enough 
there,  but  leave  others  to  live  ns  it  please» 
them,  and  settle  their  accounts  in  the  next 
world,  the  best  way  they  can.    I  came  to  have 
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tnc«rAlyitrimiimgwiththce,«MiaattotJcQf 
Hell,  or  Hcarau  A  ono  Imcm  Mt  vUdk 
mgr  be  his  own  lot,  mmIIum  no  righc  to  pnn 
nooiice  on  the  &te  of  hb  BcighbooB." 

^  Toa  hsve  dioeea  jonr covne,  I  wAkmam,'^ 
RjuiiMii  the  Hcfant  gntd j,  *  obo  fiv  be  it 
finm  me  to  ledc  to  tam  jwi  Old  of  thepotb  of 
deitnielioii.  If  jam  hoie  redDy  hiii%ht  mt 
goUy  produce  it,  aad  let  bm  count  it  vidMMit 
ddaj,  for  I  coret  not  jour  compony.*' 

^It  is  here,*  said  Gnof  bjing  his  hesvy  bog 

00  the  tabk,  ^but  sordj  we  need 
orer  the  whole,  fi>r  it  is  in  ▼ariooi 
woold  employ  us  till  nacning." 

^That  matters  nothing  to  me,"  ausncied 
Father  Fuily^noonewillintetrapt  usheR^and 

1  am  wiser  than  to  take  untold  gold  finun  your 
hands  Michael,  were  it  but  to  the  valoe  of  a 
ducat." 

**  I  am  ready  to  give  you  my  oath,  the  sum 
is  all  correct,"  returned  the  dtisen. 
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"  Caitiff  have  you  brought  me  lead,  that  you 
thus  prevaricate  !"  exclaimed  the  solitary  with 
a  glance  that  made  Michael  begin  without 
further  parley,  to  untie  the  string  that  fastened 
the  bag. 

But  whether  from  agitation,  or  an  unwilliog- 
ncBs  to  part  with  itscontents,  or  for  some  deeper 
cause,  his  hands  shook  bo  violently,  that  he 
appeared  incapable  of  performing  the  task. 
He  fumbled  for  several  minutes  at  the  tangled 
knot,  rather  tightening  than  relaxing  it,  till 
Father  Paul  lost  all  patience,  and  impetuously 
snatching  the  bag  from  his  hold,  pulled  a  knife 
from  bis  girdle,  and  in  an  instant  cut  the  cord. 

"  Vou   are   now  convinced  that  I  have  not 
failed  in  my  word,"   said  the  Treasurer  as 
money  rolled  out  in  heaps  upon  the  table, 
promised  you  gold,  and  1  have  brought  it." 

"  Ay  gold,  in  truth,"  muttered  the  Solitary 
glancing  with  an  inquisitive  and  mistruaiful 
look,  from  the  coin  bcfui'e  him,  to 


not 


TBM  TBIUT  rOB  GOLD.  935 

the  man  he  addresied ;  end  so  strange,  so  wild, 
10  ginKj  wis  its  troubled  expression,  that  he 
was  instantly  convinced  there  was  more  in 
what  was  passings  than  he  thoroughl J  compre- 
hended, and  remained  with  his  searching  ejes 
lifetted  on  the  ftce  of  Michael,  till  the  TVea- 
snrer,  no  longer  aUe  to  bear  the  scmtiny^rested 
Us  head  on  his  hand,  so  as  completely  to  con- 
ceal his  features. 

*  Whj  do  joa  stare  so  earnestly  at  me — ^are 
you  not  satisfied  ?^  he  said,  as  he  did  so. 

^This  is  strange  cmn,*'  returned  the  Hermit, 
^'  to  come  fiom  one  who  puts  every  Batz  he 
gains,  out  to  immediate  usury.  If  you  had 
hoarded  from  your  youth,  you  could  scarcely 
have  collected  such  a  motley  treasure.  There 
is  some  mystery  here,  that  must  be  solved,  be* 
fore  I  take  such  suspicious  property  into  my 
possession.  I  must  know  whence  all  this 
comes,  lest  I  am  unwittingly  involved  in  the 
dangerous  consequences  of  some  of  your  evil 
doings.  Whence  had  you  this  money  ?   By  the 
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saints,  Michaeli  your  pallid  ehede  n%1itiiiake 
any  man  suspect  you  had  pmloined  the 
gold/' 

^  There  is  no  contenting  you,"  add  Ghraaf, 
vainly  endeavouring  to  conceal  -  the  agitadon 
which  his  looks,  his  voice,  hia  restless  move- 
ments  all  betrayed ;  but  if  you  trill  have  it  ao^ 
piece  by  piece  I  will  give  you  the  genealogy  of 
every  coin  the  bag  contains.'' 

<'  Caitiff!"  exclaimed  Father  Paul,  suddenly 
starting  up  and  seising  him  by  the  oollary 
^*  rather  confess  that  thou  hast  stolen  it." 

**  My  confessions  are  for  my  priest,  and  not 
for  thee!**  cried  Oraaf  shaking  him  ofl^  and 
aroused  by  the  sense  of  his  danger  to  an  un- 
usual display  of  spirit,  he  continued,  ^'  there  is 
half  the  sum  I  promised,  in  discharge  of  the 
debt  you  claim,  whence  it  comes  is  no  concern 
of  yours." 

*'  We  are  alone  Michael,"  said  the  Hermit 
sternly,  '*  but  neither  in  the  city  or  the  moun- 
tain  will  I  tamely  submit  to  insult." 
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The  omnteiuuiGe  of  the  Treasurer  changed 
in  yn  jp^tflT^ti 

^  I  have  already  offered/'  he  submissiTelj 
replied^  ^  to  tell  jou  the  history  of  every  com, 
and  I  am  still  willing  to  do  so.  Surely  that 
mi^it  satisfy  any  maii^  who  is  not  too  mad  to 
listen  to  reason,^ 

<'  To  the  task  then !''  returned  Father  Paul 
sternly,  turning  to  the  table !  '^  here  are  Italian 
ducats  of  the  last  century^where  got  you  those?  '* 

^  From  an  Alpine  smuggler  who  gave  them 
in  exchange  for  Flemish  lace  he  purchased  for 
the  Cardinals." 

^  And  here  are  Louis  from  the  mint  of 
France.'* 

'^  They  were  a  soldier's  hoard,  who  lent  them 
to  me  on  large  interest.'' 

'^  Ha,  can  I  credit  chat !"  cried  the  Hermit  as 
he  continued  to  turn  over  the  precious,  pile. 
'^  Here  is  Bui^gundian  coin,  Roman,  Austrian, 
and  even  Spanish  !  but  a  truce  to  this  mum« 
mery.     I  will  spare  you  further  lies,  Michael, 
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so  count  llie  cash,  that  I  may  give  thee  thy 
receipt  and  be  quit  of  thee !  But  stay  t  write  on 
that  slip  of  paper,  that  you  have  only  paid  the 
half!  I  cflniiQt  he  too  cautious  ia  my  dk'aliiigs 
with  thee  !" 

With  silent  rapidity  ihe  Treasurer  performed 
his  task ;  the  money  was  correct  to  a  single 
stiver,  and  when  this  was  ascertoined.  Father 
Paul  wrote  him  the  required  receipt,  and  hand- 
ing it  to  him  without  uttering  a  syllable,  re* 
ceived  in  return  his  memorandum  of  having 
paid  6ve  thousand  florins  to  the  Hermit,  and 
being  still  indebted  to  him  an  equal  sum. 

Graaf  having  carefully  secured  the  receipt  in 
his  well  worn  pocket-book,  arose  to  depart. 

"  Four  days  hence  1  shall  expect  the  re- 
mainder of  the  sum, "  said  Father  Paul, 
sternly. 

"  On  the  fourth  night  it  shall  be  yours/' 
was  the  reply,  "  and  remember  I  pray  you,  that 
silence  is  one  condition  of  our  bargain." 

"  Silence   the  most   profound,    unless    ycu 
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fail  to  fulfil  your  contract,^  said  the  Hennit, 
with  m  peculiar  expression,  far  from  satisfactory 
to  the  Treasurer ;  ^  I  have  pledged  my  word, 
and   to   no   man  has   it  ever  been   broken. 

Bq;oner' 

Vainly  Michad  Oraaf  endeavoured  to  utter 
the  word  farewell — it  stuck  in  his  throat ;  but 
he  needed  no  second  order  to  depart,  and  with 
hurried  steps  he  quitted  the  cave,  and  com- 
menced his  descent  to  the  valley.  But  the 
moon  had  set,  and  darkness  redoubled  the 
dangers  of  the  way. 

Long  unaccustomed  to  tread  those  mountain 
paUis,  it  was  very  slowly  and  with  extreme 
difficulty  that  he  proceeded,  and  when  the 
light  of  morning  arose,  he  had  accomplished 
scarcely  more  than  half  the  way. 

He  had  left  a  horse  at  Kusnacht  intending 
to  return  by  land  to  Lucerne,  and  regain  his 
own  home,  before  bis  absence  was  discovered, 
but  that  part  of  his  scheme    was  now  frus- 
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trated^  and  weary  and  dispirited  it  was  nearly 
noon  when  he  rode  into  the  town^  oppressed 
by  many  presentiments  of  evil  he  vainly 
sruggled  to  subdue. 

Father  Paul  was  no  sooner  left  alone  in  his 
cavern^  than  after  taking  about  half  a  dosen 
gold  pieces  from  the  money  he  had  received 
from  Graaf^  he  carefully  concealed  the  re- 
mainder in  a  secret  hole  in  the  rock.  He  then 
extinguished  his  light,  and  sat  down  to  medi- 
tate on  the  past,  and  the  consequences  that 
were  likely  to  result  from  it.  Strange  to  say, 
the  young  forms  of  Walther  Stanz,  and  Justine 
Reding,  were  the  first  that  arose  to  his  view. 
^^  Poor  blossoms,"  he  thought,  ''  they  are 
floating  on  the  brink  of  a  whirlpool,  though 
they  know  it  not ;  but  their  destiny  is  in  my 
hands,  and  whatever  may  betide  to  others, 
they  at  least  shall  be  blest." 

He  then  arose,  and  conscious  that  sleep  was 
absolutely  necessary  to  prepare  him  for  the 
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Jaboun  he-  had  dfltcnniofid  to  Mffinm  on  the 
iBonov^  ho  4gsin  by  domi  on  Ui  humbk  badf 
and  ibove  to  iimget  aH  the  intricate  mh  of  the 
intrin^  in  lAidihia  lofo  fee  the  unlbftnnate 
Chrioe  had  Mitanded  him* 


VOL.  I. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


The  vapour  from  Ibe  btaiv 
0(  ibe  old  mouutain  crests,  bcKini  lu  |Mir( 
Like  care  from  off  the  forehead,  and  llie  hearf — 

And  all  ig  doudlcs  now  t 

The  landicapc't  free  cxpinw, 
Aud  all  the  hannoniu  tiial  ^read  utmnd. 
Cumbine  ihe  jajs  of  bearing,  tight  uidwund. 

Are  gathered  at  a  glance  ; 

And  ponerfiillr  thej  tell, 
With  deeper  elw|ueiice  Ihan  oolea  divme. 
Of  msnj  thingi  that  round  our  hearl-Mringa  twine. 

And  in  our  budo  dwell. 

AkoKiisoN'g  LANDKArE  Lrxirs. 

Whbn  the  Hermit  awoke  on  the  morniDg 
follovring  the  visit  of  Michael  Graaf,  the  auii 
was  shtnUiF;  bright!}-  into  his  cavern,  and  there 
io  the  clear  wurm  beams  sat  Wulther  Sttuiz, 
Wfttcbing  at  th(r  Cooi  of  his  pullet.  His  hat 
WHO  ciwt  aside,  Kiid  hU  long  bnir  fell  in  rich 
curli  upoD  bit  shoulders,  OkS  he  bent  forward 
ftupiwrting  his  head  on  his  hand,  and  Father 
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PauI  felt  as  he  gazed  upon  the  young  man's 
(Kautiful  countenance,  as  if  one  of  the  visions 
of  his  sleep  had  been  prolonged.  Yet  he  was 
S'icved  to  see  the  deep  and  hopeless  dejection 
"bitten  there. 

Tou  have  come  Walther  to  tell  me  bad 
^^^0^  of  your  suit  to  Justine,  have  you  not?'' 
'^  said,  making  the  youth  start  and  colour  by 
^  unexpected  address. 

'*Have  you    dreamt  of   my  errand,   Holy 
'^ther,"  he    returned,  "  that  you  know  it  so 

^'  I  know  only  what  your  own  countenance 
^as  told  me,"  said  the  Solitary,  '<  but  I  shall 
^  glad  to  hear  more,  and  learn  if  my  aid  can 
t^fit  you.'* 

^  I  fear  it  is  beyond  even  your  power  to 
avert  my  misfortunes,"  answered  the  youth 
^ly. 

''  What,  is  Justine  already  married  to 
Staffer,"  exclaimed  Father  PauL 

"  No,  heaven  forbid  I'* 

M  3 
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"What  then  ?•' 

"  Her  uncle  detains  her  at  Lucerne.  She  is 
exposed  to  hourly  persecutions,  and  even 
threats  of  force  are  used  to  bend  her  to  thor 
purpose/* 

"  How  know  you  this  ?'demanded  the  Hermit. 

"  My  mother^  when  I  could  not  leave  the 
Hospital  yesterday^  went  to  visit  her  brother, 
Hans  the  tailor^  who  is  a  gossip  of  Dame 
Babette  the  Treasurer's  housekeeper." 

"And  does  the  girl  give  way?'  eageriy 
inquired  the  Solitary. 

^  On  the  contrary  I  she  has  openly  declared 
our  love^  and  rejected  Staffer  with  scorn." 

^^  Then  by  the  Saints^  if  she  has  proved 
herself  thus  worthy  of  you/'  cried  the  old 
man,  "  neither  the  power  of  Michael  Ghraaf,  mur 
Staffer,  no  !  nor  of  twenty  such  as  they,  shall 
rob  you  of  your  bride !" 

"  Ah,  Father  Paul,  you  have  given  me  vain 
hopes  before  now!"  returned  Walther  sadly. 
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'^  Whil  merits  hsfc  I  to  put  m  eooipciitioQ 
with  vcaUiy  and  iMKioonbk  nitois  ^ 

«  Tour  hmt  is  tout  dum  f  nrhimrri  tkc 
Hcninty  mpstKBtlT  inccmiptiiig  luiiiy''  snd  it 
is  one  mi^it  sore  m  hmnbkr  man  tfasm  jpoo, 
Wakher,  to  hear  dova  sO  oppoaitno.  It  is  s 
bcBvcnlr  nide— a  waitAtw  eooQacnir— obrr  its 
diffsfsst  "7  MQ,  aBd  ks^  sU  dse  to  me  *  Can 
;iHi  go  to  Loeemc  to  day?*" 

*<  Then  is  not  a  dumee  of  mj  gettiiie  avar 
from  the  Hoqatal  till  near  midnightv'  vas  the 
Tooth's  Rply^  '^  and  I  am  veil  nigh  i&stncted, 
when  I  think  lAaft  mar  happen  to  Josdne  ere 
then!  I  ncMr  knew  the  Talne  of  libertT  till 


^  If  matters  stand  thna^''  retonicd  Father 
Bnily  ^  I  will  mysdf  go  down  to  Laoeme,  and 
lee  the  girl  if  it  be  poasible ;  she  most  not  be 
left  to  think  that  yoa  ne^ect  her.  At  what 
hoar,  may  I  tdl  her  yon  will  come  to  caeet 
her,  if  she  can  get  abroad  ?" 
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^  It  will  be  impossible  for  me  to  leave  the 
mountain  till  long  after  sunset,^  replied 
Walther;  but  oh.  Father  Paul^  if  jou  Trill 
indeed  go  in  search  of  Justine,  and  tell  her  to 
meet  me  for  five  minutes,  under  the  old  church 
walls,  my  gratitude  will  know  no  bounds.^ 

''All  you  ask  shall  be  done,''  said  the 
Hermit,  ^  but  calm  yourself-^iulfil  the  tasks  of 
the  day  with  diligence,  and  fail  not  to  be  true 
to  your  appointment.'' 

''  If  I  could  lay  down  my  life  for  you. 
Father  Paul,^'  said  the  young  mountaineer, 
\nth  solemn  earnestness, ''  it  would  be  little  in 
comparison  to  all  the  benefits  you  have  con* 
ferred  on  a  poor  shepherd's  son,  who  had  no 
claim  to  your  kindness  but  his  helpless 
poverty.** 

Your  affection  and  gratitude  have  more  than 
requited  me,  for  the  little  I  have  done  for  joOf 
my  son,''  returned  the  holy  man,  whilst  tears 
filled  his  eyes ;  ''  and  poverty  and  wealth  make 
no  distinction  in  my  eyes,  between  man  and  man. 
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The  humble  are  more  precious  than  the  proud, 
m  the  sight  of  the  Lord,  and  from  the  smallest 
««ij  a  rich  harvest  may  arise  of  joy,  or  sorrow. 
'VII  iliiags  here   are  undergoing  a  perpetual 
change,  and  though  the    ivays  of  providence 
appear  marvellous  Co  \in,  from  whom   the  links 
"f  its  secret  chains  are  hidden,  they  are  ever 
"orbing  out  the  punishment  of  the   nicked, 
"id  the  ultimate  triumph  of  the  meek  and  pure 
■^f  heart.     You  may  yet  live  to  see  in  one  in- 
stance, this  just  retrihutioD,  aud  iu  the  mean- 
''(ne  remember  my  words  and  let  them  sustain 
'^ch  your   virtue   and  your  courage,   should 
**ial3  thickea  around  you." 

"  My  powers  of  endurance  have  already  been 
i«rgely  tried,"  said  Walther. 

"  Ay,  by  petty  ills — that  I  grant  you !  likfi 
*.be  stings  of  the  musquito,  when  frequent  they 
Hre  perhaps  more  irritating  than  acute  misfbr- 
'^uae,  but  the  great  struggles  that  fashion  a 
inaa**  mind  for  eternity  are  yet  to  come  !  they 
are  not  far  distant  nevertheless !  and  from   vir- 
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tue  and  religion  only  will  you  derive  strength 
to  triumph  over  the  stormy  vicissitudes  of  life, 
and  the  yet  fiercer  nssaulta  of  the  tempestuous 
passions  of  your  own  soul  !  Remember  my  son, 
that  evil  comss  not  always  from  without !  its 
germ  is  in  ourselves.  It  is  man — man  only, 
who  sows  the  seed  of  sorrow,  in  this  beautiful 
world,  and  though  the  guilty  may  gather  the 
golden  grain  for  awhile  in  the  sunshine,  they 
will  reap  full  surely  ere  their  day  is  done,  the 
bitter  harvest  of  their  own  misdeeds." 

"  I  cannot  prove  my  strength  till  it  is  tried," 
returned  the  youth,  "  and  my  heart  pants  to 
par^cipate  in  the  active  struggles  of  life." 

"  Ay,  Walther  ;  you  are  like  the  re*t  of 
mankind,  who  ever  blind  to  the  import  of  the 
present,  see  only  the  future,  and  the  past,"  said 
the  Solitary.  "  When  the  torrent  down  which 
you  ore  hiurying,  has  borne  you  to  the  tranquil 
waters  of  age,  you  will  look  back  with  amaz^ 
ment,  to  the  whirlpools  and  the  rapids 
poasing  now." 
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'^  The  agitatioiis  of  my  own  breast  I  tm  fully 
conadoiis  f£^  wfSA  the  mountaineer  in  a 
troubled  yoicey  *^  but  what  I  cnnre  is  action ; 
the  power  to  carve  my  way  to  honour^  if  not 
finrtune — ^to  wipe  the  stain  of  slsTery  from  my 
hrow^  and  prove  myself  deserving  Justine's 
love.** 

^  We  do  not  Kve  in  tranquil  times^  and  even 
this  wild  wish^  may  ere  long  be  granted  you, 
my  son^"  replied  Father  Paul ;  ^  the  army  of 
the  French  Directory,  forty  thousand  strong  is 
in  possession  of  Berne ;  they  have  emancipated 
the  subject  districts  of  every  Canton,  and  in 
spite  of  promises  and  negotiations,  there  is 
little  doubt  they  will  speedily  attempt  to  force 
their  new  made  constitution,  on  the  Democra* 
tic  Cantons.  Many  districts  are  already  in 
arms,  and  the  contest  cannot  long  be  delayed/' 

*'  And  I,  poor  slave,  whilst  others  are  draw- 
ing their  swords  in  defence  of  their  country,'^ 
said  Wakher,  *^  hare  been  drudging  over  the 
petty  disbursements  and  receipts  of  the  Ho&- 
M  5 


250 


THE   THIRST    FOR    GOLD. 


.^ 


phal !  Have  you  receotly  beard  this  news  Fa- 
ther P&ul,  or  wilfully  kept  me  in  ignorance?" 

"  I  have  long  foreseen  that  war  was  ap- 
proaching to  our  own  hearths,"  returned  the 
Hermit ;  "  I  have  long  known  the  Schwitzers, 
and  men  of  Lucerne,  will  have  to  give  battle  on 
their  own  hills,  to  their  hypocritical  and  inso- 
lent invaders :  but  I  wished  not  to  distract  you 
from  better  thoughts  and  held  my  peace, 
though  when  the  moment  for  action  arrives,  1 
would  be  the  first  to  put  a  rifle  into  your 
hands,  and  bid  you  shed  the  last  drop  of  your 
blood  in  defending  the  banner  of  your  Canton.'' 

"  Would  that  the  day  were  come  !"  exclaim- 
ed Walther  pacing  the  cavern  with  hurried 
strides. 

"  Would  it  were  past !"  said  the  Hermit 
■olemaly.  "  In  the  meantime  you  must  pur- 
sue your  occupation  at  the  Hospital  with  dili- 
gence, for  many  of  the  letters  you  daily  write, 
in  obedience  to  your  holy  employers,  though 
you  understand  not  their  mysterious  language. 
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areof  deep  iBpoit.  Alojs  Redingthe  new  Lands- 
fampOMm^  whom  joa  have  seen  in  my  com- 
puy*  is  well  practised  in  war  and  awake  to  the 
signs  of  the  times.  He  and  others  have  fore- 
sem  that  mone j^  ammunition,  com  and  cattle 
will  be  needed,  and  in  secret,  and  in  silence, 
are  maldng  preparations  against  the  coming 
storm.  The  Monks  at  the  Hospital  are  un- 
suspected agents  of  the  patriots,  and  many  of 
the  pilgrims  you  have  hitely  seen  there,  were 
the  bearers  of  important  intelligence.  We  have 
reason  to  believe  that  Michael  Graaf  is  well 
acquainted  with  the  intended  movements  of  the 
French  r 

'^  Ha !  will  he  side  with  the  Patriots  ^  de- 
manded  Walther  eagerly. 

''  That  remains  to  be  proved.  I  have  never 
yet  known  him  other  than  a  scoandre),  and  a 
coward,  and  there  is  little  doubt  that  his  con- 
duct will  be  decided  by  expediency.  But  he 
cannot  move  a  finger  without  my  knowledge.'* 

'*  Every  word  you  utter,   more  and  more 
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amazes  me,"  said  Walther,  who  had  watched 
the  flashing  eyea  of  the  Hermit,  with  astouish- 
ment  during  this  speech. 

"  I  doubt  it  Qot,"  returned  Father  FauL 
"  You  have  hitherto  only  knovn  me  a»  the 
visionary  anchorite,  but  my  passions  were  once 
fiercer  than  youra — my  youth  was  spent  in 
arms,  and  though  my  spirit  has  been  long 
humbled  by  misfortune  and  penance,  yet  still 
unchanged  as  the  echoes  of  my  native  moun- 
tains, it  responds  to  the  unforgottcn  cry  ofTeU^ 
and  liberty." 

"  Ah,  Father  Paul,  talk  to  me  no  i 
patience. "cried  the  impetuous  youth — "  you  too 
have  felt  as  I  do — have  wished  that  days — that 
months — that  years,  were  shortened,  till  you 
won  the  object  that  your  pnnting  soul  desired." 

"  Yet  my  son,  whilst  on  earth,  nor  I,  nor 
aay  other  man  hath  yet  attained  It.  The 
craving  desires  of  the  spirit,  no  success  can 
appease ;  these  are  but  to  guide  it  to  Heaven, 
where  only  its  longings  for  perfection  can  be 
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fulfilled.  It  is  our  nature  to  toil  for  wages  we 
de^me  when  woo ;  but  whether  we  value,  or 
aocxm  the  objects  of  our  desires  when  possessed, 
it  is  our  du^  to  take  heed  that  they  are  such 
ss  will  onnoUe,  and  not  corrupt  our  minds  by 
their  pursuit.* 

^  VfUl  it  be  long  till  our  shepherd's  horns 
faieath  the  mnsic  of  war  r^  demanded  Walther, 
who  engaged  by  wild  and  hurried  thoughts 
heard  little  of  the  wise  counsel  of  the  Hermit* 

^  News  is  hourly  expected  from  Beine/' 
returned  Father  Psul,  ^  Aloys  Reding  receives 
speedy  intelligence  of  all  that  passes  there,  and 
I  have  a  trusty  adherent  in  Lucerne,  whose 
observation  nothing  escapes.  But  now  take 
that  pen  Walther,  and  ,write  a  few  lines  to 
Justine,  which  I  will  engage  she  shall  receive 
before  sunset/' 

The  young  man  made  no  reply,  but  after 
rapidly  obeying  this  command,    handed   his 
brief  note  to  Father  Paul  with  silent  respect. 
And  now  my  son,''  added  the  Hermit,  ^^  I 
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must  speak  to  you  of  another  matter.  It  is  a 
time  when  all  brave  men  should  be  provided 
with  arms.  I  fear  your  father's  rifle  may  be 
too  old  for  use,  but  take  these  six  Loois,  and 
purchase  one  the  first  time  you  visit  Luceme 
by  daylight/^  and  he  gave  his  delighted  com- 
panion  the  money  he  took  from  Michael's  bag. 
'^  I  hear  the  bell  at  the  Hospital  ringing  finr 
matins,  so  now  begone/'  he  added,  ^  I  shall 
not  return  here  to>day.  But  be  sure  yoa  ftil 
not  to  keep  your  promise  to  meet  Justine  under 
the  old  church  wall.  Hope  all  things  and 
farewell.*' 

^^  With  such  a  friend  I  were  a  coward  to 
despair/'  said  Walther  turning  to  depart^  and 
after  profoundly  and  reverently  saluting  the 
Hermit,  he  left  the  cavern. 

Down  the  path  he  bounded  with  a  step  Uke 
a  mountain  roe,  hia  heart  beating  wildly  with 
hope  and  undefined  anticipations  of  fiature 
activity  and  joy ;  nothing  seemed  too  great  for 
him  to  undertake — nothing  too  vast  for  him  to 
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^^^oompUsh ;   he  beUered  be  had  only  to  act  to 

^  sucoeaaful — to  will^  was  to   perform  the 

noblest   deeds^  and    he   abeady    exulted   in 

Mmnpha  be  mt  no  donbt  of  attaining.    The 

"^i^oni  of  Fhither  P^ul,  like  that  of  all  other 

^^^^tructorSf  had  failed  to  teach  him  how  in- 

^d^iuite  are  the  talents  bestowed  upon  man, 

to  realise  the  boundless  aspirations  and  perfect 

'Visions  of  his  soul. 

The  solitary  did  not  long  tarry  in  his  cave 

^fter  the  departure  of  his  young  visitor.     No 

sooner  had  he  offered  up  his  customary  prayers, 

^d  taken  his  simple  morning  meal,  than  he 

^ured  the  rough  door  of  this  lonely  dwelling, 

and  directed  his  steps  towards  the  valley. 

Before  he  had  descended  more  than  half 
^^y  thither,  he  suddenly  turned  aside  into  a 
^'^«r  path  amongst  the  pine  woods,  and  once 
'^^^  began  to  ascend. 

^e  left  the  woods  beneath  him,  he  gained 

"^    'Upper  pastures,  where  though  the  snow 

'^  lay  in  patches,  the  fresh  herbs  were  spring- 
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ing  fr&grantly,  far  and  wide,  in  the  bright 
sunbeams.  Not  a  sound  was  to  be  heard,  save 
the  lark  warbliag  high  above  his  head. 

"  He  is  free,  and  glad,  and  sinless,"  thought 
the  anchorite,"  would  that  my  soul  could  thaa 
mount  beyond  the  shadows  of  earth,  and  gaze 
on  nought  but  Heaven!  but  man  is  linked  to 
man  by  pas&ions  and  afieciions,  and  whilst  on 
earth,  one  can  have  no  exemption  from  the 
laws  that  rule  the  universal  destiny  of  his  race. 
We  must  love,  and  we  must  hate,  we  must  toil, 
and  we  must  grieve,  however  deeply  in  our 
beans,  we  feel  that  all  is  vanity.  Those  surely 
arc  most  blest,  who  from  the  cradle  to  the 
grave,  sleep  od  in  peaceful  dullness,  seeing 
nought  beyond  the  narrow  circle  of  material 
wants.  Hope  deceives  them  not — disappoint- 
ment embitters  them  not ;  deception  maddens 
them  not !  But  no — I  covet  not  such  apathy  ; 
I  would  nut  give  one  moment  of  the  fleeting 
rapture  that  rewards  the  ardent   and  sensitive 


soul,  for  all  the  countless  ills,  that  cling  unto 
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its  naliiie,  for  oenturiet  of  ndi  a  bue  tran- 

Oocapied  bjr  thete  tlioiightSy  Futber  Pmal  im- 

pereeplibly  apprasdied  a  abftU  ia  the  moun- 

tna*  where  under  the  shadow  of  a  sin^  pine 

tree,  which  sppeaved  as  if  home  by  the  qnrit 

of  the  winds  to  thai  high  regioDj  stood  a  wooden 

chslet.     The  door  of  the  hovel  was  cqien,  and 

in  the  broad  sunshine  beforo   it,    Lena    the 

molher  of  Walther  Stanx  was  busily  engaged 
washing  her  milk  pails  and  singing  meanwhile 

St  the  top  ofherTcioe  till  nearly  a  dozen  echoes 

answered  to  the  notes. 

LENA'S  SONG. 

THE  8WBBT  WEST  WIND. 


OhfoDov  BM  not!  no  SdoI  can  trace 
Hie  fweet  Wol  Wind  to  ill  dweUiDg  place, 
Hidier  aad  tUther  I  fit  Owmigfa  the  Ik  J, 
Hitber  and  diitber  like  gniwrr  fl j ; 
Scarce  brudung  tbe  ipider*t  w^  away, 
firam  ihft  tbomy  bnaaUe't  wating^irBy ; 


Weeds  and  ijniss, 

Sii^li  as  I  |i;lv<  ; 
Yit  onward  1  flutttT  with  gay  deligl 
WandVing  UDieen  by  day  and  night 
And  never,  oh  never,  will  mortal  fin 
The  cradle,  or  grave  of  the  iweet  \^ 


Her  Becond  ftOQ  Fritz  sat  on  the 
her^  carving  a  wooden  toj,  but 
smile  was  bright  which  played  ove 
some  features,  as  Father  Paul  dre 
uttered  not  a  word,  and  it  was  evi 
vacant  eye,  that  he  heard  not  a  syll 
following  discourse  between  the  £ 
his  mother.  He  was  deaf  and  dum 
the  most  precious  treasure  that  tl 
Shepherdess  possessed.  She  love 
with  devot*»rl  oflf — *-- 
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pursued,  as  then,  her  daily  toil,   was  all  the 
society  she  ever  craved. 

"  A  Queen  in  her  palace  might  eavy  you 
I-^Da,"  said  the  old  man,  emiliag  beoignantly 
wben  she  hushed  her  voice,  at  his  approach. 
"  You  are  a  happy  woman." 

"  Have  I  not  cause,"  she  said,  "  the  snows 
have  melted  a  month  earher  than  usual;  the 
'Unshine  is  bright  and  warm  to  welcome  the 
yoking  Jambs  ;  Walthcr,  noble  fellow,  haa  won 
'he  heart  of  the  best  maiden  in  the  Canton 
"id  Fritz  has  finiahed  a  whole  pile  of  toys  for 
the  nimmcr  fair,  and  he  and  I,  thank  heaven, 
a^  u  ^sh  and  as  strong  as  the  breeze  that 
's  blowing  around  us.  Look  at  him  father, 
dosi  he  not  grow  a  fine  and  comely  youth  ?" 
"'"landed  the  mother,  fondly,  stroking  down 
"le  flaxen  locks  of  her  son. 

'  \es,  in  truth  does  he,"  said  the  anchorite, 
"h   compassionate  sympathy,  "  he   reminds 
'"P  daily  more  and  more  of  his  father." 
**  Poor  child !  Yet  he  was  not  born  for  two 
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him  limb  from  fimb^  befim  he  would  ddiver 
m  mi  J  thing  eilhcr  hit  uck  B[*"*t^  or  1  had 

ffyni  Hn  I  Mftl  vo  fam  cmnc* 

^Thofeis  no  need  to  pot  hb  fimreCion  to 
the  test  to^,  Lena,**  mid  tfe  Soiitmy,  ^  I 
wmit  to  tee  Hani^  md  mn  going  to  the  town 
mjedf.  Mflklen  me  dnwing  to  e  crim  over 
the  whok  conntiy.^ 

^  Yes^'*  replied  the  wonmn,  ^  they  mj  in 
Lnoeme  that  thoo^  muiy  Cmtooe  have  snb- 
mitted  to  thete  detestable  French,  othen  are 
anningrapidfy  against  them,  and  thatSdiwjtz, 
and  Uri,  and  GkrisyarenuurshaDing  their  forces. 
They  talk  of  giring  na  Ubertj  and  equality  for- 
sooth— but  we  want  no  such  bloody  gift  from 
them.  We  hare  long  knred  the  laws  that  rule 
US  in  hapiHoem  and  peace ;  bat  the  fields  where 
oar  frthers  foo^t  and  conquered  are  around 
us,  and  the  brave  hearts  of  our  shepherds  are 
even  a  surer  guard,  than  the  strong  baniers  of 
our  mountains  and  our  lakes.^ 

^  Treadieiy  is  an  overmatch  (oar  them  all," 
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said  the  Hermit  solemnly,  "  and  it  befits  those 
to  whom  the  people  look  up  for  guidance  in 
these  times  of  danger,  to  guard  tf  possible 
against  it." 

"  You  ever  think  more  of  others  than  your- 
self. Father  Paul,"  rejoined  the  peasant,  "  but 
this  time  let  me  be  your  messenger,  for  I  well 
fanow  you  dislike  to  descend  amongst  the 
dvelting  places  of  men." 

"  Ay,  Lena,"  returned  the  old  man,  "  for 
twenly  years  I  held  converse  with  few  save 
yourself  and  Walther,bul  that  boy  clings  every 
day  closer  and  closer  to  my  heart.  There  are 
those  who  seek  to  blast  his  peace,  as  mine  was 
blasted ;  and  it  is  time  1  should  cast  aside  my 
selfish  sloth,  and  rescue  him  ere  the  shaits  of 
his  enemy  inflict  a  wound  that  mortal  car«  can 
never  heal  again." 

"  What  can  any  man  do  to  injure  my  gallant 
boy,  whilst  we  dwell  here  in  peace  ?"  inquired 
the  Shepherdess,  gazing  with  incredulous  won- 
der on  the  Hennit. 
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^  Moch,  Lena  I  much  you  dream  not  of/' 
he  returned;  ^  but  I  have  sworn  to  be  his 
protector,  and  heaven  will  prosper  the  oath. 
I  would  rather  rush  beneath  a  £Eilling  avalanche 
than  live  to  see  the  blossoms  of  his  youth  de- 
stroyed. But  I  can  rescue  him,  and  I  will — 
tor  though  vice  is  strong,  Liena — love  is  far 
stronger.^' 

^  The  saints  avert  all  evil  from  his  head,  for 
he  is  a  dutiful  child  V  said  the  woman  crossing 
herself,  for  though  accustomed  to  the  wild  and 
bitter  language  of  the  Solitary,  she  ever  listened 
with  awe  to  his  mysterious  prophecies. 

For  a  time  there  was  a  deep  silence,  and  then 
Father  Paul  hastily  inquired  if  Lena  had 
brought  back  the  garments  he  left  with  Hans. 
*^  I  wish  to  avoid  observation,"  he  said,  "  and 
cannot  go  to  the  town  in  this  monkish  frock." 

"  You  will  find  them  in  the  old  box  under 
the  cheese  shelf,"  she  returned  pointing  to  the 
chalet,  and  without  further  parley  the  SoUtary 
entered  the  hovel  in  quest  of  them.     When  he 
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reappeared  it  was  in  the  dress  of  a 
with  a  wallet  on  his  back,  and  a  staff  ia  his 
hand,  and  those  to  whom  his  features  were  not 
familiar,  would  never  have  recognized  in  the 
stalwart  shepherd  the  Hermit  of  the  Waterfall. 

He  spoke  little,  but  taking  a  haaty  farewell 
of  Lena  and  her  son,  he  departed  with  rapid 
steps  by  the  path  leading  to  Wcggis,  and  was 
□0  more  seen  that  day  upon  the  mountain. 

He  was  no  sooner  out  of  sight  than  the  in- 
dustrious peasant  resumed  her  labours,  but  not 
her  song:  for  the  words  of  the  Solitary  had 
sunk  deep  into  her  heart.  She  knew  much 
concerning  him  that  others  dreamt  not  of,  and 
her  knowledge  instead  of  diminishing,  had  ten 
times  multiplied  her  nwe  and  veneration  for 
this  remarkable  man.  His  commands  were  to 
her  a  law,  his  predictions  a  prophecy,  and  the 
danger  impending  over  Walther,  to  which  his 
mysterious  expreasiona  alluded,  filled  her  with 
alarm  during  the  many  hours  that  intervened 
till  sunset. 
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PoOT  Fritz,  who  read  her  trouble  on  her  sad- 
dled couotenance,  tried  all  the  simple  arts 
aSKlion  could  dictate,  to  enliven  her ;  but  she 
only  (hook  her  head,  and  sighed — and  tears 
GU  her  eyes  when  she  looked  on  the  helpless 
youth,  and  thought  how  desolate  and  forlorn  he 
"odd  be,  if  she  and  Walther  were  taken  away 
Mil  lie  were  left  to  the  charily  of  strangers. 

But  he  poor  fellow  knew  nothing  of  death, 
luidhadno  experience  of  want,  nor  of  unkiad- 
Dcntomake  him  dread  the  future.  He  grieved 
■bffihesaw  the  blossoms  decay,  but  he  had 
Menthem  ever  revive  with  the  returning  spring ; 
•w^pt  when  Walther  first  left  him  to  pass  the 
**■?  »ith  the  good  priests  of  the  valley  but 
I'Shtaflcrnight  he  had  beheld  him  return,  till 
'"' departure  caused  no  terror.  But  that  eve- 
^when  he  caught  the  first  glimpse  of  him  on 
"le  mountain  path,  he  darted  off  with  more 
'■lUi  usual  joy  to  meet  him,  for  he  trusted 
*ough  his  feeble  efforts  had  failed  to  cheer 
taeiraaKious  mother,  that  his   brother  as  he 
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ever  did,  would  briag  peace  and  gladness  tn 
their  lonely  dwelling. 

Though  words  were  denied  him,  early  habit 
had  established  a  language  between  thesf^ 
young  men,  equally  comprehensible  to  both, 
and  before  they  reached  the  spot  where  Lena 
sat  with  her  distaff,  'WaUher  had  been  made 
fully  acquainted  with  the  whole  occurrenoea  of 
the  day,  and  anxiously  did  the  poor  dumb 
youth  watch  the  lips  of  his  brother,  as  be  re- 
lated to  the  Shepherdess,  the  engagement  he 
had  made  with  Father  Paul,  to  meet  Justine 
that  night  at  Lucerne. 

"  It  is  welt  my  son,"  said  Lena  with  deep 
sniemnily,"  and  though  I  lay  at  the  point  of 
death,  1  would  aay,  go  !  obey  the  command  of 
that  holy  man,  to  the  utmost  of  your  power," 

"And  1,  for  once,  would  disobey  you 
mother,"  rtfnnicd  the  youth.  "  Never  I  trust, 
■hall  I  for  any  sclfUh  interest,  deticrt  you  in 
the  hour  of  danger," 

"I  nwd  no  proof  ofyourlove,"  rejoinedthe 
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"Iwpherdess,  *'  you  have  ever  been  a  dutiful 
^1;  but  hearken  to  me  now,  and  let  my  words 
if  a  law  to  you.  Obey  Father  Paul  as  you 
^ould  the  commands  of  a  Saint.  Leave  me — 
f<ifg«t  me — but  never  presume  to  question  hie 
J^ure,  for  heaven  has  placed  your  destiny  in 
''''  hands,  and  evils  we  dream  not  of,  might 
isu  on  all  our  beads,  were  you  to  provoke  his 
'^.    His  wrath  would  be  awful  to   i 


"  Fear  not  mother  for  me,''  said  her  son, 
"  ooihing  arouses  his  passions  but  injustice,  or 
"^Die,  and  you  of  all  people  should  least  fear 
'^%  for  no  one  has  shared  his  confidence,  as 
joti  liave  done." 

"  Perhaps  not,"  she  returned,  "  and  it  is  that 
"^e*  me  aware  of  the  necessity  for  your 
"'^ying  him  in  all  thirigB.  He  does  nothing 
•ithont  a  purpose." 
**  1  believe  it  t"  rejoined  VVallher  fervently, 
*nd  truly  1  could  not  disobey  him,  if  I  would  ; 
^  '^xxovi  not  of  what  men  the  world  is  composed. 
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but  1  kuow  that  neither  priest,  nor  shepherd  on 
this  mountain,  can  compare  to  Father  Paul !  he 
is  like  a  king  amongst  them  all,  aad  if  these 
French  come  to  destroy  the  ancient  bonds  of 
our  confederacj,  and  impose  their  nev  ly  invent- 
ed laws  upon  us,  there  ts  no  man  so  well  fitted 
as  Father  Paul,  to  take  the  lead  amongst  our 
mountaineers,  to  direct  the  ferment  of  troubled 
spirits,  and  the  desperate  resistance  that  must 
and  will  ensue." 

"  You  are  right  my  son,"  said  Lena,  vhiUt 
tears  filled  her  eyes  as  she  gazed  viih  admira- 
tion on  the  noble  countenance  of  the  entbusiah- 
lic  jouth  ;  "  even  in  his  dark  cavern  he  directs 
many  raluds,  and  though  the  French  may  gain 
possession  of  Lucerne,  let  them  muke  but  one 
step  amidst  our  mountains  and  they  uill  dis- 
cover to  their  cost,  that  our  wise  men  are  not 
unprepared  for  them,  nor  have  our  people  for- 
gotten tbc  triumphs  of  Scmpacb  and  Mor^ar- 
Icn.  Hut  the  Holy  Mother  avert  uU  bloodshcil," 
she  added,  suddenly  changing  bcr  tone,  mad 
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devoatly  crossiDg  herself^  '^  let  not  the  tempest 
affiriglit  us,  whilst  the  cloud  is  yet  distant. 
Go  into  the  hut  my  son  ;  your  evening  meal  is 
ready,  and  when  you  hare  eaten,  depart  with- 
out delay,  for  the  twilight  will  scarcely  serve 
to  take  you  half  way  to  Lucerne,  and  if  you  are 
to  return  to  the  mountain  after  midnight,  you 
had  better  snatch  what  sleep  you  can  before  it, 
at  your  uncle's," 

^^  Is  it  likely  I  shall  find  him  at  home?'  in- 
quired the  youth. 

**  I  have  no  doubt  of  it ;  so  make  all  speed 
and  begone,''  was  his  mother's  laconic  reply, 
and  in  less  than  ten  minutes,  Walther  having 
taken  an  affectionate  farewell  of  her  and  Fritz, 
went  bounding  down  the  mountain,  with  the 
joyful  anticipation  of  speedily  meeting  his  be- 
loved Justine.  Lena  stood  on  the  brink  of  the 
rocks,  watching  his  descending  figure  till  the 
glare  of  the  setting  sun  rendered  all  objects  in* 
visible  to  her,  and  then  turning  away  she  sat 
down  on  the  turf,  and  hid  her  face  a&d  wept. 
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A  change,  ahc  scarcely  knew  wherefore,  bad  in 
a  few  hours  come  over  her  spirit.  Poor  Fritx 
crept  close  to  her  side,  and  strove  to  appease  a 
sorrow  such  as  he  had  never  before  seen  ;  btit 
this  only  redoubled  her  distress,  by  reminding 
her  of  his  utter  helplessness,  for  she  felt  a  be- 
wildering dreud  that  Walther  had  left  thctn 
for  ever — that  he  from  whom  he  could  alone 
claim  protection  when  she  was  laid  low,  would 
return  no  more  to  gladden  her  lowly  dwelling, 
and  cheer  her  heart  by  his  love  ! 

But  religion,  the  frequent  occupation  of  her 
long  and  sohtary  hours,  at  length  returned  to 
lift  her  soul  above  the  shadows  of  care,  and  as 
the  moon  rose  round  and  full  above  the  hills, 
she  took  her  speechless  companion  by  the 
hand,  and  led  him  to  the  little  wooden  image 
of  the  Virgin,  enshrined  near  the  door  of  her 
dwelling.  There  they  both  knelt,  and  there 
amidst  her  fervent  prayers,  the  remembrance 
of  all  presiding  mercy,  and  the  many  blessings 
vouchsafed  to  her,   stole  like   a  reviving  dew 
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over  ber  heart.  She  felt  that  the  faithful  are 
never  fonaken  by  the  Lord,  and  that  divine 
justice  bad  prepared  for  her  child  beyond  the 
grave,  the  perfection  denied  to  him  on  earth. 

Tet  still  many  anxious  thoughts  for  Waither 
kept  sleep  fiur  from  her  pallet,  and  it  was  near 
dawn,  before  she  sunk  into  a  troubled  and 
brief  slumber. 


^^^^^^^^H 

^^^^^v 

J 

^^^^^^^^^ 

^ 

^^^^^ 

^ 

I  „  ....,.„,..... 

■  - 

"  Lord   mend  ml  ihe   narld   19  nothing  but 

contiDiwI 

nir&re  of  oppoiile  machiDBtiona  and  deceit :  for  mj 

own  put 

1  cui  du  no  more." 

~    i 

Hans  Brunk,  the  brother  of  Lena, 

having 

been  rickety  and  feeble  in  his  youth 

lad  no 

taste  either  for  mountains  or  mists,  anc 

as  hia 

parents  could  not  afford  to  keep  him  in 

dleness 

he  wisely  took  to  the  needle  instead 

of  the 

crook,  and  sought  preferment  in  the  honour-              ' 

ubtc  profession  of  a  tailor.     Sitting  half  his  life 

crosacd-Iegged   upon   a    board   by   no 

~^ 
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tended  to  the  development  of  his  stature^  but 
whilst  his  limbs  remained  stunted,  his  head 
swelled  prodigiously,  and  his  wit  grew  in  pro- 
portion. 

Speedily  emancipating  himself  from  the 
trammels  of  a  master,  he  contrived  neverthe- 
less to  secure  for  himself  all  that  master's  best 
customers,  and  though  he  kept  a  room  for  him- 
self in  Lucerne,  he  spent  the  greater  part  of  the 
year,  either  in  hill  or  valley,  travelling  from 
cottage  to  cottage  over  the  four  Cantons,  with 
his  thimble  and  shears,  and  needles,  to  furnish 
the  young  men  with  wedding  garments,  or  to 
repair  for  the  old,  the  dilapidated  wardrobes 
which  like  themselves  were  well  stricken  in 
years. 

Hans,  who  was  a  very  cunning  fellow,  was 
universally  welcome.  To  great  skill  in  con- 
verting a  ragged  garment  into  a  seemly  habili- 
menty  he  united  the  rare  accomplishment  of 
playing  the  fiddle  —  and  whilst  the  young 
people  danced  to  his  music,  he  kept  the  old 
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ones  ia  good  humour,  by  his  jokes  and  hU 
flattery.  He  was  moreover  a  very  chronicle 
of  novrs,  and  took  sincere  interest  in  every 
thing  that  did  not  interfere  with  his  own  ad- 
vantage. 

But  whilst  every  body  liked  him,  he  liked 
himself  hi'tler  than  all  the  rest  of  the  world 
|mt  together.  Uis  sister  Lena  and  h^r  children 
stood  next  in  his  estimation.  But  he  never 
gave  them  any  thing  hut  his  aBcclion,  thou;:h 
it  wan  well  known  that  he  had  saved  money. 
He  was  too  stingy  even  when  a  young  man  to 
lliink  of  encumbering  himself  with  a  wife,  and 
he  lind  lived  so  long  nt  otlicr  people's  expense, 
that  he  thouglit  that  nobody  had  any  clHim 
upon  liim. 

Yet  stilt  he  had  a  great  affection  for  bis 
nephews,  Walther  especially,  and  the  only 
serious  disagreement  he  ever  had  with  faia 
sister,  was  when  she  refused  to  allow  the  buy 
to  be  bound  to  his  honourable  tnule. 

He  waa  far  too  handsome,  he  said,  to  waste 


1 
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his  days  amoiigtt  gquU  and  sheqi,  but  Leoa 
was  obatinatey  and  Father  Pkul,  of  whom  the 
tailor  had  beard  atraoge  things,  threv  out  some 
mysterious  promise  of  aiding  Waltber's  ad* 
vancement  in  life,  which  finally  put  the  qoe^ 
tion  at  rest. 

But  the  Hermity  deeply  read  in  human 
nature,  at  that  time  saw  sufficient  of  the  little 
tailor  to  convince  him  he  was  a  man  cf  whom, 
in  case  of  necessity,  he  might  make  a  useful 
tool,  and  he  had  since  had  frequent  occasion 
to  know  the  value  of  his  discernment. 

Hans,  whilst  exceedingly  keen-sighted,  was 
not  less  self-conceited.  Michael  Graaf,  to 
whom  be  was  well  known,  had  unwittingly 
wounded  his  vanity  more  than  ODce,  and  though 
in  trifling  matters,  the  provocation  had  been 
sufficient  to  excite  the  lasting  hatred  of  the 
taOor. 

Moreover  his  penetration  did  not  fail  to 
discover,  under  the  specious  exterior  of  the 
wily  Treasurer,  the  real  vices  of  bis  character. 


Though  little  Hans  was  selfish,  he  was  not  a 
bad  man ;  he  vould  have  scorned  to  take  an 
unfair  advantage,  or  do  an  unprovoked  injury 
to  an;  one,  and  his  dislike  of  the  cUDoiag 
Michael  was  therefore  confirmed  past  all  change, 
by  his  thorough  conviction  of  his  utter  want  of 
principle  and  integrity.  For  years,  wherever 
he  could  aecretly  thwart  him,  he  had  invariably 
done  BO ;  he  felt  convinced  he  said,  that  he 
should  one  day  catch  him  tripping,  and  with 
this  conviction  he  kept  the  strictest  watch  upon 
his  movements, 

The  Treasurer  would  have  been  not  a  little 
astonished  and  dismayed,  had  he  known  how, 
between  his  keen  faculties  of  observation,  and 
his  powers  of  combining  his  discoveries,  the 
little  tailor  was  aware  of  his  most  secret  tran»- 
actions.  Hans  was  greatly  in  Babettc's  coq- 
fidcnce,  and  so  much  did  he  contrive  to  glean 
from  the  unwary  housekeeper,  that  his  frequent 
absence  from  Lucerne  made  no  gap  for  him 
Michael's  history.     But  a  great   change  had 


mil  I 
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reoentlj  taken  {daoe  in  the  little  man's  mode  of 
life ;  lie  remained  more  at  home ;  but  though 
he  said  he  was  tired  of  a  wandering  life^  and 
had  sufficient  employment  in  the  town^  at  in- 
tervals  he  suddenly  disappeared^  and  whilst 
he  pretended  it  was  in  pursuit  of  his  trade^  his 
nei^bours  thought  otherwise.  Some  said 
Mi^??^^  Graaf  had  engaged  him  in  certain 
smuggling  transactions — others  shrugged  their 
shoulders,  silently  implying  something  ten  times 
worse^  and  all  agreed  that  the  demeanour  of 
the  tailor  became  every  day  fifty  times  more 
consequential,  and  that  very  suspicious  figures 
were  to  be  seen  gliding  in  and  out  of  his  door, 
at  all  hours  of  the  night. 

In  fact,  the  Treasurer  never  suspecting  that 
Hans  bore  him  any  ill-will,  had  selected  him 
as  a  very  fitting  agent  in  his  negotiations  with 
the  French  Generals,  shortly  after  they  had 
declared  their  hostility  to  the  ancient  and 
established  order  of  things  in  Switzerland. 

From  Lena,  Father  Paul  soon    learnt  the 


SmaaoMtEat  jioorMT  to  tlie 

IE  3E  Jirans^  bdL'xi  sir  dkbeb  of  the 
£  lacrrit   Jvs=atz  Mtni.  ssmill  bribe 


lOTniTTP'r  for  mn  xitf  sins  czar:  infonBation 
A  11  fMg.j  mpnczxksii:  m  ATirihafv  Qnafj  and 

-i^r  :^t£  lacrs-i  :i:r-itf  z;  Ijl  rr  Easi&.  w  not 
ji  lixif  lios:  ^nr; n.^iiei.  r^  ii»  iien^  taken  into 
ijfr  -  id!r>-j:!£.  rn^  'V'li^  rLL^£^  =2ka«ascd  bv  his 
'zsrrnss   ^zzppz^aed   izn  rizarii*   «    being    the 


Ti  ruTfar  Pl^  li-frss-Cf.  x  Serrtiit  patriot 

eoesiT  c«  lie  Trf-sscj-r.  i<   iovmllr  re- 

•  •  •       • 

f0rjtur.i  lie  parucuTS  oc  rr^rr  intn^ne  he  was 
esip-k-jec  in.  and  vni's:  :^  Trtas^iier  beliered 
him  Li§  ovc  Uithiol  azenL.  he  was  in  reality 
the  deroted  paitlzan  of  the  man  he  most 
dreaded  and  detested. 

Hans  did  not  fail  to  discover  that  Graaf 
had  sent  to  Berne  to  v^ithdraw  his  monev  from 
his  banker's  hands ;  that  this  step  had  been 
taken    too    late^  and    that    he    had  leceiTed 
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nothing  iMit  tlie  intdligenoe  of  their 
coupled  with  certain  reports,  that  convinced 
him  that  if  soccest  continued  to  attend  the 
{HOgress  of  the  invaders,  his  oflioe  of  Trea- 
surer of  Lucerne  was  not  likely  to  be  of  long 
continuance. 

Hans  was  likewise  frequently  the  bearer  of 
important  intelligence  to  Father  Paul,  and 
when  the  Hennit  deacended  from  the  cottage 
of  Lena  to  the  city,  his  steps  were  immediately 
directed  to  the  ancient  mansion,  in  which  was 
the  tailor's  solitary  chamber. 

A  rickety  wooden  staircase  led  to  the  first 
story  of  the  building  from  a  damp  uninhabited 
cellar  beneath,  where  a  m  inter's  store  of  wood, 
hndLcn  boxes,  and  rubbish  of  every  description, 
tffiirded  roosting  places  for  an  innumerable 
tribe  o(  chickens. 

Hans,  who  was  never  idle,  was  perched  upon 
a  table  under  the  window,  when  the  Hermit 
entered  the  room,  putting  the  last  finish  to  a 
brown  suit  for  his  patron  Michael  Graaf,  and 
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keeping  a  keen  watch  between  erery  stitch, 
over  the  movements  not  only  of  Ms  neighbours, 
but  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  whole  city,  who 
at  intervals  crossed  the  market-place,  which 
his  position  overlooked. 

He  received  Father  Paul  with  as  much 
respect  aa  he  could  feel  for  any  htunan  being 
except  himself,  and   that  was  not  very  great. 

The  fact  was,  his  mind  and  his  principles, 
were  beyond  his  comprehension,  and  whilst 
others  venerated  the  sacred  character  of  the 
Hermit,  he  saw  in  him  no  more  than  an 
eccentric,  shrewd  old  man,  who  pad  him  well 
for  the  tasks  he  employed  him  in. 

He  retjuested  his  visitor  to  be  seated,  but 
he  did  not  descend  from  his  own  elevated 
position,  nor  interrupt  his  labour ;  but  Father 
Paul,  accustomed  to  hia  manner,  paid  no  attetw 
tion  to  it,  and  calmly  inquired,  what  news  h« 
had  beard  in  Berne  when  he  was  last  there. 

**  The  whole  town  is  in  an  unproar,"  he  re- 
turned, "  the  tailors  are  all  out  of  work,  and 
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ihIms  matters  are  speedily  settled,  either  one 
""7  or  another,  every  member  of  the  council 
•iU  be  in  rags  before  midsummer," 

"  But  what  are  the  plans  of  the  French  ? 
Do  the  people  submit  quietly  to  their  do- 
ninioQ  ?" 

"  Sometimes  they  do,  sometimes  not ;  there 

"iis  a  skirmish  the  day  I  got  there,  and  I  saw 

"le  President    of   the    Council's    Secretary's 

l*?puij's  coat,  which  had  been  in  the  fray.     It 

""d  tlirec  rents  torn  in  the  flaps  of  it  with  a 

'"''let,  and  truly  it  was  a  grievous   pity,  for  it 

**s  of  Saxony  broad  cloth,  worth  thirty  franks 

'"  ell,  and  not  a  tailor  could  be  hired  to  mend 

ftr  loTc   or  money.    They   were   too  busy 

"Joying  their  equality,  as  the  French  call  it — 

''^g  may  it  last  them  !" 

**  Was  there    blood    spilt?"    enquired   the 
^rmit,  anxiously. 

**  Not  enough  to  moisten  the  point  of  a 
"^edle,"  was  the  reply.  *'  These  Bernese  are  a 
P*ltry  set,  compared  to  us  mountaineers ;  they 
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might  have  cut  the  French  to  pieces  long  ago 
if  two  of  them  had  been  of  the  same  opinion ; 
but  every  man  there  thinks  only  of  his  own 
interest/* 

^*  But  surely  the  ravages  of  the  invaders  in 
Fribourg  and  Soleure,  and  the  increasing  exor- 
bitance of  their  demands^  might  have  terrified 
them  into  unanimous  resistance.^' 

^'  Few  take  warning  from  their  neighbour*! 
folly/'  said  Hans  sharply ;  '^  some  were  afinaid 
of  their  lives —some  of  their  property — some 
would  rather  see  any  enemy  within  their  walls, 
than  an  aristocracy ;  debtors,  and  sinners,  and 
public  defaulters,  thought  all  their  little  pecca* 
dilloes  would  be  cancelled  by  a  revolution,  "and 
many  said  the  constitution  was  like  an  old 
patched  garment,  that  could  only  be  repaired 
by  a  new  one.'* 

^^  And  does  Frisching,  the  leader  of  the 
patriots,  as  the  partizans  of  France  presume  to 
call  themselves,  still  continue  in  favour  with 
the  invaders  ?" 
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^  Yes,  jes,  he  knows  how  to  play  his  cards 
as  well  as  bis  friend  Michael  Graaf.  They 
ve  in  close  correspondence,  and  moreover/' 
added  Hans,  with  a  peculiar  wink  of  the  eye, 
"he  is  the  town  Treasurer  likewise  V 

**  What  of  that  ?^  inquired  the  Hermit. 

^  Ah,  Father  Paul,  don't  ask  me ;  you  know 
the  world  as  well  as  any  man,  and  it  is  plain 
vhea  the  French  get  the  keys  of  the  public 
stiODgbox,  they  will  be  ignorant  of  all  defici- 
QKaes.  Men  donH  sell  their  country  for  no- 
thing, depend  upon  it !" 

"  Of  Frisching's  honesty,  I  know  nothing,*' 
replied  the  Hermit,  *^  but  haVe  you  ever  heard 
Michael  Graaf  suspected  of  peculation  ?" 

**  I  don't  pin  my  faith  on  my  neighbour's 
sleeve,"  replied  Hans  with  a  significant  nod ; 
^'a  pigeon  could  sooner  peck  at  pease  and 
swallow  them  not,  than  a  miser  look  at  gold 
^thout  fingering." 

^  And  is  that  all  your  ground  for  suspicion," 
inquired  Paul. 
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"  When  a  dog  goes  often  to  the  well,  I  judge 
it  is  not  without  drinking ;  vhen  a  magpie  flies 
to  and  fro  across  tiiy  ])ath,  I  never  doubt  that 
there  is  carrion  near,  and  depend  on  it,  an  old 
bird  lilic  Michael  would  not  leave  his  roost  st 
midnight,  if  he  bad  no  plunder  in  %'iew." 

"  11b,  how  know  you  he  haa  been  abroad  at 
•uchanhour?"  exclaimed  Pbul. 

"La  Sir!  do  you  think  there  is  anything 
passes  iu  the  city,  that  1  do  not  know  ?"  re- 
turned the  coiicrited  artiGcer  of  shreds  and 
potchca ;  '■  and  to  prove  it,  I  will  tell  you,  that 
either  II  err  Grmaf  is  afflicted  with  the  mtiladj 
of  sleep  walking,  or  is  engaged  in  some  mys- 
terious  business,  with  which  I  am  not  intrusted, 
for  three  different  nights,  have  I  seen  him  leave 
his  own  dneUing  at  midnight,  and  steal  along 
the  Square  under  the  broad  shadow  of  the 
houses." 

**  And  he  wenialwaysinlhesamedirecti 
inquired  the  Hermit. 

'  Quite  the  contrary,"  returned  Hans ;  " 
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Sat  m^bt  he  went  towirda  the  cit;  gates ;  tbe 
leamd  he  croMed  the  open  sqaare  to  a  IoTit 
hiriHing  in  finmt  of  us.  Tou  know  vhicb  I 
mean.  Father  Paol,*'  he  added,  with  a  dz* 
nificant  grin,  ^  and  yon  know  where  that  lov 
strong  door  in  the  turret  conducts !  weD — be 
tamed  ndark  lantern  before  he  inik»cked  it.  and 
looiced  cantionslj  aroond ;  bat  not  an  eje  wa« 
on  him  bat  mine.  He  entered — dosed  zht 
door  behind  him,  and  retnmed  in  leas  than  tec 
minutes.  He  wore  his  cloak,  and  I  fuded  hit 
size  was  more  bulkr  ti-an  usual,  but  neitber 
joo,  nor  I,  could  hare  kept  pace  vi:h  the  ^pttd^ 
with  which  be  regained  his  own  dxelling/** 

**  And  the  third  time  r"  enqiiire'i  Li*  at^ei.- 
tire  listeoer. 

^  He  went  to  the  tower  ai  \jtlk>Tt,  L-.t  wi.-..-: 
he  left  it.  instead  of  returning  hozLt,  ut  ^-^i 
up  the  street  to  the  eas:,  ar.d  I  g^-ieii  Le  *?:'*. 
the  ciiT,  for  he  did  not  rttum  li-i  d*&j  r. ..-. 
to-dav/* 

"  Hans,''  said  Father  Paul  ^Svtu.vuj.  "-  y:- 


have  given  me  strange  tidings,  and  this  man 
must  be  no  longer  permitted  to  go  on  in  his 
iniquitous  course.  Were  his  business  honest 
in  yonder  building,  it  would  not  need  the  veil 
of  night  to  conceal  it.'* 

"  That  is  certQin/'  replied  the  tailor^  *'  and 
moreover,  I  have  reason  to  believe  that  in  the 
course  of  yesterday,  he  sent  letters  to  the 
French  at  Berne,  by  other  hands  than  mine." 

"  Doubtless  they  were  overtures  of  treason,'' 
tetumed  the  Hermit,  "  but  with  all  his  cun- 
ning, he  has  gone  a  step  too  far.  Xoiice 
should  be  given  to  the  city  authorities  of  bis 
proceedings." 

"  Don't  expect  them  to  help  you,"  said 
Hans  ;  "  a  poor  man  would  be  arrested  on  tar 
less  grounds  of  suspicion,  but  Michael  is  one 
of  their  own  flock.  A  friar  cannot  preach 
against  thieving,  when  he  has  a  goose  in  fcia 
sleeve  ;  he  knows  that  well  enough." 

"  But  were  he  once  arrested,"  cried  Paul, 
have  such  proof  against  him,  that  though 
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his  wbok  wealth  were  lavished  in  large  bribes^ 
he  could  not  buy  acquittal.  I  have  not  the 
nudlest  doubt  that  he  has  robbed  the  public 
treasuiy^  and  though  at  another  time  I  might 
have  had  the  weakness  to  conceal  my  sus- 
picions, I  should  be  guilty  of  a  crime  scarcely 
kss  than  his  own,  were  I  to  spare  him  now. 
No  time  must  be  lost,  for  doubtless  the  traitor 
u  urging  the  advance  of  the  French  into  this 
ill'&ted  city,  that  his  crimes  may  be  obliterated 
hy  the  blood  of  his  countrymen.  Like  a  foul 
^wd  how  rankly  sin  doth  grow  within  the 
l^tttft  to  poison  the  whole  being  with  corrup- 
^wn,  when  in  our  youth  the  germ  is  not 
plucked  out.  He  will  return;  perchance  this 
^'cry  night,  and  if  he  does,  he  must  be  arrested 
^  the  act,  whilst  the  vile  hire  of  his  iniquity 
^  clinging  to  him,  as  a  black  evidence  of  his 
guilt." 

**  It  would  be  a  wise,  and  a  good,  and  a  pro- 
fitable deed,  no  doubt,"  said  the  tailor,  "  but 
^tois  to  do  it,  is  beyond  my  comprehension.'^ 


*  WbM  yw,  rMkcr  Vtelt  ym  «te  ten 
Ed  oa  bcMl  1^  mfcr,  MK  of  the  BMiiatr  irf 

■  P* cried ka Hinihcd conpHuoci ;  'wlij 
he  waaU  ifip  thrao^  jvor  fin^OT  like  tbc 
btadfafiranr;,  bdMCTon  mBomnr  ■  I^lcr 
HoaUT,  md  »  to  ne,  iL  b  waaj  a  kmg  yor, 
KBcel  htm^tAaBj  wta^tm  bat  a  dcccQc  and 


**  Yec  together  I  doubt  oot  we  could  detain 
Inm,  till  oar  cries  brought  some  of  the  loi 
BDcn  to  our  aid." 

"  I   don't  know   that !"   said   Hans, 
an   no  houacs   near   his  line  of  march,  ma 
monorer  in  all  caMs  of  disturbance,  the  d^ 


.  nd    ■ 
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watch  makes  it  a  rule  to  be  as  deaf  as  a  door 
mi'* 

"But  surely  in  this  very  house^  there  are 
loen  who  would  be  ready  to  assist  in  the  arrest 
rfa  criminal  ?'*  returned  Styger. 

**  There  is  not  one  of  them^  save  myself^  has 
4c  courage  of  a  hen-sparrow !" 

"  There  is  pld  Carl  Wende},  who  was  once  a 
soldier." 

''Aye,  and  he  is  as  deaf  as  a  stone,"  rejoined 
Hans. 

''There  is  Whilhelm  Adler.^' 

"  Who  will  roll  to  bed  an  hour  after  sunset 

*s  drank  as  an  owl.     No — no — Father  Paul, 

^^  is  a  desperate  business,  for  I  tell  you,  there 

« 

18  not  a  man  in  Lucerne,  save  myself,  who,  if 

^e  came  at  your  call,  would  not  take  to  his 

*^l8,  the  moment  he  heard  your  prisoner  was 

*^ichael   Graaf.     He   smiles  very   softly,   but 

^e  the  bears  of  Berne,  every  body  knows  he 

^  best  at  a  distance." 

VOL.  I.  o 
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<^  But  I  am  Batisfied  with  your  help^  and 
you  have  set  him  at  defiance/'  aaid  P^ul* 

^^  I  am  the  most  humble  of  his  aervantB,^ 
cried  his  host  with  a  grin ;  '^  yet  I  confisaa^  I 
would  willingly  teach  him,  that  a  tailor  is  not 
quite  so  contemptible  an  animal  as  he  pre- 
sumes to  think,  but  can  sting  as  well  as  csmwl 
about  at  his  bidding/' 

'^  Then  you  will  consent  to  assist  me  in 
arresting  the  scoundrel  7* 

"  With  all  my  heart  would  I  do  it/'  retomed 
Hans,  interrupting  his  work  for  a  moment ; 
'^  but  to  speak  truth,  I  have  no  experience  in 
wrestling.  The  only  time  I  ever  tried  a  turn 
is  nearly  forty  years  ago,  I  then  got  such  a 
confounded  dressing,  that  at  the  very  name  of 
fighting,  I  feel  a  twinge  in  my  back  to  this 
day.  To  serve  a  friend — and  one  who  has 
always  been  liberal  as  you  have,  Father  Paul,  I 
would  do  much,  but  surely  my  nephew, 
Walther  Stanz,  would  be  of  more  use  to  you  in 
this  business  than  I  can/' 


THB  THimST  FOB  GOLD.       291 

^  Walther  SUnx— not  for  the  world  ^  cried 
the  Hermh,  abruptlj,  in  a  voice  that  made 
\aak  look  up  in  Us  &ce  with  sorpriie  and 
conoeity^ 

The  excessive  agitation  of  the  old  man  com* 
{detely  amazed  him ;  but  even  his  penetration 
could  not  divine  its  cause ;  and  after  a  brief 
pause,  he  added*  *^  the  boy  has  a  strong  arm, 
and  a  stout  heart,  and  he  owes  you  such  a  debt 
of  gratitude,  and  has  so  much  need  of  my 
fiivoar,  that  he  durst  not  say,  nay,  if  he 
woukL" 

"  You  know  not  what  you  talk  of  !*'  ex- 
claimed Styger,  sharply,  '^  not  for  the  full 
accomplishment  of  the  punishment  long  merited 
bj  Michael  Graaf,  would  I  allow  that  youth  to 
be  mixed  up  with  such  intrigues.  That  pure 
yoong  heart,  as  long  as  I  can  prevent  it,  shall 
not  be  drawn  into  the  troubled  vortex  of  sin 
and  corruption.  No,  no,  Hans,  you  must  aid 
me  to-night  yourself,  for  Walther  shall  bear  no 
o  3 
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part 


the  afTair.      If   we   succeed,    Iventy 


Louis  shall  be 


your 


reward." 


"  But  if  we  fail  ?"  demanded  the  little 
man,  whose  face  turned  pale  at  the  very  idea 
of  the  enterprise. 

"  You  can  take  to  your  heels,  and  I  will 
bear  all  the  blame." 

"  So  be  it,"  said  Hans,  devoutly  crossing 
himself  nilh  a  trembling  hand,  "  in  good  sooth, 
a  stout  heart  is  better  than  a  strong  arm,  and 
tiie  reward  is  considerable ;  I  have  no  fear  of 
success,  not  I — you  were  bred  a  soldier.  Father 
Paul,  and  two  must  be  a  match  for  a  gouty  old 
fellow  like  Michael  Graaf." 

*'  1  have  little  doubt  we  shall  master  him," 
returned  the  Hermit,  gravely,  "  and  in  the 
meantime,  I  must  depute  you  to  keep  a  sharp 
look  out  on  nil  that  passes.  I  have  business 
in  the  town,  but  will  return  here  in  search  of 
you,  a  little  before  midnight.'' 

"  I  aliall  be  ready,"  answered  Hans,  in  a 
tremulous  voice. 
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^'Remember^  if  you  betray  a  hint  of  our 
purpose  to  Walther  Stanz,  you  lose  your 
twenty  Louis ;  Farewell !"  —  and  with  these 
vordiy  the  Hermit  left  the  tailor's  dwelling. 
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A»d  Nona,  tad  ArtaMc,  je  m«  waodiou*  Mioag 
Ytl  lovdr  ia  IWK  unagtb.  »  b  tbe  ligfal 
OriArt«T«ia«(iMal     ^rikng 
hoM  pMk  W  pMk.  te  nnliog  cngi  uioDg, 


^ 


Great  woodcr  had  been  excited  in  the  house- 
hold of  Michael  GraaT,  by  his  abseoce  that 
morning  from  his  home,  and  many  were  tbe 
vaio  sunnises  of  DamcBabette  when  be  retumed 
at  noon  exbauated  by  fatigue  and  tnmt  of 
reat.    This  was  tbe  more  amazing  as  he  jtiqued 
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hope  at  cither  icciii^  or  beanjaa 
of  Wahher,  fron  thoie  «ho  casK 
the  lake,  die  had  aa  •oooer  fasSiPtfd  her 
dioner,  thaa  Caldi^  her  knituag  ia  her 
itialled  lopwanb  the  Hof  Bnike, 
FttlKr  ftal,  fioBi  the  tisehe  IcA  Uaaft,  had 

the  Tnmntt'%  dvcU- 
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uguie  of  J I 
He 
hearr  with  wi 
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assure  her  of  his  truth,  he  forsook  his  hiding 
place,  and  followed  her  towards  the  bridge. 

By  contributing  to  the  happiness  of  these 
young  guileless  creatures,  the  fresh,  bright 
feelings  of  his  own  youth  seemed  restored,  and 
he  felt  as  if  the  shade  of  Clarice  glided  by  his 
side,  and  blessed  him  for  his  kindness. 

Justine  was  already  seated  in  her  favorite 
shady  recess,  before  Father  Paul  reached  the 
Hof  Brucke,  though  her  fingers  were  busy  with 
her  twinkling  knitcing  needles,  her  mind  was 
fully  occupied  with  thoughts  of  Walther,  and 
as  she  neither  observed,  nor  recognised  the 
Hermit  in  his  disguise,  he  had  full  time,  whilst 
leaning  against  an  opposite  buttress,  to  observe 
her  with  more  attention  than,  in  their  previous 
transient  interviews,  he  had  ever  before  done* 
He  was  deeply  interested  in  the  scrutiny ;  for 
on  her  he  knew  the  happiness  of  Walther 
Stanz  entirely,  depended,  and  he  was  one  who 
believed  most  fervently  that  the  secrets  of  the 
soul  are  written  on  the  countenance,  as  legibly 
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lo  iIioK  who  understand  them  aright,  as  are 
ihe  traces  of  time.  The  longer  he  gazed  on 
ihcBBeet  face  of  the  unconacioua  girl,  the  leas 
h:  marvelled  that  his  pupil  had  made  her  the 
idul  of  his  love.  He  hod  never  doubted  ahe 
was  fau-,  but  now  he  felt  she  was  endowed  with 
miribuieSj  so  far  surpassing  beauty,  that  his 
heart  was  softeoed  even  to  tears,  and  he  whom 
'he  wgrld  believed  to  be  in  his  lonely  cave,  cut 
off  from  human  sympathy,  felt  with  a  thrilling 
and  a  glowing  heart,  that  though  his  own 
course  had  been  sad  and  darli,  he  would  secure 
even  at  the  hazard  of  his  life,  the  happiness  of 
ihit  jouog,  motherless  creature,  who,  with  the 
'SfVBnt  contidence  of  a  pure  devoted  heart,  had 
'''fgoRen  all  care  for  her  own  destiny,  in  her 
°**P  love  for  one,  from  whom  fortune  had 
Withheld  every  other  gift. 

"  Ifthe  saints  are  propitious,  and  the  Virgin 
™' deaf  to  my  prayers,"  murmured  the  Soli- 
'"'J't "  much  that  ahe  dreams  not  of,  shall  be 
'enard  of  her  generosity,  ere  lam  laid  in 
o  5 
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f  he  grave/^  and  with  this  thought)  and  stiD 
gazing  earnestly  on  Justine,  he  advanced  to- 
wards her. 

The  movement  roused  her  from  her  reverie 
and  when  the  Hermit  saluted  her,  his  well 
known  voice  made  her  start  with  amasement 
from  her  seat. 

^^  Resume  your  work/'  he  said  kindly  taking 
her  by  the  hand,  ^'  none  will  remark  us  thee, 
and  I  hare  much  to  say  to  you,  for  I  come  to 
speak  of  Walther  Stanz.'^ 

"  Is  it  possible.  Holy  Father,  that  you 
know,*'— ^murmured  the  blushing  girl,  and  then 
she  paused  in  confusion,  as  if  unable  to  finish 
the  sentence  she  had  so  impetuously  begun. 

'^  I  know  alV  hastily  rejoined  the   Solitary, 
in  a  low,  soft  voice,  ^  I  know  that  Walther 
loves  you,  as  his  own  soul,  and  that  he  is 
worthy  of  your  love.** 

*^  Oh  I  doubt  it  not,"  was  Justine^}  hasty 
exclamation. 
^'  I  know  moreover,"  continued  Father  Paul, 
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faaa  a  rival  in  your  uncle'a  favour, 
and  every  momeDt  he  is  absent  from  you,  is 
embittered  by  fears  lest  you  should  be  forced 
Id  become  the  wife  of  StaflFer." 

"Never  !  tell  him,  never  !"  cried  the  maiden 
ter  evea  glittering  with  tears.  "  I  have  no 
doubt  of  his  truth,  though  he  neither  comes, 
nor  Hndi  to  comfort  me  in  my  sorrow ;  why 
then  should  he  have  any  mistrust  of  my  con- 
(t»ncy !  You  come  from  the  Righi,  Holy  Fa- 
ther, perchance  you  have  seen  him— perchance 
you  know  why  he  has  not  once  been  to  Lucerne, 
•ince  the  morning  he  rowed  me  up  the  Lake  ?" 
"  1  have  seen  him,"  was  the  Hermit's  reply, 
"ind  have  come  hither,  at  his  request,  to  pve 
you  renewed  assurance  of  his  affection,  and  to 
>ell  jou,  that  the  commands  of  the  monks  at 
'''e  Hospital  have,  since  you  parted,  detained 
oitn  much  against  hia  own  will,  every  day  in 
Ihrir  service.  He  stole  an  hour  from  his  rest, 
^'^  visit  my  cavern  thia  morning  at  dawn,  when 
tie  charged  me  with  the  message  I  have  given. 
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and  witb  this  slip  of  paper,  contaiaing  perhftpB 
more  precious  words." 

So  saying.  Father  Paul  put  VValther'a  note 
into  the  trembling  hand  of  the  maiden,  and 
with  infinite  delicacy  of  feeling,  turned  away 
that  she  might  peruse  it  unobser^'ed. 

With  wild,  yet  timid  joy,  did  Justine  glance 
over  the  two  kind  short  lines  it  contained. 
They  merely  requested  her  to  meet  him  at  mid- 
night, uuder  the  old  church  waits.  Far  a  few 
minutes,  her  bosom  throbbed  with  unmingled 
delight,  at  ihe  idea  of  once  more  seeing  her 
lover,  till  the  remembrance  of  the  lonely  place, 
and  solemn  hour  he  had  appointed,  filled  her 
young  mind  with  confusion,  and  mantled  her 
check  with  blushes. 

She  looked  up  to  take  counsel  from  the  Her- 
mit, but  Father  Paul  had  disappeared,  and  she 
was  left  alone  to  rely  on  her  own  judgment, 
or  rather  on  her  own  feelings.  tier  Br&t  im- 
pulse had  been  to  go  at  alt  hazard,  and  the 
first  impulse,  some  assert,  is  always  the   best ; 
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but  certainly^  wlicre  the  heart  is  ooncerned,  it 
nsnslly  triumphs  over  prudence  and  fear,  and 
all  the  hoat  of  weaker  opponents  which  arise  to 
chide  ita  dictates. 

Justine  felt  it  might  be  imprudent,  it  might 
be  uusafe,  it  might  be   indecorous   to  leave 
her  uncle's  house  alone  at  such  an  hour ;  but 
love  had  a  thousand  reasons  to  oppose  to  all 
this,  and  the  remembrance  of  what  Father  Paul 
had  said,  concerning  Walther's  engagements, 
convinced  her,  that  weeks  might  pass  before  she 
had  an  opportunity  of  meeting  him  by  day. 
Moreover,  she  thought  it  would  be  cruel  to 
disappoint  him,  when  he  had  come  so  far,  and 
he  might  misunderstand  the  motives  of  her  ab- 
sence, and  believe  it  the  effect  of  indifference. 
This  was  a  thought  she  could  not  bear,  and 
ere     long    she    was    thoroughly    convinced, 
there  could  be  nothing  wrong  in  her  meeting 
her  playfellow,  who  had  hitherto  been  the  un- 
failing confidant  of  all  her  joys  and  sorrows. 
Once  arrived  at  this  conviction,  her  feelings 
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were  those  of  unmingled  pleasure,  and  tfee 
afternoon  glided  rapidly  away,  whilst  uncon- 
scious of  the  progress  of  time,  she  remained  on 
the  bridge  apparently  occupied  with  her  work, 
but  in  reality,  absorbed  in  pleasant  fancies  of  all 
that  Walther  would  that  night  say  to  her,  and 
all  she  had  to  recount  in  return. 

The  chill  damp  rising  from  the  Lake  after 
sunset,,  first  warned  her  to  return  home. 
Gladly  would  she  have  seen  and  spoken  with 
Father  Paul  before  she  did  so,  but  he  appeared 
not  again  that  day. 

When  she  met  her  uncle  at  their  evening 
meal]  the  manner  of  both  was  constrained  and 
embarrassed.  It  was  the  first  time  they  had 
seen  each  otlier,  since  the  dismissal  of  Staffer, 
and  the  momentary  tenderness  of  the  Treasurer, 
being  now  entirely  forgotten  in  his  anger  and 
vexation  at  the  consequences  of  his  uiece's 
obitinacy,  he  never  deigned  to  address  her,  and 
speedily  leturned  to  hia  own  chamber,  without 
even  wishing  her  good  night. 
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At  aoothor  tin^  Ihii  would  hsfe  giTen 
Jottiiie  terioos  unoMiiieaay  but  now  she  cared 
Utde  cidier  tar  lib  dcnoe,  or  his  ill  homoiir ; 
she  «■•  thinking  only  of  Walcher,  and  no 
•ooncr  was  she  left  aloney  than  she  hurried  to 
her  finrorite  window,  to  walch  for  the  moon  as 
it  arose  beyond  the  Righi,  and  to  cooot  the 
chimes  of  the  CSathedral,  as  they  tolled  the 
departing  hours. 

The  light  of  the  silver  planet  at  length 
streamed  above  the  mountain,  but  her  disk  just 
two  days  past  the  full,  was  only  rarely  visible 
through  chasms  amidst  gigantic  masses  of 
stormy  and  troubled  douds,  as  fringed  with 
her  light,  they  towered  in  dark,  huge,  and 
fimtasdc  masses,  high  over  the  canopy  of 
heaven.  Mists  of  changing  and  uncertain 
form,  hung  around  the  sunmiits  of  the  Righi, 
and  broad  sheets  of  lightning  poured  at  inter- 
vals their  uncotain  and  ghastly  light  over  the 
scene,  deepening  the  a^ful  sublimity  of  earth 
and  sky. 
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The  eleventh  hour  rang  from  the  Minster 
steeple ;  no  other  sound  broke  the  silence  of 
the  city  save  its  long  echoes,  and  the  rcpctiiion 
of  the  chimes  from  the  feebler  bells  of  more 
distant  churches.  Not  a  breath  of  air  was  astir 
and  aa  the  lightning  grew  more  frequent  and 
more  vivid,  awe  amounting  almost  to  t«rr^: 
chilled  the  heart  of  Justine. 

She   trembled   to  think  that    Walther 
abroad     in     the    troubled    atmosphere    that 
enveloped  the  mountains,  and  every  glimpse 
the   flashca   gave   of  the   fantastic   clouda  J 
doubled  her  apprehensions  of  bis  danger. 

Mutely  she  stood  at  the  casement,  watchiog 
the  progress  of  the  tempesl,  till  at  one  burst, 
the  winds  rushed  with  tremendous  howling  to 
the  vulley.  and  a  clap  of  thunder,  loud  as  if  the 
heavens  had  crashed  above  her  head,  burst 
over  the  city,  and  aroused  the  countless  echoes 
of  the  mountain,  till  the  din  was  lost  in  one 
deep,  endless  murmur. 

More  excited  thitn  dismayed  by  this  grand 


terror 
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Struggle  of  the  elements,  the  noble  hearted 
girl,  no  longer  hesitated  about  the  part  she  had 
to  perfiMrm  ;  but  after  commending  herself  to 
the  care  <^  the  Virgin,  whose  image  decorated 
her  chamber,  she  determined  to  proceed  with* 
out  dekj,  to  the  spot  fixed  on  by  Walther  for 
their  meeting. 

With  this  intention  she  had  descended  one 
flight  of  stairs  with  noiseless  caution,  when  to 
her  surprise  and  dismay,  she  heard  sounds  that 
convinced  her  that  some  one  else  was  awake 
and  astir  in  the  house,  as  well  as  herself.  A 
door,  she  was  almost  certain  that  of  her  uncle's 
chamber,  was  softly  unclosed,  and  slow  but 
heavy  steps  made  the  old  staircase  creak ;  after 
a  pause  of  silence,  the  rattling  of  bolts  followed 
and  then  the  house  door  was  opened  and  shut 
as  gently  as  its  heavy  latch  permitted. 

Her  heart  beat  with  increased  rapidity  !  she 
knew  not  what  to  think !  could  it  be  some 
secret  intruder  who  thus  sought  to  escape 
unobserved  from  the  house — could  it  be  her 
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uncle  who  had  gone  abroad  at  such  t 
Then  she  remembered  his  absence  the  pne- 
ccdiug  morning ;  and  her  former  suspidtHiB 
that  he  was  plotting  evil  agiiinst  herself  and 
Walther  flashed  upon  her  mind. 

This,  though  a  fnUe,  vcas  a  very  natural  idea 
lo  occur  to  an  inexperienced  girl,  who  could 
form  no'conception  of  the  complicated  intrigues 
of  a  man  like  Michael  Graaf,  or  dream  that 
what  constituted  the  whole  interest  of  her  lifi^ 
was  to  him  only  an  insigaificaot  thread  in  Uw 
troubled  web  of  his,  far  spreading  designs. 

Under  this  conviction,  his  first  impube  nus 
to  speed  back  to  the  window  of  her  own  chua^ 
ber,  and  endeavour  to  ascertain  whether  u^ 
watch  was  kept  upon  her  movements.  For  k 
few  minutes  no  object  could  be  distinguished 
in  the  thick  darkness,  but  ia  a  broad  flaali  of 
lightning,  she  ere  long  caught  a  momentaiy 
glimpse  of  a  figure  hurrying  across  the  market- 
place, which  from  its  bidk  and  gait,  she  felt 
certain  must  be  her  uncle. 
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She  did  not  tany  another  instant,  bat  freed 

fiom  aD  fisar  of  deteetioa^  glided  with  the  ut- 

nost  rapidity  through  the  house,  and  passed 

oat  at  the  Iroot  door  into  the  open  air.    It  was 

a  night  that  mi^t  have  appalled  manyastouter 

lieart  than  hers.    As  she  looked  up  to  the 

Inroad  canopy  of  heaven,  fountains  of  livid  fire 

poored  firom  its  onfiahomable  depths,  and  the 

thonder  with  long  reverberation  rolled  loudly 

above  her  head;  but  <^ nature  she  had  no  fear; 

bred  upon  the  mountains,  it  had  been  from 

diildhood  her  delight  to  watch  her  tempests  in 

all  their  endless  variety  of  sublimity  and  beauty. 

The  moon,  as  if  especially  to  guide  her  on  her 

way,  shone  forth  between  the  piles  of  stormy 

douds,  and  with  light  step  and  bounding  heart 

she  hurried  to  her  lover. 

Once,  or  twice  as  she  proceeded,  she  caught 
glimpses  of  the  figure  that  left  her  uncle's 
house  before  her,  but  ere  she  reached  the  sha- 
dows of  the  old  church  walls,  it  had  entirely 
vanished.    Nor  was  it  once  remembered  when 
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Waltlicr  Slnnz  uith  a  glad  cry  of  nelcome 
rushed  towards  her,  and  clasped  her  fondly  ia 
his  arms. 

"  Ah,  Justine,  how  can  I  ever  thank  you  ? — 
how  can  I  ever  prove  my  gratitude  for  this 
kindness?"  murmured  theyoungman  at  length, 
**  1  fcaretl  ue  should  never  meet  again." 

"  Indi^L-d  VValiher,"  she  replied,  "  though  I 
have  come  because  you  asked  it,  my  uncle  has 
commanded  me  never  more  to  mention  your 
name — never  more  to  think  of  you." 

"  And  can  you  obey  tum  }"  demanded  Wal- 
ther. 

"  Not  quite  !"  was  the  maiden's  reply,  "  but 
indeed,  indeed,  1  fear  ve  shall  sec  each  other 
very  seldom  ;  I  fear  that  all  our  pleasant  walks 
are  at  an  end,  that  1  shall  never  go  to  your 
mother's  chalet  more,  nor  meet  you  at  chapel 
to  stroll  over  the  pastures  after  Mass  is  done. 
No,  Walther — no  ;  all  our  happy  days  are  past 
and  gone." 

"  Why  do  you  say  that,  dearest  ?"  inquired 
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the  yooDg  monntainen* ;  ^  if  too  will  tell  ice 
tbat  your  heart  is  anchanged,  that  Stafier  has 
no  share  of  your  love,  I  shaO  still  be  the  happi- 
est of  human  beings." 

^  Is  it  not  enough  that  I  am  here,  Walther,'* 
she  mormured!  ^  surely  no  words  are  wanting 
to  prove  that  I  am  still,  and  ever  shall  be  un- 
changed !" 

^  Then  let  us  fear  nothing  T'  cried  Walther 
fervently. 

^  You  know  I  am  no  eoward  !"  returned  the 
maiden  half  reproachfully,  ^'  I  have  been  se- 
verely tried.'* 

^  If  that  Staffer  has  given  you  a  moment's 
pain,  he  shall  be  made  to  repent  it  though  I 
die  for  it !"  cried  the  youth. 

**  No !  no  !  be  calm,  I  entreat  you,  or  you 
win  grieve  me  more  than  he  has  power  to  do. 
It  is  my  uncle  who  has  been  my  worbt  enemy, 
and  yet  he  relented  at  last." 

*'  Ah,  Justine,  were  he  not  your  uncle,  1 
could  tell  you  much — " 
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*'  Say  uolhing,  I  CDtreat  tou,  say  nothing!" 
exclaimed  Justine,  eageriy  ioterposing,  "  he 
long  treated  me  like  a  father,  aod  he  loves  me, 
I  do  beliere  he  loves  me,  in  spite  of  this  un- 
kintlncss,  for  when  he  saw  my  distress,  he  took 
pity  upon  me,  and  promised  he  would  persecute 
me  no  more." 

"  Staffer  then  came  to  the  house?" 
*  Repeatedly  !  bat  I  would  not  see  him,  and 
I  hope  he  will  no  more  return." 
:  "  Tou  do  not  know  the  man  if  you  think  w," 
cried  Walther  impetuously;  "he  has  been 
pampered  from  his  birth  by  prosperity,  and 
will  not  thus  tamely  submit  to  disappointment. 
Your  uncle,  to  speak  plainly,  i^  a  bypocxite, 
and  I  fear  the  evil  is  but  deferred.  It  is  fright- 
ful to  think,  JiiBtme,  that  you  must  return  to 
the  power  of  men  like  these,  who  have  no  more 
regard  for  a  woman's  feelings  and  her  happi- 
ness, than  for  a  worm  in  their  path." 

*'  What  cau  1  do?"  said  the  girl  with  a  deep 
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sigfay  ud  tean  chased  each  other  rapidly  down 
her  cheeks. 

^  There  is  one  act  would  effectually  release 
you  fixnn  their  power/'  returned  Walther  in  a 
tremulous  yoice^  ^^  and  that,  beggar  as  I  am,  I 
tremble  to  propose  to  you ;  yet,  Justine,  be- 
lieve me — poor  as  I  may  be,  if  at  the  altar  you 
would  bestow  on  me  the  right  to  defend  you, 
neither  sorrow,  nor  insult,  nor  want,  that  I  at 
peril  of  my  life  could  defend  you  from,  should 
afterwards  afflict  you.'' 

**  Nay,  Walther,  this  cannot,  must  not  be ;" 
murmured  the  girl,  whose  agitated  voice  be- 
trayed her  emotion,  though  the  darkness  con- 
cealed her  blushes.  "  To  set  my  uncle  thus 
openly  at  defiance  would  only  bring  ruin  on  us 
both,  and  if  he  must  have  a  victim,  I  will  be 
the  only  one.'* 

**  That  you  shall  never  be !  but  I  implore 
you  to  think  on  what  I  have  said/'  returned 
her  lover.  "  In  truth  Justine  it  nearly  drives 
me  mad  to  sit  toiling,  and  plodding  over  musty 
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papers  in  the  Hospital,  when  I  feel  that  you 
perchance,  in  the  meanwhile,  may  be  snatched 
from  me  for  ever.  A  thousand  horrors  come 
before  my  mind,  I  cannot  banish — countless 
evils,  and  didiculiics,  that  a  few  words  uttered 
at  the  altar  of  that  Chapel,  would  dissipate 
for  ever.  Sucli  Lave  been  my  dreams  since  we 
parted,  and  if  they  have  been  too  bold,  forgive 
me ;  but  they  will  return  in  spite  of  me,  and 
you  will  rob  me  of  every  source  of  consolation, 
if  you  refuse  to  let  me  hope,  that  ere  long  ! 
may  be  so  blest  as  to  call  you  mine  for  ever." 

'*  I  will  promise  you  not  to  wed  another,' 
said  the  maiden  timidly. 

"  But  may  I  not  hope — '' 

"  Hope  what  you  please,"  she  rejoined  wl 
a  smite,  "  I  believe  we  can  neither  of  us  help 
it,  and  hke  that  flash  of  lightning  over  the  sky, 
it  makes  even  our  troubles  wear  a  momentary 
brightness.  Holy  Mother,  preserve  us  !"  she 
exclumed  suddenly  crossing  herself,  "  what  a 
peal  of  thunder !     I  felt  as  if  the  very  ground 
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ibliook  beneath  my  feet,  and  the  rain  is  coming 
down  in  torrents!  I  must  bqione,  Walther, 
indeed  I  must !'' 

'*  I  cannot  part  with  yon  so  soon,'*  he  re- 
plied; ^^come  under  the  church  porch,  you 
will  there  be  sheltered  from  the  storm,  and 
surely  you  cannot  deny  me  your  company  a 
few  minutes  longer,  when  it  may  be  weeks, 
Justine,  before  we  meet  again/' 

The  young  man,  as  he  uttered  these  words, 
gently  drew  his  companion  towards  the  sacred 
building  near.  But  ere  they  reached  it,  another 
flash  of  fire,  and  a  brattle  of  thuudcr  like  a 
bursting  cannon  above  their  heads,  far  a  mo- 
ment arrested  their  steps,  and  whilst  they  still 
stood  awe  struck  by  sounds  surpassing  all  the 
previous  fury  of  the  tempe&t,  voices,  as  of  men 
calling  wildly  and  repeatedly  for  assistance, 
broke  through  the  dying  murmur  of  the  ele- 
ments. 

"  It  is  my  uncle  !  It  is  Father  Paul,"  they 
exclaimed,  almost  simultaneously,  and  in  ano- 

VOL.  I.  P 


314  THE   THIRST    FOR   GOLD. 

ther  inBtant^  steps  came  rapidly  towards  theniy 
a  hand  was  laid  on  Walther's  ann^  and  a  v«Hoe 
which  he  recognized  at  once  to  be  that  of  his 
uncle  Hans^  cried  in  accents  convulsed  by  ter- 
ror. ^^  Whoever  you  are,  if  you  would  prevent 
murder — if  you  would  arrest  a  villain,  make  all 
speed ;  those  cries  will  tell  you  whither/' 

"  What  can  you  mean,  uncle  ?"  cried  Wal- 
ther  in  amazement. 

*^  Walther,  here !  then  the  saint's  are  indeed 
propitious  !"  was  the  little  man's  reply ;  ^^  but 
ask  no  more  questions  and  begone,  or  you  will 
be  too  late/' 

^^  Then  take  this  maiden  under  your  care, 
farewell  Justine,  farewell !"  cried  Walther  with 
distracted  impetuosity,  and  scarcely  conscious 
of  what  he  did,  in  the  agitation  of  the  moment, 
he  clasped  his  trembling  companion  in  his  arms 
and  imprinted  a  kiss  upon  her  lips,  ere  he 
rushed  away  into  the  darkness. 

In  the  utmost  terror  she  called  on  him  again 
and  again  to  return,  whilst  Hans  prevented  her 
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bUoinng  him ;  but  eveiy  step  as  Walther 
hvried  from  her,  he  heard  the  mingled  cries 
of  Father  Paul  and  Michael  Graaf  for  assist- 
inoe ;  the  voice  of  the  former  he  had  never  yet 
daobeyed,  and  full  of  wonder  and  strange 
terroTs,  the  entreaties  of  Justine  had  no  power 
to  detain  him,  and  at  his  utmost  speed,  he  ran 
o&  towards  the  spot  whence  the  sounds  of 
ite  proceeded. 
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CHAPTER    XIV. 


This  approves  him  an  intelligent  party  to  the  advantages  of 
rrancti.  O  heavens  !  that  this  treason  were  not,  or  not  I  the 
'ictoctor ! 

Shakespeahb'b  King  Leab. 


The  tempest  had  already  deepened  the  dark- 
ness of  nighty  ere  Father  Paul  again  sought  the 
dwelling  of  Hans  Brunk,  to  claim  his  assistance 
in  the  arrest  of  Michael  Graaf.  He  found  that 
notwithstanding  the  promised  reward,  the 
courage  of  the  little  man  had  greatly  cooled 
during  tlie  hours  he  had  passed  in  solitude, 
and  it  needed  all  the  Hermit's  deep  knowledge 
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of  human  nature,  to  induce  him  to  take  anj 
share  in  the  enterprize*  Its  proximity  bad 
g;reatly  magnified  its  danger,  and  he  secretly 
upbraided  himself  for  his  folly,  in  imparting  his 
suspicions  of  the  Treasurer  to  Father  Paul. 

At  length  however  he  did  consent  to  accom- 
pany the  Hermit,  but  it  was  evident  little  aid 
could  be  expected  from  him  in  the  approaching 
struggle,  and  Father  Paul  much  repented  not 
having  secured  a  more  efficient  auxiliar}-.  But 
it  was  now  too  late,  according  to  what  Hans 
told  him,  the  appearance  of  the  Treasurer  was 
to  be  expected  about  midnight  and  the  moments 
seemed  hours  whilst  he  watched  impatiently, 
for  further  proof  of  his  guilt.  But  his  anxiety 
would  have  been  tenfold  had  he  known  the 
proximity  of  Walther  Stanz,  who  under  the  old 
church  wall  was  then  eagerly  expecting  the 
coming  of  Justine. 

The  Hermit,  who  had  never  inquired  the 
hour  appointed  for  their  meeting,  concluding  it 
was  long  past,  had  given  it  no  further  thought. 
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His  whole  soul  was  engrossed  by  the  meditated 
arrest  of  Michael  Graaf^  and  as  time  stole  on^ 
he  began  at  length  to  apprehend  that  he  mi^t 
have  crossed  the  Square  unseen^  under  cover 
of  the  stormy  nighty  when  in  a  ray  of  the  fitfid 
moon^  he  caught  a  glimpse  of  the  dark  out- 
line of  a  figure  hurrying  towards  the  fiital 
tower. 

Neither  disguise^  nor  the  dim  light  could 
deceive  him.  It  was  Michael!  his  mortal 
enemy  !  the  man  who  had  not  only  blasted  all 
the  hopes  of  his  own  hfe^  but  had  been  the  de- 
stroyer of  the  only  creature  he  had  ever  pas- 
sionately loved.  It  was  the  selfish  beings  who 
unwarned  by  the  lessons  of  the  past,  was  still 
daily  seeking  to  build  his  own  prosperity  on  the 
ruins  of  other's  happiness,  who  had  uncon- 
sciously come  forth  to  consummate  his  own 
ruin,  and  to  draw  down  on  his  own  head,  the 
punishment  that  heaven  had  long,  but  not  in- 
terminably delayed.  As  the  thunder  rolled 
and  the  lightning  flashed,  and  the  tempestuous 
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"Grinds  came  howling  from  the  moantains,  it 
^seemed  aa  if  nature  itself  exulted  in  this  fbl- 
'filment  of  moral  justice. 

^  Hence !  there  is  not  a  moment  to  be  lost," 

scried  the  Hermit,  when  the  Treasurer,  in  all 

the  blind  confidence  of  succesilul  avariee^  onee 

more  disappeared  under  the  low  portal  of  the 

little  turret  door. 

<<  Shall  we  not  take  pistols.  Hoi  7  Father  ?^ 
inquired  the  tailor  eagerly. 

'*  No,  no,  we  must  do  no  murder,"  returned 
the  Hermit ;  ^  we  will  leave  the  sword  of  justice 
to  punish  him— our  only  business  is  to  arrest 
the  robber.  But  away — away ;  there  is  not  a 
moment  to  be  lost.** 

Hans  would  at  that  instant  freely  hare 
given  more  than  half  he  possessed,  if  he  could 
have  devised  some  further  pretext  for  delay, 
but  even  the  prolific  invoition  of  cowardice 
bSked  him  in  this  critical  emergency,  and  when 
Father  Paul  again  desired  him  to  proceed,  he 
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felt  compelled  to  descend  the  crecklng  stairs,  at 
n  pace  as  rnpid  as  that  of  bis  task-master. 

He  disliked  going  abroad  into  the  storm  at 
such  an  hour,  as  much  as  he  did  the  prospect 
of  attacking  Michaei  Graaf,  but  his  spirit  was 
completely  subdued  by  the  strong  mind  of  the 
Hermit,  whom  deep  passion  had  invested  with 
more  than  human  energy,  and  when  he  reached 
the  open  air,  not  daring  even  to  murmur  an 
objection,  he  did  his  best  to  keep  up  with  bts 
rapid  sti'idca.  Yet  the  whole  way  they  hurried 
towards  the  tower  he  was  revolving  in  bis 
nimble  mind  the  chances  of  escaping,  nhcn  the 
moment  of  danger  arrived,  for  his  craven  heart 
was  fully  convinced  they  had  not  the  slightest 
chance  of  success,  and  if  possible,  be  dreaded 
the  revenge  of  Michael  Graaf  even  more  than 
the  anger  of  the  Solitary. 

But  he  cunningly  forbore  all  fiirther  ex- 
pression of  his  fears,  and  with  on  appeonuioe 
of  the  utmost  zeal,  pointed  out  to  his  employer 
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^  dark  angle  under  the  shadow  of  a  buttress^ 
^'icre  they  might  unseen  await  the  reappear- 
^*i«e  of  the  Treasurer. 

How  different  were  the  thoughts  of  those 

'Wo  men,    when   apparently  bent    upon   the 

•^tne  purpose^  they  stood    in  the  breathless 

^tlcnce  of  expectation,  under  that  old  gray  wall. 

"'^bcir  detestation   of  Michael  Graaf  was  the 

^o  ly  feeling  they  had  in  common,  but  the  mean 

'^^trcd  of  the  one,  differed  so  widely  from  the 

^oble  indignation  of  the  other,  that  it  seemed 

^Oarcely  possible  that  both  were  excited  by  the 

*^xne  object. 

Could  the  secrets  of  Father  Paul's  exalted 

^^ind  have  been  at  that  moment  disclosed  to 

^8  companion,  they  would  have  been  as  utterly 

incomprehensible  to  him,  as  the  mysteries  of 

l^Vato;  and  if,  on  the  contrary,  the  Hermit  could 

^ve  divined    the  paltry   calculations   of  his 

"elfish  companion,  he  would  have  smiled  with 

^ntemptuous  pity,  and  returned  to  his  own 

^^%  contemplations. 
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But  thus  it  ever  i%  on  the  great  tlieatre  dT 
life,  where  one  point  of  affinity  bringa  men  to- 
gether, who  are  in  ail  other  respects  as  opposite 
aa  darkaeas  and  light.  Little  minds,  as  well 
a3  the  greatest,  have  their  appointed  places  and 
uses,  in  the  vast  scale  of  spiritual  being,  and 
all  are  efficient  tools  in  the  bands  of  pnmdeoce 
to  work  out  iCa  marrellous  scheme  of  justice. 

Something  of  all  this  passed  in  the  mind  of 
Father  Paul,  as  the  tempest  flashed  aroood, 
and  during  a  few  brief  moments  the  whole  af 
his  past  life,  the  feehngs,  the  proTocations  of 
otlier  years,  that  brought  him  there  that  n■^l^ 
recurred  with  tbc  clearness  of  reality  to  bis 
mind.  Those  bygone  days  seemed  to  him  as 
another  existence,  when  now,  after  the  lapse  of 
nearly  n  quarter  of  a  century,  old  and  withcml) 
he  was  about  to  be  the  arbiter  of  that  man^ 
fearful  destiny,  who  had  clouded  his  solitSfy 
life  with  anguish  and  despair.  The  mioitcr 
clock  struck  the  midnight  hour ;  it  was  [cpMttit 
,   again  and  again  from  other  steeples,  as  if  to 
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Then  did  tlw  Solitairfar  a  tine  fbrpt  kk 
cnand,  sad  recar  to  old  dele  mom;  liisviiid 
wmdnvd  DOH  to  Ui  looel jt  cAiciUy  SDd  die 
ihadtfwj  inufB^  of  the  feantabi,  lint  far  jcoib, 
Big^idhf  cuDe  to  Tisii  Um  thoe.  A  deepi%b 
huifcd  his  boiwnj  tbaft  made  Hans  tam  vith 
sfleat  amaaement  towards  tum^  but  k  was  too 
dsrk  for  him  to  descfy  the  agitadoo  of  the 
Hermit,  or  the  fixed  intensitT  of  gaae,  with 
whidi  he  regarded  a  long  raj  of  moooligfal, 
that  feO  between  one  of  the  turrets  and  the 
main  bwildii^  directlr  at  his  feet. 

Far  less  could  he  behold  what  Father 
Rud  there  saw,  or  dream  what  he  then 
Mt. 

Hie  wishes  of  die  old  man  were,  as  bj  a 
miracle  fnlfiUed.  There,  in  that  soft,  sflrer  raj, 
stood  the  spirit  of  the  watcrfaD,  half  mist,  half 
sobstanoe  ^her  pale  hands  erooeed  npon  her 
bosom,  and  her  long  hair  £dling  on  each  side 
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of  her  sadly  placid  facCj  till  it  seemed  to  mingle 
with  her  floating  garments. 

The  lips  of  Father  Paul  trembled^  but  speech 
was  denied  him — ^he  smik  on  one  knee  before 
this  mistress  of  his  soulj  as  if  to  ask  her 
blessing  on  the  deed  he  had  come  to  perform. 

For  an  instant  she  raised  her  eyes  from  the 
ground^  and  a  smile  like  a  beam  of  glory^ 
lighted  her  seraphic  countenance^  and  with 
that  smile  she  vanished. 

"  She  is  propitious^  and  success  is  certain^^ 
murmured  the  Hermit^  to  the  unutterable 
amazement  of  his  companion^  who  however 
made  no  reply. 

Poor  Hans  knew  the  crisis  of  his  fate  was 
approaching,  and  convulsed  from  head  to  foot 
with  terror^  his  teeth  chattered  so  violently^ 
that  he  had  not  power  to  articulate  a  syllable. 

Father  Paul,  after  a  few  moments  of  intense 
excitement^  resumed  his  station  near  the  angle 
of  the  wall,  and  his  quick  ear  in  an  instant 
caught  the  ominous  sound. 
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^'Fellaw^**  he  cried,  ""what  aib  thec^  hasc 
^boa   seeo    aught    to  pat    thj    courage   to 

^  Not  so  much  as  a  bat,*'  whispered  tLe 
^^ilor,  ^  and  in  tmth  I  ncrer  felt  bnrer  io  ocj 
life ;  bat  it  is  cold— verr  cdd  Father  Paul ; 
X  mm  all  in  a  shiTcr  firom  head  to  fooc" 

^  Hash — hash — I  hear  sounds  in  the  ball- 
^ling:  there  aas  a  distant  door  do«ed — zjcw 
^tcps  approach;  be  silent  andTeadv.^ 

The  tailor  indeed  heard  all,  bet  :t  xjtrxua 

farmed,  nor  emboldened  him,  and  so  \'jAtzjlj 

^as  he  convulsed  bv  fear,  that  it  seemed  ererr 

foment,  as  if  bis  slender  limbs  would  be  shaken 

Completely  apart.     When  a  ker  was  at  length 

put  in  the  door  bv  some  one  inside  the  b:sll- 

ding,  the  chattering  of  his  teeth  was  so  locd, 

'    that  Father  Paul,  afraid  it  might  betraj  tbem 

in  their  concealment,  grasped  him  harsLlj  by 

the  arm.    The  key   grated  in  the  lock,   the 

door  was  slowly  pushed  open,  and  the  fizore 

of  Michael  Graaf  was  for  a  moment  visible  in 
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the  light  of  his  own  dark  lantern,  ere  he  turned 
its  shade ;  but  however  brief  the  view,  it  sufficed 
for  Father  Paul  to  note  the  ghastly  pallor  of 
the  'guilty  man,  and  to  perceive  that  with  his 
right  arm  lie  carried  a  heavy  weight  beneath 
his  cloak. 

The  eSect  of  this  apparition  on  Hant  Brunk 
was  electrical;  he  became  Btill  in  an  instant, 
and  with  scarcely  less  intense  interest  than  the 
Hermit  himself,  he  watched  the  Treasurer,  as 
he  closed  and  locked  the  turret  door,  and  then 
turned  to  depart. 

His  deep  quick  breathing  was  distinctly 
audible  as  he  approached  them,  and  his  cloak 
nearly  brushed  the  garments  of  Father  Paul, 
as  he  passed  them  by. 

There  was  a  momentary  pause — Hans  vainly 
sought  to  distinguish  the  face  of  his  companion  ; 
and  if  he  had,  he  would  have  failed  to  have 
divined  the  thoughts  that  then  thronged 
upon  the  Hermit's  brain,  ere  excited  by  the 
mingled  passions  of  contempt  and  indigDatioOf 
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he  rushed  forward,  and  before  Michael  Graaf 
"as  avare  that  the  eye  of  a  human  being  was 
upon  him,  had  grasped  him  firmly  by  the 
wllar,  and  arrested  his  hurrying  steps. 

"  Villaia  !  what  would'st  thou  ?"  cried  the 
guilty  man,  in  the  tremulous  accents  of 
dinnay. 

"  Justice !"  was  the  reply  of  a  voice,  that  for 
"Veral  moments  deprived  the  Treasurer  of  all 
piiwer  of  resistance.  He  felt,  that  if  the  light- 
niDg  that  flashed  above  his  head,  and  struck 
Woi  with  its  deadly  fire,  he  could  not  have 
'*tn  more  utterly  undone. 

There  are  agonies  surpassing  that  of  death ; 
there  are  tortures  condensed  into  a  few  seconds, 
*iceeding  all  the  inventions  of  human  cruelty, 
^ad  such  were  his  feelings,  as  that  sound  vi- 
"i^ted  on  his  ear. 

**  Base  caitiff,  is  this  the  end  of  all  your  dear 
prized  honours  1"  exclaimed  the  Hermit,  and 
he  laughed  a  low  laugh  of  scorn,  that  wrought 
'us  liatener  well  nigh  to  madness ;  "  is  robbery 
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the  crown  of  your  fair  reputation  !  Base,  paltry 
hypocrite '.  step  by  step  1  have  watched  you 
descend  for  gold  the  ladder  of  crime,  till  now, 
when  your  greedy  hands  have  seized  the  Irea- 
Biire  of  the  State,  it  is  time  for  justice  to  i 
her  rights.     You  are  my  prisoner  t' 

"  Madman !"  returned  Graaf,  who  hadfl 
some  measure  recovered  his  faculties,  "  of  what 
would  you  accuse  me  ?" 

"  Of  breach  of  trust,  and  robbery  !"  returned 
Paul  in  a  thrilling  voice  !  "  the  public  gold  is 
now  upon  your  person,  and  twice  have  you 
been  watched  at  midnight  to  the  treasury.  Ha, 
Michael  Graaf,  whence  came  the  gold  you  gave 
me  in  the  cavern,  but  from  the  public  coffers  ? 
I  was  not  to  be  cheated  by  your  lies." 

"  Unhand  me !"  said  the  dismayed  cul[trit, 
"  we  have  known  each  other  from  our  child- 
hood, and  four  times  that  sum  shall  be  yofl^H 
if  you  will  let  me  depart  in  peace."  ^^H 

"  Peace  !"  echoed  the  Hermit ;  "  you  could 
Dot  buy  it  for  twenty  times  the  sum.  I  thought 
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^cm   knew   ere   now^    that    I  am  not  to  be 
>)ribed." 

^  If  yon  dare  but  raiae  a  whisper  to  my  dis- 
credit,'' replied  the  Treasurer,  ''  I  will  retort 
the  accusation  on  yourself,  most  insolent  hypo* 
elite !  the  coin  in  your  possession  will  suffice 
to  bring  you  to  the  scaffold/' 

^^  I  heed  neither  your  threats,  nor  your  pro- 
mises,'' coolly  replied  Father  Paul,  ^^  and  till 
I  have  seen  you  committed  to  the  city  prison, 
my  grasp  shall  not  be  loosened  from  your 
throat/' 

^^  Ha,  insolent !  is  this  your  purpose  r'"  re- 
torted Michael  disdainfully,  ^^  but  my  word 
will  go  further  with  our  public  functionaries  at 
any  hour,  than  thine,  and  I  warn  thee  instantly 
to  release  me,  or  I  will  call  the  city  watch  to 
take  thee  into  custody  for  assault  and  robbery." 

But  though  Graaf  thus  threatened,  there 
was  nothing  he  so  much  ^dreaded  as  the  arrival 
of  witnesses,  and  eager  to  escape,  he  struggled 
with  his  utmost  force  to  shake  off  his  resolute 
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enemy.  Encumbered  as  be  was,  with  fats 
money  bag,  it  was  not  wonderful  that  his  efforts 
were  vain;  but  still  Father  Paul  found  that  it 
was  equally  impossible  fur  him,  alone  and  un- 
armed as  he  was,  to  conduct  his  prisoner  to  a 
place  of  securily.  Repeatedly  did  he  call  on 
Hans,  but  no  Uaus  answered  to  the  summons, 
tilt  remembering  that  in  spite  of  the  account 
the  tr.ilor  had  given  of  his  neighbours,  there 
was  8  wine  house  at  no  great  distance,  where, 
on  such  a  night,  the  city  watch  was  moreiikely 
to  be  found  than  on  their  beat,  he  raised  his 
voice  and  cried  aloud  for  assistance. 

Michael  finding  that  all  hopes  of  coneealnient 
were  thus  at  an  end,  quickly  followed  his  ex- 
ample, but  at  the  same  time  anare  that  escape 
offered  his  best  chance  of  safety,  he  dropt  un- 
willingly his  burthen  of  gold,  end  recommenced 
B  violent  and  most  determined  struggle  with 
his  detainer. 

Notwithstanding  the  more  luxurious  habita 
of  the  citizen,  he  felt  he  contended  for  life, 
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^■^d  despair  lent  him  strength  ahnost  eqoal  to 
'^^  opponent.  Father  Panl^  at  lengthy  was,  by 
^  &be  step,  for  an  instant  thrown  off  his  guards 
^<^d  Michael  Graaf,  bearing  him  to  die  ground, 
'^^d  nearly  shaken  off  his  hold  and  eflected  his 
^^^cape,  when  the  loud  cries  of  the  Hermit  were 

^tiawered  by  rapidly  approaching  footsteps* 
^  Help,  help  r*  exchdmed  the  Solitary,  ^  help 

U>  arrest  a  robber ;  the  ph^nderer  of  the  public 

A  Strong  arm  now  seized  the  Treasurer,  at 
the  very  moment  he  thought  escape  was  cer- 
tain,  and  a  well  known  voice  at  the  same  time 
Uttered  a  cry  of  encouragement  to  Father 
Ptol. 

The  old  man  started  up  utterly  appalled. 

^^  Walther  Stanz  begone,  I  command  you,^ 
he  exclaimed.  ^  B^one,  and  leave  us  to  our 
ftte/' 

**  Never,  if  Michael  Graaf  is  guilty  of  the 
crime  you  charge  him  with,**  said  the  youth 
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firmly,  ^'  I  should  be  more  abject  than  he,  if 
I  shrunk  from  my  duty  at  such  a  moment.^ 

^'  Boy !  what  can  you  know  of  your  duties  l"* 
cried  the  Hermit  wildly.  ^^  Begone^  b^ooe, 
I  command  you !  by  your  hopes  of  peace,  here 
and  hereafter,  I  abjure  you  to  depart.'' 

'^  Obey  him,  Walther  Stanz,**  ezdaimed 
Graaf;  ^'the  madman's  charges  against  me 
are  utterly  false — I  have  gold  at  your  senrioe, 
I  have  a  niece — Justine — you  lore  her  young 
man—she  shall  be  yours — I  swear  she  shall 
be  your  wife  if  you  will  now  release  me.** 

"  Cunning  tempter,''  returned  the  youth  in 
a  tremulous  voice,  that  gave  the  Treasurer  new 
hopes,  ''  art  thou  so  utterly  corrupt,  as  to  bar- 
ter such  a  being  as  the  price  of  sin !" 

"  Leave  us,  Walther !"  again  ■  cried  the 
Hermit. 

^'  I  am  innocent,  and  you  may  ruin  yourself 
by  your  obstinacy,  but  cannot  injure  me,*'  was 
Michae/s  hurried  reply. 
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Follow  me  then^  if  jou  have  nothing  to 

',  at  once  to  the  prison,^  returned  the  young 

ixun ;  ^^  at  mornings  if  jou  can  prove  your 

l^oasted  innocence^  the  magistrates  will  set  you 

at  liberty,  but  after  what  I  have  heard,  it  would 

^  guilt  in  me  to  do  so/' 

"  No,  no,  Walther !   leave  us  I**    persisted 

^Ather  Paul  in  accents  of  the  wildest  agitation, 

'  it  is  my  task,  not  yours,  to  bring  that  villain 

^  justice.    You  are  innocent,  and  young,  and 

PPyj  y^^"'^  li^c  must  not  be  withered  by  having 

the  stain  of  his  blood  upon  your  hands/' 

Whilst  he  rapidly  uttered  these  words,  he 
^deavoured  with  all  his  strength  to  free  the 
prisoner  from  the  young  man's  hold,  but  Wal- 
ther was  too  powerful  for  the  hands  of  age  to 
contend  with,  and  the  attempt  was  utterly 
^less. 

"  Father  Paul  what  mean  you  !"  demanded 
Ae  youth ;  *'  you  called  for  aid,   and  when  I 

'^ve  brought  it,  you  turn,   yourself,  against 
me?" 


Dut  tne  I'reasurer  finding 
promises,  nor  the  commands  o 
any  effect  on  the  resolute  p 
assailant^  and  determined  at  le 
easy  victim^  whilst  he  was  dnif 
mountaiDeer^  lifted  up  his  i 
and  cried  loudly  for  help. 

Father  Paul,  strange  to  ny, 
assistance,  but  on  the  contrar 
plored  him  to  desist.  But  Wa 
flash  of  lightning,  had  seen  the 
ing  burst  from  the  robber's  bag^ 

the  ground,  was  in  no  mood  to 
an  unreasonable  demand,  and 
unyielding  perseverance  to  drag 
culprit  towards  the  prison. 
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loog^  loud  ahoats  from  a  street  which  they  had 
giadaally  approached ;  the  steps  of  men  came 
nfodly  towards  them^  Michael  renewed  his  calls 
for  assistance^  and  in  a  few  seconds^  Walther 
received  a  tremendous  blow  across  the  shoulders 
finom  the  quarter  staff  of  one  of  the  party^  who 
by  his  voioe»  he  had  ahready  recognized  to  be 
Cari  Staffer. 

**  Here,  my  firiend/'  exclaimed  the  delighted 
Graaf,  to  this  unexpected  assistant,  "  let  not 
this  scoundrel  escape ;  he  has  plundered  the 
treasury  —  I  caught  him  in  the  act.  He 
threatened  my  life — I  have  struggled  long,  my 
strength  was  well  nigh  exhausted,  but  thank 
Heaven  he  cannot  now  escape  the  headsman !" 

**  He  lies  !"  exclaimed  the  indignant  moun- 
taineer, who  surrounded  and  secured  by 
Staffsr  and  his  companions,  stood  for  a  moment 
bewildered  by  this  unexpected  accusation,  "  it 
is  he  himself  who  is  the  robber." 

"  A  likely  story  truly,"  cried  the  half  drunken 
fanner  with  a  brutal  laugh. 
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"  But  one  to  the  truth  of  which  I  am 
to  swear,"  cried  Father  Paul  in  a  voice  that 
struck     terror     into     the    heart    of    Mi 
Graa£ 

"  And  who  are  you  pray,  whose  oath 
important  ?"  asked  StalTer  sarcastically 

*'  Father  Paul!"  was  the  Hermit's  1: 
reply,  and  he  nhom  he  addressed  was  the  only 
man  there,  not  awed  by  this  aonounccment. 
But  Staffer's  strong  potations  had  greatly  be- 
wildered his  faculties,  and  he  answered  the 
Holy  man  only  by  a  shout  of  ridicule  and 
dc  Ranee. 

"  I  myself  arrested  Michael  Graaf,  this 
night,"  continued  the  Hermit  addressing  those 
lu^und,  "  coming  heavUy  laden  from  the  trea- 
sury. I  knew  it  was  not  his  first  aecret  visit, 
niid  that  he  hnd  already  applied  the  public  gold 
to  liis  own  puriwses,  and  1  strove  to  secure  him 
with  his  booty.  I  was  too  old,  and  weak,  and 
this  young  man  came  to  my  assistance 
"  It  is  a  plot  between  themj 
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cried  llidiad  eagcriy.    ''Seaich  me — not  a 
maffm  emm  will  be  fiNind  npoo  me." 

*  tt  dmfc  ii  9MJ  evidcnoe  of  iaDooeoce, 
Mnfc  ne  litewiw  P  eiddmed  Walther. 

A  thoa^kt  of  intenee  agony  flatbed  on  the 
mind  of  Fatber  Panl  I  but  it  was  too  kte. 
Boih  tbe  priaooen  bad  flongaaide  their  mantles. 
Staffer  and  bis  half  drunken  oompanions 
bnraatigating  the  contents  of  their  pockets. 

On  die  pcnon  of  Graa^  as  be  bad  asserted, 
not  m  coin  of  any  deacription  was  discovered, 
but  in  Waltber's  irarse,  to  the  horror  of  the 
Solitaiiyy  were  foond  the  Lotus  he  had  himself 
ghcn  bim  the  preceding  morning.  CoDTinoed 
in  bia  own  mind,  whence  they  had  been  origi* 
nally  taken,  be  fielt  with  horror,  ahnost  mad- 
deniag^  the  firightful  consequences  their 
poaeeaaion  must  in  all  probability  entail  upon 
Waltber.  GbuUy  would  he  have  seized  them 
bad  it  been  possible,  but  as  they  were  then 
sifmtfed,  he  felt  the  attempt  would  only  con- 
firm the  accusations  of  their  enemies, 
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Michael  Graaf  had  likewise  caught  u  glimpse 
of  the  gold,  and  with  exultation  surpassing 
words,  he  instantly  recognised,  and  swore  it 
was  part  of  the  public  money,  that  had  been  iu 
the  treasury  above  a  century. 

Walther  was  confounded.  He  feared'^ 
injure  Father  Paul,  and  uttered  not  a  syllaM 
but  the  Hermit  lost  not  an  instant  in  loudly 
proclaiming,  that  he  himself  had  given  llie 
young  man  the  gold,  having  received  it  I 
Michael  Graaf  only  the  night  before, 
was  in  vain  he  repeated  this  assertion  ;  it  only 
excited  the  ridicule  of  his  half  inebriated 
auditors,  and  Staffer  and  his  eompanions 
clamorously  exulting  iu  their  discovery,  declsred 
the  culprit  must  be  carried  to  prison  without 
delay,  whilst  Michael  Graaf,  freed  hr  his  ready 
artiticc  from  all  immediate  danger,  loudly  u 
them  to  put  their  threats  in  execution. 

"  Madman,  you  know  not  what  you  i 
murmured  the  deep  voice  of  the  Hermit  c 
at  the  Treasurer's  ear,   and  there  was  s 
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thing  so  unexpectedj  so  heart-tbrilling  in  the 
tone,  that  Michael  started  back  with  a  shudder 
of  dismay^  as  if  a  voice  had  spoken  to  him  from 
the  depths  of  the  grave. 

^  Would  you  rather  I  had  brought  the  charge 
against  yourself?'*  he  answered  in  a  low 
whisper^  after  a  moment's  pause. 

'*  Tou  durst  not — and  yet^  Michael,  if  that 
guiltless  young  man  is  your  victim,  the  time 
may  come,  when  his  blood  will  rise  in  blacker 
evidence  against  you,  than  all  your  otlier  sins, 
if  they  were  ten  times  multiplied/* 

"  It  is  you,  not  me,  he  has  to  thank  for  the 
coin  that  will  bring  him  to  the  scafTold/'  re- 
plied the  Treasurer,  with  a  low  chuckle  of 
satisfaction,  and  he  turned  to  follow  the  prisoner 
and  his  escort,  who  were  already  some  distance 
in  advance. 

"  Villain  !  you  forget  there  is  more  in  my 
cavern,^  muttered  the  Hermit,  still  keeping 
close  at  his  side,"  and  I  warn  you,  if  you  do 
but  injure  a  hair  of  his  head,  the  tortures  of 
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the  rack  will  be  as  nothing  to  the  punishment 
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with  which  I  will  avenge  his  sufFeringa  upon 
thee,"  and  with  these  portentouB  words  this 
mysterious  being  strode  nwiiy,  and  was  lost 
the  darkness. 

For  a  brief  space  the  courage  of  the 
Treasurer  utterly  forsook  him.  Terrified 
bewildered  by  the  intricate  web  in  which  he 
had  involved  himself,  he  hesitated  to  pursue  his 
infamous  advantage,  to  what  be  knew  must  be 
the  inevitable  disgrace  and  ruin  of  a  fellow 
creature ; — but  he  saw  no  means  of  receding 
without  exposing  his  own  guilt,  and  rather 
exulting  that  he  had  found  a  way  to  give  pain 
to  Father  Paul,  than  dismayed  by  hia  warnings, 
he  hastily  d(;termincd  to  persevere  at  all  hazards, 
and  make  the  most  of  an  accusation  that  his 
ready  wit  had  so  expediently  suggested  to  bim. 

He  still  henrd  the  voices  of  Sta3Vr  and  his 
companions  in  the  distance,  and  convinced  faa_ 
could  readily  overtake  them,  he  relumed 
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did  «is  to  tecim  the  gold  and  the  lantern  h» 
had  cast  from  him  in  the  firay. 

But  though  he  well  remembered  the  spot, 
■nd  the  moon  ahone  full  and  bright  when  he 
readied  it,  not  a  trace  of  either  could  he  find, 
and  after  a  rain  and  anxious  search,  he  was 
esmpeUed  to  depart  without  the  wages  for 
vhieh  be  had  that  night  plunged  so  deeply 
into  the  slough  of  iniquity.  When  he  overtook 
Us  unfortunate  victim  and  the  rest  of  the 
party,  they  were  already  near  the  gates  of  the 
prison. 

.  The  thunder  had  subsided,  but  the  rain  fell 

io  torrents,  and  as  these  idle  wassaillers  alter* 

nately  thundered  against  the  gates  of  the  old 

building  for  admission,  and  murmured  at  the 

ill  luck  of  being  abroad  on  such  a  night,  none 

thooght  for  an  instant  of  the  terrible  position 

of  the  youth  they  were  so  eager  to  deliver  to 

csptivity  and  death ;  not  one,  amidst  his  own 

idfish  annoyance,  at  so  transient  an  incon- 
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venience,  (;avc  one  moment's  sympathy  to  tbor 
captive. 

Yet  the  agony  of  Walther,  as  with  a  sinking 
heart  he  gazed  on  those  old  walls  he  had  never 
expected  to  enter,  was  aiich  as  few  men  arc 
ever  doomed  to  aufier.  His  horror  of  captivity 
was  great,  for  the  mountain  and  the  free  wide 
air  had  been  his  home  from  childhood,  and  he 
shrunk  from  the  idea  of  a  prison  cell,  as  from  a 
living  grave.  But  the  imputation  under  which 
he  lay  weighed  yet  heavier  on  hia  soul ;  he 
would  have  preferred  death  to  disgrace,  yet  he 
saw  no  hope  of  disproving  the  infamous  accu- 
sations of  his  powerful  enemy;  notagteam. 
He  thought  of  Justine  ;  of  her  wretchedness, 
and  her  despair  when  his  fate  should  become 
known  to  her ;  but  even  in  this  terrible  moment 
it  consoled  and  supported  him,  to  think  that 
she  at  least  would  believe  him  innocent,  « 
ever  cnight  be  the  result. 

The  goaler,  at  length  aroustd  from  hia  i 
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vibtmd  the  priton  door^  and  Staffer  con- 
liiaedly  repeating  the  charges  againstthecaptive, 
delivered  him  into  his  custod j.  Walther  made 
•a  fcaistance^  but  with  a  deep  sigh  he  turned  to 
look  ooce  more  on  the  wide  expanse  of  heaven. 
Tbft  douda  were  broken  and  dispersed^  and 
the  moon  silvering  the  edges  of  the  wild 
faitntic  masses^  where  the  storm  still  flashed 
t%r  off,  shone  with  unshadowed  radiance  over 
the  li^h  amnmits  of  his  own  native  mountain, 
and  the  remembrance  of  his  mother,  and  poor 
WntEf  brought  tears  of  sorrow  into  his  eyes. 

In  another  moment  the  closing  gate  shut 
out  the  beautiful  spectacle,  and  he  was  left 
akme  with  •  the  goaler,  to  be  led  through  the 
dark  and  dreary  passages,  to  the  gloomy  cell 
where  he  was  to  await  the  decision  of  the  city 
judges  on  the  charges  brought  against  him. 

Michael  Graaf  from  a  distance  had  watched 
the  whole  of  these  proceedings,  though  he 
cautiously  forbore  to  take  any  part  in  them, 
and  as  soon  as  he  was  assured  that  Staffer  and 
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his  companiona  had  returned  to  their  pipce  %bA 
their  bottle,  he  pi^ceeded  with  rapid  steps  to 
his  own  dwelling. 

The  thoughts  that  haunted  him  there, during 
the  remainder  of  the  night,  sufficed  to  banisli 
sleep,  but  instead  of  tracing  his  aufibriags  to 
their  real  causes,  h\a  early  crimes  and  gro^ 
selfishness,  he  laid  the  whole  blame  on  Jui 
and  his  weakness  in  yieLding  to  her  euti 
which  had  driven  him  to  supply  the  want  of 
Stifibr'a  money,  by  a  disgraeeful  robbery. 

He  remembered  with  horror  the  oiysteriott* 
warnings  of  the  Uei'niit,the  wildest  conjectures 
as  to  their  import  distracted  his  braia;  but  none 
were  near  the  truth,  nor  had  he  any  clue  to 
j;uidc  his  surmises ;  though  at  times  he  half 
resolved  to  seek  another  interview  «iih  this 
mysterious  being,  his  courage  quickly  fuilci 
and  then  his  thoughts  wandered  from  the 
to  the  future. 

He  had  no  personal  enmity   against   Wall 
Stanz,  more  than   as  the  ioviT  of  Justine, 
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ifatt  WM  feeble^  oomptred  to  the  evil  he  had 
abcadj  inflicted  on  Um^  yet  he  deeiij  saw, 
and  aaw  it  with  infinite  horror^  thai  the  (acts 
iriiidi  in  aetf-defence  he  must  awear  againat  him 
would  inevitablj  bring  him  to  the  acaffold. 

Litde  had  he  Ibreaeen  that  murder  would  be 
fhe  raanlt  of  the  long  eourae  of  petty  crime  by 
^idi  he  had  worked  lua  way  to  affluence  and 
power^  or  at  the  fint  atep  in  guilty  that  fatal 
tat  of  aome  men'a  destiny^  he  would  at  once 
md  finr  ever  have  started  back  from  the  gulph 
flf  temptation. 

But  it  was  now  too  late,  and  the  slave  of  his 
own  ains,  he  was  every  moment  hurried  to  the 
eommisaion  of  enormities^  from  which,  in  the 
ailent  moments  of  reflection,  his  better  nature 
whrunk  bade,  bewildered  and  appalled. 


END   OF   V  )L.    I. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


"  A  kind  aad  gentle  cooDfellor  u  this 
(hie  who  pours  balm  into  a  wounded  soul. 
And  mitigates  the  griefr  be  cannot  heal.** 

SOCTUEY.    RODKftlCK. 


^"^  tumult  in  the  bosom  of  Father  Paul  vhen 
^  Parted  from  Michael  Graaf^  and  strode  with 
^'^^  steps  through  the  storm^  was  wild  and 
^'''K^^^erDable.  In  his  lonely  cavern  the  ancho- 
l)ad  for  years  believed  himself  a  Stoic  ;  in 
absence  of  excitement^  he  imagined  that 
^tby  and  indifference^  had  come  with  age  to 
^^  his  sympathy  with  human  suffering,  and 
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to  quench  the  vivid  flames  of  paBBion  and  of 
feeling  in  his  worn  out  heart ;  hut  imaginatioQ 
had  deluded  him. 

No  man  knons  the  strength  of  hU  love,  tiH 
its  object  is  taken  from  him,  nor  the  powen  of 
his  own  soul  till  they  are  called  into  action. 

Whilst  before  the  altar  of  his  God,  this  en- 
thusiastic being  had  devoted  his  aSections  to 
heaven,  his  early  passion  for  the  unfortunate 
Clarice  still  burnt  unquenched  in  his  bosom — 
less  fiercely  than  when  first  kindled,  hut  like  a 
distant  fire,  tinging  every  object  of  his  life  with 
its  undying  [>low ;  and  the  tenderness  be  had 
felt  for  Wahher  Stanz  when  a  child,  had 
deepened  with  years,  till  he  now  bore  bim  all  a 
father's  love. 

That  night  for  the  first  time  he  became  fully 
aware  of  the  force  of  this  attachment,  and  that 
night,  when  he  bcbeld  bini  exposed  to  infamy 
and  death,  he  for  the  first  time  knew  how  en* 
tirely  his  own  peace  of  mind  depended  oti  his 
welfare. 
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Yet  eren  amidst  hit  sonow,  and  it  was  veiy 
grcaty  there  was  a  rapture  in  his  deep  emotion^ 
and  thoogh  at  one  moment  he  brushed  the 
teittrs  firom  his  eyes  with  a  sensation  of  shame 
ait  Ilia  agitation,  the  next  he  exulted  that  soli- 
tude had  not  yet  deadened  in  his  heart,  the 
lioblest  and  best  feelings  of  humanity.  It 
as  if  the  voice  of  heaven  whispered  to 
soul,  that  in  this  moment  of  weakness,  he 
a  better  and  a  wiser  man,  than  during  all 
long  years  of  stem  composure,  during 
^liich  he   had  striven   to  wean  himself  from 


Bat  even  his  love  for  Walthcr  Stanz,  could 
■aotmake  him  forego  the  punishment  of  Michael 
Gnaf.  He  doubted  not,  that  by  giving  up 
"Vergani's  receipt,  without  further  prosecuting 
'^  claims  against  him,  he  might  purchase  the 
^'lUig  man's  liberation,  but  he  determined  to 
^'•^y  by  every  other  means  in  his  power  the 
*^*^mplishment  of  this  desirable  result,  before 
"^  bmniliated  himself  to  ask  a  favour  from  the 
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Treasurer  ;  and  moreover  be  fd:  tbst  for  ^ 
ther's  future  welfare  and  boneiU  reputation  in 
life,  it  was  absolute!/  necessary  to  procure  hu 
honourable  acquittal  by  public  and  indisputa- 
ble evidence,  of  his  entire  innocence  of  the 
robbery  of  which  he  was  accused. 

To  save  his  life  he  felt  was  of  Uttle  conse- 
quence,  if  bis  cbaracter  were  blasted  ;  be  bad 
striven  as  far  as  was  in  his  power,  to  make  bint 
all  tbat  nas  good  aud  great,  and  he  resolved 
rather  to  let  him  die,  (ban  tamely  to  purchase 
his  dishonour,  with  the  very  money  he  bad 
claimed  for  bis  benefit. 

In  truth  it  was  for  Walther  only  that  Father 
Paul  had  sought  to  wring  itie  ten  tliousand 
Florins  from  Michael  Graaf ;  he  had  bimsetf 
DO  need  of  gold,  but  be  knew  the  worid 
aufGciently,  to  be  convinced,  ttt&t  it  was  abso- 
lutely necessary  lo  procure  for  this  young  man 
a  place  in  society,  suitable  to  the  education  he 
had  given  him,  and  to  remove  ibe  obstacle  Us 
poverty  opposed  to  his  marnogr  with  Justine. 
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He  himself  had  once  loved — aged  and  lonel  v 
as  he  was,  he  still  loved,  and  the  remembrance 
of  all  he  had  suffered  from  love's  bitter  disap- 
pointment,  combined  with  certain  mysterious 
feelings  engendered  bv  solitude,  and  amounting 
Alt  times  to  superstitious  delusion,  and  a  per- 
RQasion  of  having  unearthly  commands  and  un- 
earthly wishes  to  fulfil,  made  him  earnestly  par- 
ticipate in  the  success  of  \Valther*s  attachment 
to  Justine,  whom  he  justly  believed,  in  spite  of 
lier  relationship  to  the  Treasurer,  to  be  \vortljy 
of  his  most  devoted  attachment. 

Action  is  absolute! v  neoessarv  for  health  of 

iiund,  as  well  as  body,  and  with  the  necessity 

fc  activity,  all  the  early  powers  of  Father  Paul 

'^t  forth  with  renewed  \'igoar,  and  instead 

^heing  dismayed    by  the   adverse   events  of 

^c  night,  after  their  first  stunning  effects  had 

^'^'^^ed,  he  was  aroused  to  look  more  widely 

^''^Und  him   in  search  of  means  to  effect  the 

***^mtion  of  Walther,  and  to  secure  his  ulti- 

°^^tc  prosperity. 


He  detennined  not  to  leave  the  city  in  hia 
present  uocertainty  as  to  his  fate.  With  Hans 
he  was  sure  to  find  shelter  for  the  night,  and 
highly  incensed  against  him  for  his  cowardly 
desertion,  at  the  moment  of  danger,  and  eager 
to  give  expression  to  his  indignation,  he 
speedily  resolved  to  return  at  once  to  his 
dwelling. 

A  light,  as  he  approached  it,  was  glimmering 
from  the  httle  casement,  deeply  sealed  in  the 
old  stone  wall,  but  the  cellar  beneath  was  so 
E  intensely  dark,  that  with  no  small  dJfScalty  he 

li  found  his  way  to  the  wooden  staircase  at  the 

^  further  end  of  it.     As  he  slowly  groped   hia 

H  way  to  the  upper  stor>-,  he  was  surprised  to 

■  hear  voices  from  (he  chamber  he  approached, 

■  and  never  placing  entire  reliance  on  the  fideUty 
B  of  the  tailor,  even  though  he  was  the  brother 
I  of  the  faithful  and  devoted  L,ena,  he  paused  to 
H  listen  ere  he  advanced  further.  But  though 
H  he  stood  for  nearly  five  minutes,  he  heard  only 
H               the  voice  of  Hana  uttering  broken  exclamattODa 
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^t  iDten'als,  to  which  no  ana\Ycr  was  returned, 
till  convinced  that  he  was  alone,  the  Hermit 
poshed  open  the  door  and  entered  without 
fiuther  hesitation. 

A  few  wood  embers  still  smouldered  on  the 
heartily  and  a  single  rushlight  shed  its  feeble 
nijt  over  the  humble  room,  disclosing  to 
Father  Paul  a  spectacle  that  filled  him  with 
smazement,  and  displaying  to  the  terrified 
Haas,  the  awful  figure  of  the  Solitary,  as  with 
*tea  and  lowering  brow,  he  paused  for  an 
^i>itint  on  the  threshold,  to  regard  with  curi- 

*^  and  surprise  the  occupation  of  the  little 
tailor. 

Be  was  kneeling  at  the  side  of  a  low  pallet, 

^^^  occupied  a  comer  of  the  chamber  between 

^^  door  and  the  window,  chafing  the  hands  of 

^female,  who  apparently  insensible  lay  stretched 

^U  this  humble  bed. 

It  was  Justine. 

Her  hat  was  thrown  aside — her  long  hair 
perfectly  saturated  with  wet,  fell  in  disorder 
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around  her — hfr  eyes  were  dosed,  but  tears 
hung  on  her  pale  cheeks,  like  dew  oQ  marble, 
as  her  beautiful  head  parti;  drooped  from  the 
pillow  intended  to  support  it ;  one  lifeless 
hand  lay  upon  her  bosom,  the  other  rested  ua- 
conscioualy  between  the  fingers  of  Hans,  who 
terrifiedby  the  length  of  herswoon,  vainly  strove 
by  friction  to  restore  its  suspended  circulation. 

"  Father  Paul,  I  rejoice  to  see  you,  for  here 
is  urgent  need  of  your  skill,"  said  the  tittle 
man,  when  the  momentary  pause  of  the 
Hermit  had  afforded  him  time  to  collect  his 
scattered  faculties,  and  assume  a  tranquillity  he 
(lid  not  feel. 

"  Has  she  been  long  thus?"  inquired  the 
Solitary',  from  whom  the  sight  of  Justine,  in 
such  a  position,  for  the  moment  banished  the 
remetnbrance  of  his  anger  against  his  i 
nificant  host. 

"  I  met  her  when  I  ran  from  you  ta  sed 
of  assistance  to  arrest  Michael  Graaf,"  retumeJ 
Hans,  adroitly  putting  the  best  face  he  could 
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on  his  cowardice^  ''  and  she  had  no  sooner 
heard  of  her  uncle's  guilt,  and  seen  Walt  her 
rush  off  to  help  you  to  secure  him,  than  i^  ith  a 
shrill  cry  she  fell  like  a  lifeless  creature  to  the 
ground.  Truly  it  grieves  me  to  sec  how  her 
damask  kirtle  is  stained  with  mud,  but  even  if 
she  had  given  me  warning,  I  could  not  have 
prevented  her  fall,  for  she  is  taller  than  I  am 
by  a  quarter  of  an  ell  at  le&st." 

"  Coward  !'*  returned  Styger,  in  a  low  stern 
Toice,  **  this  is  only  a  small  item  of  the  iii- 
calculable  mischief  you  have  wrought  this 
night/' 

'^  In  truth  I  have  done  nothing  in  the 
matter,  but  bring  the  maiden  here  with  in- 
finite puins  and  difficulty,  at  the  expence  of  my 
doublet,    which    split    in    the   arm-hole,  just 


99 


"  Peace  varlec !"  cried  the  Hermit  in  a  louder 

tone,  ^*  you  know  your  guilt  as  well  as  I  do ; 

jfou  know   I  gave  you  an  absolute  command 

that  Walther  Stanz  should  not  be  involved  in 
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this  eDterpriae ;  yet  in  open  defiance  of  aj 
warning,  you  sent  him  at  the  verj'  moment  of 
peril,  to  face  the  danger  you  fled  from.  This 
is  one  consequence,"  he  added,  taking  the  cold 
damp  hand  of  Justine  in  his,  and  pvcsslng  his 
fingers  on  the  slowly  returning  pulse,  "  there 
are  others  you  will  probably  have  cause  to 
lament,  lo  the  latest  moment  of  your  wretched 
life." 

"  Is  the  Treasurer  secured  r"  demanded  the 
tulor  in  tremulous  accents,  without  making 
olherreply  to  the  Hermit's  angry  invective". 

"  Inquire  rather  after  Walther  Stanz,  the 
noble  youth  whom  you  sent  like  a  lamb  lo  the 
slaughter.  Oh,  base  selfishness,  that  heeds  not 
what  ills  it  piles  upon  the  head  of  others,  pn>- 
vided  it  can  itself  escape  unscathed.  Worth- 
less things  live  long,  and  truly  a  paltry  ex- 
istence Uke  thine,  was  a  precious  possession, 
lo  secure  at  the  expense  of  such  a  life  as  chat 
of  Walther  SUnz  I" 

"  A   worm   takes  no  more  pleasure  in  dying 
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^lian  an  eagle^'^  said  the  little  man^  but  the 
^remainder  of  his  speech,  whatever  he  intended 
At  to  be,  was  put  a  stop  to  by  Justine  half 
xwaing  her  head  from  the  pillow,  and  murmur* 
iog  in  scarcely  articulate  accents,  as  she  gazed 
liewildered  around  her,  '^  Walt  her  Stanz?  who 
apoke  of  Walther  Stanz  ?  call  him  back ;  oh, 
trail  him  hither,  for  I  cannot — ^* 

Again  she  sunk  down  on  the  pillow,  and  her 
long  dark  lashes  bedewed  with  tears,  again 
rested  on  her  colourless  cheeks.  When  her 
eyes,  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  minutes,  once 
more  unclosed,  they  were  raised  with  a  vacant 
look  of  inquiry  and  amazement  on  Father 
Paul.  Ere  limg  she  evidently  recogni>ied  him, 
and  seizing  both  his  hands  in  hers,  she  im- 
plored him  to  bring  Walther  to  her. 

'^  He  will  return  at  sunrise,''  murmured  the 
Hermit,  in  a  soft  voice  of  compassionate  ten- 
demess. 

«  Will  he  ?'*  she  rejoined ;  *'  then  I  will 
wait  patiently,''  and  with  a  sweet  and  placid 
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smile,  she  again  lay  donn,  and  taming  itx 
bead  away,  in  less  than  five  minutes  her  soft 
breathing  told  that  she  had  aunk  into  a  deep, 
calm  sleep. 

Father  Paul  then  whispered  to  his  com- 
panion, that  as  she  would  probably  remain  at 
rest  till  morning,  they  likewise  had  better 
seek  repose.  The  tailor  had  not  a  second 
bed  to  offer,  but  the  Hermit  had  no  need  of 
such  accommodation,  and  whilst  Hans  de- 
posited himself  in  a  cupboard  full  of  shavings, 
he  lay  down  on  the  floor,  and  witb  a  block  of 
wood  for  hia  pillow,  soon  foi^ot  all  the  hur- 
ried events  of  the  ni^rht  in  profound  repose. 

At  mom  he  was  aroused  by  the  sunbeams 
tailing  through  the  little  casement  on  bis  face, 
and  when  he  started  up,  he  iras  greatly  sur- 
prised to  see  that  Justine  had  already  arisen, 
and  having  unfastened  the  casement,  lent  foiw 
ward,  that  the  coo!  air  might  blow  upon  her 
burning  brow. 

At  the  Brst  movement  of  ihe   Hermit,  she 
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t:umed  anxiously  round,  and  without  appear- 
ing to  heed  her  own  strange  position,  de« 
nanded  if  he  could  give  her  any  intelligence  of 
'Walthcr. 

^Oh,  Father  Paul,  what  evil  has  befallen 
liim?^  she  wildly  added,  when  she  saw  the 
agitated  expression  of   the  old  man's  coun- 
tenance, who  scarcely  knew  how  to  reply  to 
this  sudden  demand,  "  they  have  not   mur- 
dered him  ?'* 

"  Compose  yourself,  my  poor  child,"  said 
Styger,  **  he  is  alive  and  unharmed.'* 
"  And  my  uncle  ?' 

^  Is  asleep  in  his  own  bed,  to  the  best  of  my 
knowledge/' 

•'And  the  charges  against  him  are  false? 
Oh,  tell  me  so  at  once.  Father  Paul,  for  yon 
know  not  what  I  have  suffered.  I  have  had 
wild  and  horrible  dreams." 

"  Time  will  show,"  was  the  Hermit's  laconic 
reply. 

Is  it  possible  you  believe  him  guilty?" 
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cried  the  agitated  ^1?  "  Can  it  be  p(»siN 
is  so  lost?" 

"  He  has  added   a  yet  blacker  si 
robbery,''  added  the  old  man  ;  "  he  has  accused, 
and  caused  Walther  Stanz  to  be  arrested  bj^ 
the  crime  of  which  he  is  himself  gxiitty."      ^^^ 

"  Father  Paul,  uhat  mean  you  ?"  ^^| 

"  I  mean,  that  when  Staffer  came  at  his 
cries  he  declared  that  not  he,  but  the  yoang 
mountaineer  had  robbed  the  Treasury.  Certain 
stolen  coins,  of  which  I  cannot  now  giw  you 
the  history,  were  found  in  Walther'a  purse, 
and  gave  such  conErmation  to  the  tale,  that  the 
youth's  protestations  and  my  testimony  were 
alike  unavailing,  and  he  is  committed  to  the 
city  prison." 

"  But  did   my   uncle   know   he   was  i 
cent?" 

"  He  knew  that  he  himself  alone  was  guj 
was  the  Hermit's  caustic  reply. 

"  Can  any  human  being  be  so  wicked  I" 
claimed  Justine  simply. 
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M'hen  you  have  lived  as  long  as  I  have 
■"siden,"  said  her  companion,  with  a  bitter 
*mile,  "  you  will  know  better,  how  the  love  of 
gold  blackens  the  whole  mind,  as  certain  poi- 
aons  do  the  body." 

"  But  my  uncle  has  not  a  cruel  heart,"  said 
***€  girlj  "  and  when  he  has  turned  all  BUBpi> 
*^n  from  himBelf,  he  will  doubtless  contrive 
***  let  Walther  cBcape." 

*'  He  was  a  fool  to  forget,  that  there  is  other 
^^idence,"  returned  the  Solitary,  "  and  that 
^**Dy  must  be  silenced,  ere  he  is  secure." 

*'  Ay,  truly,"  said  Hans,  who  had  now  arisen 

l^ere  is  the  bag  of  gold  he  let  fall  in  the  fray, 

^*    >:ortb  fifty  witnesae.i,  and   here   is   his  own 

^*k  lantern,  to  throw  more  light  on  the  sub- 

'^it  than  he  will  think  quite  acceptable." 

•'  Ha !"  exclaimed  Father  Paul,  when  he 
■^lield  these  important  evidences  of  Michael's 
■*-iilt  in  the  hands  of  the  tailor,  "  where  found 
■o«j  these?" 

"  The  Treasurer  threw   them   away   in  the 
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scjffle,"  he  replied,  "^nd  I  picked  them  ui^ 
as  1  thought  they  were  goods  too  precious  lo 
be  left  in  the  highwaj." 

"  This  ia  indeed  important,"  said  tha  1 
rait, "  and  however  comipt  may  be  our  judgf 
they  cannot  sureljr  sacrifice  the  ionocettl, 
defiance  of  such  powerful  evidence ;  i 
though  the  accuser  be  ooc  of  their 
fraternity." 

"  Oh,  Father  Paul,"  cried  Justine,  vho  I 
hitherto  appeared  stunned  and  bewildered  I 
the   strange   tidings  she   had  heard,   "  surety" 
there  must  he  some  way  to  save  Walther,  with- 
out   bringing     my    uncle     to     disgrace    and 
death." 

"  Maiden,"  said  the  Hermit,  with  even  more 
thim  his  usual  solemn  enthusiasm,  "justice  is 
from  the  Lord,  and  it  bcBts  not  weak  mortals 
to  allow  human  afTuctiuiia  to  step  between  tJie 
guilty  and  their  punishment.  If  the  pure  and 
gentle  were  to  shield  the  wicked  from  the 
sword  of  judgment,  the  world  would  ere  long  be 
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a  den  of  thieves^  where  the  feeble  would  be 
mt  the  meit^-of  the  spoiler.^ 

^  But  though  my  unde  may  have  erred  in 
m  moment  of  weakness,  he  cannot  be  so  guilty 
ms  you  imagine,''  she  persisted. 

**  Poor  child !  the  extent  of  his  crimes  is  far 
beyond  the  calculation  of  an  innocent  mind 
like  thine,"  returned  Styger,  '^  and  may  it  erer 
be  so '/' 

"  Of  all  that  I  know  nothing/'  said  Justine 
who  in  truth  believed  Father  Paul  was  labour* 
ing  under  some  strange  delusion,  ^*  but  to  my 
certain  knowledge,  he  has  a  kind  heart,  and 
when  I  prove  to  him  that  Walther  could  not 
last  night  have  robbed  the  treasury,  as  we  were 
talking  peaceably  under  the  ol3  church  wall,  at 
the  very  moment  he  is  charged  with  having 
done  so,  I  feel  certain  he  will  obtain  an  im- 
mediate order  for  his  release." 

^  And  can  you  swear  this  ?"  demanded  the 
Hermit  eagerly. 

<^  1  can  !*'  said  the  maiden  blushing  deeply 
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for  it  w&s  with  great  paia  she  made  the  coafe*- 
sion,  "  and  moreover,  whatever  evil  tongues 
may  say,  I  am  ready  to  swear  it  in  open  court, 
if  it  can  profit  Waliher." 

"  It  may  save  bia  life,'"  was  the  laconic  reply. 

"But  in  truth,"  continued  the  girl  with 
modest  confusion,  "  1  would  rather  aay  it  to 
my  uncle  in  private,  than  before  all  the  city 
magistrates,  so  if  you  think  it  will  have  such 
weight,  I  will  go  to  him  directly,  and  tell  him 
that  I,  and  1  only,  am  to  blame,  for  Walther's 
being  within  the  city  walls  last  night, 

"  You  had  better  tell  him  hkewise,"  said 
tailor,  with  a  significant  nod,  "  that  we 
his  own  lantern.  You  need  not  mention  my 
name,  nor  say  any  thing  about  the  money,  at 
present,  but  if  the  worst  comes  to  the  worst,  I 
can  swear  to  a  few  odd  circumstanceG,  as  well 
as  you,  or  Father  PauL"  ^| 

The  first  wish  of  the  Hermit  was  to  |H 
Wallhcr  Stanz  at  liberty,  and  exonerated  from 
the  disgraceful  charges,    Michael   Graaf  had 
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hmi  bnioglit  i^iinst  him^  and  if  Justioe's 
intereeasion  could  eSoct  this,  he  felt  a  great 
advantage  would  be  gained ;  he  readil j  there- 
fore agreed  to  her  making  the  attempt  she 
prcqwaed,  and  as  soon  as  she  judged  that  the 
household  of  Michael  Graaf  was  astir,  she 
hastened  to  return  thither. 

Bat  though  the  po<v  giii  ventured  with  such 
qiparent  courage  to  advocate  the  cause  of  the 
i^pressed^  it  was  with  mingled  feelings  of  fear 
and  shame,  that  she  approached  her  uncle's 
dwelling.  Little  had  she  imagined  when  she 
left  it,  that  she  should  be  compelled  to  remain 
abroad  the  whole  night,  or  even  Walther^s 
request  would  have  fiuled  to  induce  her  to  ven- 
ture forth  at  such  an  hour.  But  repentance 
was  vain,  and  her  only  hope  now  was  to  be  able 
to  regain  her  own  chamber,  before  Dame  Ba- 
bette,  or  any  of  the  household,  had  discovered 
her  absence.  This  she  fortunately  accomplish- 
ed. Her  uncle  she  was  sure  could  have  no  sus- 
picion of  her  having  been  abroad,  for  as  he  left 
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the  door  upon  the  lalch,  bo  he  found  it  when 
he  returned — but  to  him  she  felt  with  deep 
anxiety  the  whole  story  must  be  revealed. 

"  Yet  why  should  I  be  ashamed, "she  thought; 
"  I  am  innocent,  and  I  ought  rather  to  rejoice 
than  grieve  at  my  humiliation,  if  Walther,  by 
this  means,  cud  he  rescued  from  disgrace,  and 
perhaps  even  deatli  1"  ^^| 

Strengthened  by  this  consideration,  8he-4^H 
longer  shrunk  from  making  the  necessary  con- 
fession to  her  uncle.  The  fact  of  having  gone 
secretly  to  meet  a  lover  he  had  commanded  her 
to  discard,  appeared  so  insigniticaui,  when  com- 
pared with  Walther's  danger,  that  she  forgot 
the  probability  of  its  exciting  his  violent  dis- 
pleasure, and  hoping  all  things,  she  awaited 
with  infinite  impatience  for  the  appearance  of 
the  Treasurer. 

Thus  it  ever  is,  that  woman,  the  most  timid 
and  cautious  of  created  beings,  forgets  her  fears 
when  the  safety  of  those  she  loves  is  at  stake, 
and  utterly  heedless  of  self,  and  all  the  world 
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contains  except  this  cherished  object^  encoun- 

^•ers  disgrace^  and  poverty^  and  even  death  with 
^uiwaveiing  resolution. 

But  though  Justine  for  the  first  time  in  her 
life  had  no  dread  of  her  uncle's  wrath^  she  felt 
^  strong  reluctance  to  betraj,  even  to  him^  the 
deep  interest  she  took  in  Walther^s  fate. 

^  But  this  is  folly !"  she  thought.  "  We  have 
plighted  our  vows^  and  why  should  I  be  asha- 
med to  confess  he  is  dearer  to  me  than  all  the 
world  beside.    When  Father  Paul  told  us  to 
stand  by  one  another,  how  little  did  I  dream 
the  hour  was  so  near,  when  he  would  have  such 
urgent  need  of  my  feeble  help.     I  would  not 
hesitate  to  lay  down  my  life  for  him,  and  I  will 
ao  longer  shrink  from  acknowledging  my  love." 
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CHAPTER   II. 


'*  My  advocation  is  not  now  in  tune ; 
What  I  can  do»  I  will ;  and  more  I  will 
Than  for  myself  I  dare :  let  that  suffice  you.'* 

Shak£8peau*b  Othello. 


Michael  Graaf  at  length  arose  from  his  uneasy 
couch^  and  no  sooner  had  he  descended  to  the 
breakfast  room^  than  Justine  followed  him 
thither.  With  apparent  composure  she  entered 
his  presence^  but  her  heart  beat  wildly^  for  she 
felt  that  the  fate  of  Walthcr  Stanz  would  in  a 
few  brief  moments  be  decided. 

Anxious  to  discover  by  his  looks  if  his  tern- 
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per  WIS  prcqpitious^  she  had  no  sooner  closed 
the  do<»  of  the  iqpnrtment»  where  he  sat  with  a 
cap  of  ooffise  on  the  table  before  him,  than  she 
gUf"^*^  with  harried  perturbation  at  his  oocnte- 
nance.  She  absolutely  started  with  dismay, 
when  she  beheld  his  pale  and  haggard  visage, 
where  the  traces  of  guilt  and  remorse  were 
gnnren  in  such  deep  and  legible  characters, 
dial  even  this  inexperienced  girl,  unpractised 
in  all  that  q>pertained  to  crime,  felt  with  full 
eonviction,  the  truth  of  Father  Paul's  disjoin- 
ted accusaUons. 

Till  that  instant  she  had  not  suspected  him 
ef  more  than  petty  sins,  such  as  many  wary 
men  know  how  to  commit  without  coming 
within  the  pale  of  the  law,  but  from  that 
mmnent,  she  experienced  a  sad,  nay  an  awful 
certainty,  that  the  secrets  of  that  soul,  must 
indeed  be  dark,  which  in  one  night  could  leave 
such  ftarfiil  traces.  She  was  unconscious  that 
her  own  worn  countenance  was  scarcely  less 
remarkable,  till  Michael  Graaf  looking  up,  as 
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she  approached,  after  gazing  fixedly  at  her  for 
some  moments,  abruptly  asked  if  she  was  ilL 

Her  cheeks  flushed  instantly,  of  a  crimson 
hue,  as  she  replied,  that  she  had  heard  some- 
thing that  greatly  distressed  hen 

"  And  pray  what  may  that  be  ?^'  enquired 
Graaf,  with  a  sneer,  '^  though  in  good  sooth 
I  be!ieve  it  would  not  be  difficult  to  guesSj 
when  a  girl's  sweetheart  is  sent  to  prison,  for  a 
public  robbery.  Truly  Justine,  your  fiiend 
Walther  seems  to  have  been  deternained  to 
prove  my  w  isdom  iii  commanding  you  to  cut 
all  acquaintance  with  such  a  beggarly  rascal,  by 
the  strongest  argument  in  his  power,  and  as  I 
suppose  by  your  looks  you  have  heard  all^  I 
trust  you  are  now  ready  to  admit,  that  your 
lover  is  as  paltry  a  fellow,  as  I  took  him  for/' 

There  is  a  wonderful  advantage  in  being  the 
first  to  state  a  desperate  case,  and  of  this  Mi- 
chael Graaf,  in  thus  attacking  his  niece,  seemed 
determined  to  avail  himself;  but  he  gained 
nothing  by  it,  for  he  was  no  sooner  silent,  than 
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Justine  calmlv  replied  that  she  hhi 

heard  reports  to  Walther's 

the  did  not  beliere  a  vord  of  ihenL. 

^  Hie  girl  is  mad  I*^  retorsei  the  Trcas^ 
Pctuhntlr,  "  I  tell  voa  1  seized  hl=i  xtvself  iz. 
^  Terr  act.  Coin,  tha:  I  can  svear  lo  as  par: 
tf  the  public  treasure,  was  foux^  ii;  Lis  pocket, 
*Bd  before  I  retomcd  home,  I  saw  him  ^-'tz, 
^  the  goaler  s  bands.  =* 

**  And  when  did  all  this  Lsppet.  rn^ij  I  uk  f 
'"S'^iTed  Jostine,  thouzh  wiic-u:  nL^.irz  L*r 
?^  from  the  groond. 

**  The  minster  clock  struck  midr.izz*  scartfclj 
"^  minutes  before  I  arrested  the  rascal,  a:  the 
'^  door  of  the  Treascrr.'' 

^  That  was  impossible  !"  replied  :L<  ziaiiec 
^ing  ful!  at  h^  uncle,  and  spesLkir.g  in  a  bold 
^  resolute  Toice  that  zt^^'-^j  surJed  ibe 
pnltTman. 

"  What  mean  jou  r**  he  falter. aglj  de- 
mandfd, 

TOL.   II.  c 


il    was    not   Waltlicr   Stanz,   for   he 

standing  at   my    side  under  the    olc 

'  porch,  and  had  not  left  me  for  mo 

quarter  of  an  hour  before  !" 

'^  You  are  surely  dreaming,  Jusi 
turned  Graaf,  with  uncontrollable  ag 

''  I  am  neither  dreaming  now,  i 
then,"  she  rejoined.  "  Both  Waltl 
heard  you  call  wildly  for  assistanc 
afterwards  left  me  for  the  first  time 
meeting.  Again  I  say,  if  the  Tre 
robbed  at  midnight,  it  was  not  b] 
Stanz." 

High  wrought  as  was  the  resolutio 
tine,  in  her  noble  self  devotion,  dis 
moment  made  her  quail,  when  she  1 
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^  when^  as  if  to  conceal  his  agitation,  he  at 
length  passed  his  hand  over  his  moist,  pale 
wm^  it  shook  like  an  aspen  leaf. 

^Shameless  girl/'  he  said  arising  and  leaning 
Us  clenched  hands  on  the  table,  so  as  partly  to 
*<ipport  him,  as  he  bent  forward  and  gazed 
•tcmljr  upon  her,  "  have  you  the  audacity  to 
tdl  me  that,  in  defiance  not  only  of  my  com- 
uunds  but  of  every  rule  of  decency  and  deco- 
itm  befitting  a  modest  maiden  to  hold  sacred, 
yoQ  dared  to  leave  this  house,  and  go  alone  to 
J^Met  this  young  villain,  at  such  an  hour  ?" 

''It  was  wrong,  I  admit !"  answered  the  girl 
'"^ith  unruffled  calmness ;  "  but  as  good  may  re- 
•^iltfrom  it,  I  do  not  bhish  to  confess  to  my 
^i^de  that  I  did  so,  aqd  I  feci  certain^  that  he 
^rejoice  as  much  as  I  do  at  my  disobedience, 
^it  prove  the  means  of  saving  an  innocent  man 
^^  undeserved  punishment  and  disgrace/' 

'^  And  is  this  the  return  for  all  the  breeding 
*  wave  bestowed  upon  you  ?"  exclaimed   Graaf, 
^  fine  story  truly,  for  the  town  to  get  hold  of ! 
c  3 
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uined   for  ever, 


your  character  girl  will  be  i 
this  gets  wing." 

"  I  care  not  1"  returned  Justine,  "  if  it  b^^* 
needful,  I  am  ready  to  swear  to  all  I  have  said  _^ 
in  open  court." 

"  Ha  !"  cried  Michael.  "The  company  jo\m^ 
have  kept  seems  wonderfully  to  have  improvec^^ 
your  modesty  madam,  but  as  you  can  swear  so^ 
miich,  perhaps  you  can  swear  to  the  real  cul-^ 
prit  likewise !" 

Justine  cast  her  eyes  on  the  ground,  hut 
though  she  remained  silent,  her  manner  re- 
doubled the  Treasurer's  anxiety.  He  longed, 
yet  feared  to  question  her  further,  and  whilst 
still  undecided  how  to  renew  a  conversation, 
on  every  word  of  which  such  vital  interests  de- 
pended, Justine  suddenly  advanced  towards 
him.  There  was  a  calm  decision  in  her  man- 
ner, before  which  his  spirit  quailed,  and  with 
uustcady  eye  he  vainly  sought  to  endure  ibe 
searchiug  glance  of  hers,  when  standing  close 
at  his  side,  she  at  length  broke  silence. 
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**  Uncle,"  she  said,  ^  I  am  not  here  merely 

^  confess  a  fault,  and  be  chided  for  it.      I  have 

^^ifie  to  plead  for  the  life   and  liberty  of  an 

^^noccnt  fellow  creature.'' 

^'  For  a  scoundrel,  who   has    turned   your 

OraiQ  with  flattery  and  lies !''  cried  Michael  in 

^  Toioe  of  thunder. 

^  I  confess  I  love  him,  and  I  am  proud  to 

confess  it,  for  he  is  an  honest  man,"  said   the 

girl  as  simply  as  before, ''  but  there  is  no  need  to 

^liscoss  that  matter  at  present.     Had  he  been  a 

'  ^oger  to  me,  I  should  have  held  myself 
^({uilly  bonnd  to  assert  his  innocence,  when  so 
^tirely  convinced  of  it,  as  I  now  am.  But 
tiMmgfa  I  have  spoken  plainly  to  my  uncle,  I 
im  sure  he  would  not  willingly  force  me  to 
nuke  such  disclosures  in  open  court." 
^  If  you  are  bent  on  disgracing  yourself,  how 

can  1  prevent  it,^'   was  the  Treasurer's  surly 

reply. 
«  Rv  at  once  procuring  the  release  of  Wal- 
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"  It  would  be  perfect  uiadaeBs." 

'•  Not  at  all !  your  colleagues  are  eif^^"*'' 
guided  by  your  judgment  in  all  Important  ma  ' '' 
ters,  and  you  have  only  to  say  in  excuse  (c::^^ 
such  an  act,  that  the  evidence  against  h\^:^^ 
proved  insufficient." 

"But  there  was  coin  found  on  his  persoc^  " 
No,  no — swear  what  you  please  about  innocene-  ^^ 
and  such  stuff,  that  is  proof  enough  to  plac^^ 
any  mau's  head  in  jeopardy." 

"  Ay,  if  you  can  swear  that  coin  was  in  th^^ 
Ireaaury  yesterday,  but  not  without,"  she  re- 
turned, gazing  steadily  on  Michael's  counte-^ 
nance  the  while. 

His  eyes  sunk  beneath  hers,  and  his  com- 
pressed lips  quivered,  but  he  attempted  to 
hide  his  agitation,  bj  telling  her  to  hold  her 
tongue  and  begone,  nor  pester  him  longer  by 
talking  of  what  she  did  not  understand. 

In  other  limes  when  Justine  had  a  point  to 
gain  with  her  uncle,  she  had  been  wont  wh«n 
entreaty  failed,  to  appeal  (o  his  affections  and 
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Ttrdy  without  success^  but  her  own  heart  was 

that  morning  so  utterly  chilled,  by  her  suspici* 

ona,  that  every  thought,  or  feeling  of  regard 

wu  banished  from  her  mind,  and  incapable  of 

l^ypocrisy,  she  never  sought  to  soften  when  she 

&iled  to  persuade  !  nevertheless  she  was  dctcr- 

nuned  not  to  yield  the  point  so  soon,  and  when 

Graaf  repeated  his  command  for  her  to   depart, 

■be  calmly  told   him  she   would   go    the  in- 

.  •tant  she  had  received  his  order  for  Walthcr's 

release,  "  I  am  sure,"  she  added,  *'  my  uncle  is 

^  just  to  wish  to  punish  the  innocent  for  the 

Piilty." 

''  Girl,  what  do  you  dare  to  insinuate  !"  cx- 
^'^Uied  the  Treasurer,  whom  the  consciousness 
^^liilt  made  prompt  to  take  offence. 

**  Oh,  uncle  Michael,  if  I  must  tell  you  all, 

*^^^e  are  strange  suspicions  abroad,"  was   Jus- 

"^^'s  reply,  and  utterly  overcome  by  h  er  con- 

*^ding  feelings,  she  sunk  on  a  chair,  and  burst 

^'^to  a  passionate  flood  of  tears. 

"Xhe  old  man  turned  paler  than  before,  and 
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ler. 
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it  was  with  difficulty  he   could  ask  bis  niece, 
Mhot  she  had  heard  that  thus  distressed  her. 

"  There  are  men  who  swear,  that  you, 
you  only  are  the  robber,"  she  replied. 

"  Name  them,"  exclaimed  Gr&af  with  bi 
less  anxiety. 

"  Father  Paul,  the  Hermit,  is  one,"  sbe^ 
turned. 

"  Baec;  shameless  hypocrite !  he  has 
been  my  enemy,  but  I  did  not  believe  him 
capable  of  such  wanton  wickedness !  where  did 
you  see  this  sanctified  scoundrel,  Justine,  tbit 
he  could  pour  these  lies  into  your  car.  Me- 
thinks  my  own  niece,  the  child  of  my  bounty, 
ought  to  have  been  the  last  to  Usten  to  them. 
Your  midnight  rambles  have  led  you  certainly 
into  strange  company.  AVhere  did  you  meet 
this  lyiug  villain  I  say  ?" 

"  That  matters  little,"  returned  the  girl, 
"  but  be  assured,  he  declares  he  saw  you  come 
out  of  the  treasury  last  night,  with  a  bag  of 
goldj  that  moreover  he  has  further  and  stronger 
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^■oof  against  you,  and  that  if  Walther  is  not 
leAeased,  he  will  spare  no  pains  to  establish  his 
mxiocence  and  your  guilt." 

"  Rascal!"    muttered    Graaf    between    his 
leMh, 

"  Yet  uncle,"  continued  the  girl,  "  there  are 
'''wiy  who  hold  this  pious  man  in  high  esteem, 
»od  it  might  he  more  prudent  not  to  drive  him 
'"  utremities  !'* 

*  It  is  a  vile  conspiracy  Justine  !"  answered 
Michiel,  "  and  surely  you  would  not  wish  me 
^  Wp  infamy  on  my  own  head,  by  crouching 
^e  a  guilty  man  before  this  foul  tongiied  ca- 
luniniator.  But  he  shall  find  that  I  am  not  a 
*onn  ihat  he  can  crush  at  his  pleasure !  I 
"and  high  in  ofBce  and  reputation  amongst 
■")' fellow  citizens,  and  my  brother  magistrates 
»now  Q,e  too  well,  to  put  my  word  in  competi- 
"0"  with  the  oath  of  a  beggarly  hypocrite,  that 
"'*«  on  the  charity  of  the  superstitious.  Who 
""Ws,  but  he  is  some  common  thief  who  has 
^*0  the  Hermit's  garb  to  elude  the  ven- 
C  S 


i  i 


"  -VII  LUIS  limy  uti  truu,  iu[Hitu  u  usl 
the  okl  fcclinf^s  of  childhood  brought  t 
her  eyes  as  she  took  the  hand  of  the  1 
in  bers^  and  added  in  a  thrilling  Vi 
^ish  from  my  heart  you  may  be  able  1 
his  accusations  false,  but  he  has  jo\ 
lantern." 

*^  Confusion !"  he  exclaimed,  and  1 
from  her,  he  strode  to  the  further  en< 
room. 

The  agony  of  Justine  was  scarcely  Ic 
his  own  at  beholding  this  fearful  conf 
of  her  worst  suspicions,  and  it  wt 
minutes  till  she  was  sufficiently  colic 
avail  herself  of  the  Treasurer's  agication 
newing  her  suit  for  Walther's  liberatioi 
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in  my  prescDce,  that  instant  I  cast  vou  off  for 
ever !  no  worthless  jade  shall  be  nurtured  be- 
neath my  roof,  who  is  plotting  for  my  dcstruc- 
^wn  with  my  enemies.  Get  to  your  chamber, 
*nd  meddle  not  in  matters  bevond  your 
c<NDprehension.  Go  to  your  chamber,  I 
ttjr!  tod  be  it  at  your  peril  to  leave  it, 
tffl  I  give  you  permission.  I  will  have  no  more 
w^e  making  at  midnight,  no  more  intrigues 
''nder  my  roof.  If  you  cannot  conduct  yourself 
•'A  propriety,  it  behoves  me  to  keep  you  in 
^^t,  Nay,  no  answer — I  have  listened  too 
'^•g already.     Get  you  to  your  chamber  I  say.-' 

Dejected  and  dismayed,  Justine  left  her 
^^nde's  presence,  but  instead  of  retiring  to  her 
"^Hmi  in  obedience  to  his  commands,  she  im- 
'nediatcly  left  the  house. 

She  felt  she  ought  not  to  lose  a  moment  in 
communicating  to  Father  Pdul  the  failure  of 
^intercession  for  Walthcr,  lest  the  Hermit's 
^ertions  for  the  prisoner  might  consecjue:*tly 
be  delaved. 
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She  fouod  him  stiU  anallmg  her  in  the  taiWi  -i 
humble  dweltiag,  aud  not  at  all  disappointed^ 
by  the  result  of  her  interview  with  Michael. 

"  I  marvel  greatly  he  dared  to  set  me  at  de- 
fiance," be  said,  *'  and  yet  he  is  so  entangled 
in  the  net  of  his  oh-q  villany,  that  I  suspect 
his  facultiea  are  scarcely  equal  to  the  emer- 
gency. It  is  not  improbable  however  that  before 
he  ventured  so  (ar,  he  was  assured  of  some 
I  assistance,  of  which  we  know  nothing." 

'■  Mayhap  he  expects  his  friends  the  French 
^B  to  eotue  hither  in  a  day  or  two,  to  set  matters 

^H  to  right  with  their  bayonets,  and  wipe  out  any 

^H  deficiencies   in    the    Treasury,    by  taking  po»- 

^^  session  of  it  altogether,"  said  httle  Hans. 

^H  "  I  have  reason  to  suspect  something  of  this 

^H  kind,"  returned  Styger,  *'  and  if  so,  1  must  be 

^1  prompt  in  my  measures,  or  he  will  yet  escape 

^H  the  punishment  his  crimes  so  richly  deserve." 

^H  *'  Oh,  Father  Paul !"  said  Justine,  weeping 

^1         bitterly,  "  if  you  can  save  Walthcr's  life  be 
^^         satisfied,   and  do   not   deal   hnrshly  with   m; 
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txckdef    He  is  not   so  bad   as  you  believe. 

Ix&deed  he  has  always  been  as  kind  as  a  father 

to  me,  but  troubles  and  vexations  have  altered 

lum  of  late,  and  matters  may  appear  worse 

tbkan  they  really  are.'' 

*^  What  was  he  doing  in   the  Treasury  at 

midnight,  Justine  ?*'  said  the  Hermit.     '*  But 

no  more  of  that  now ;  he  is  your  uncle,  and  you 

^^  right  to  defend  him  as  long  as  you  can ; 

yet  it  grieves  me,  poor  child,  to  think  you 

•^^vc  no  better  protector.     You  must  return  to 

his  house,  and  remain  there  till   I  give  you 

Naming  to  appear  at  Walther's  trial.    You 

^^U  not  then  shrink  from  swearing  in  open 

^*W  to  what  you  have  already  told  me.*' 

*  Pear  not,'*  she  replied, 

Hans  will  continue  to  convey  tidings  of 

^   proceedings  to  you,  and  now  farewell !  I 

^^*^   much  to  do  that  Michael  Graaf  dreams 

Shall  you  see  Wahher  ?"  inquired  the  girl, 
^Usl^ing  deeply. 
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"  In  my  Hermit's  garb  I  shall  obtain  admis- 
sion,  without   doubt,  to   his  prison,"   rephe^ 
Father  PbuI.     "  i  have  sent  for  it  to  the  moiiir» ' 
tain,  and  shall  visit  him  before  noon." 

"  And  must  you  go  alone,"  was  her  timi  ^ 
demand, 

"Without   doubt!  but   I   will  tell  him  th-^ 
deep  interest  you  take  in  his  fate." 

"  And   I   will    meet   you  as  you  come  out  ^ss^ 
and  hear  haw  he  bears  his  sad  coofinemeiit." 

"  At  half  an  hour  after  noon,  be  in  the  ad- 
joining street,  and  I  will  j^ive  yon  tidings  of" 
him,"  said  Father  Paul,  and  with  this  engage- 
ment they  parted,  the  girl  to  return  to  her 
wretclied  home,  and  the  Hermit  to  carry 
Michael  GraaPs  lantern,  and  the  bag  of  goU 
picked  up  by  Hans  in  the  square,  to  one  of  t 
principal  Magistrates  of  the  city. 

Father  Paul  knew  Hcrr  VVendel  to  be  an 
honourable  and  upright  man,  and  to  him  there- 
fore he  deemed  it  most  advisable  to  give  these 
important  proofs  in  charge,  and  at  the  same 
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time^  to  relate  all  he  knew  of  the  occurrences 
of  the  past  night.     Of  the  coin  he  had  pre- 
viously received  from  Michael,  his  promise  of 
secrecy  prevented  him  then  making  any  men- 
tion^ but  as   he   foresaw   that  the  Treasurer 
would,  in  all  probability,  be  unable  to  fulfil  the 
remainder  of  his  contract  at  the  appointed  time, 
he    had   no  doubt   that   before  Walther   was 
brought   to  trial,  he  should  be  released  from 
this  engagement,  and  at  full  liberty  to  account 
for  the   young  man's  possession  of  the  sus- 
picious coins^  which  had  so  fatally  confirmed 
the  accusation  of  his  enemy. 

Herr  Wendel,  who  was  greatly  surprised  by 
the  visit  of  the  Solitary,  was  yet  more  so  to 
discover  that  this  man,  whom  common  fame 
had  taught  him  to  consider  as  a  wild  and 
visionary  enthusiast,  was  as  shrewd  and  ra- 
tional as  himself,  and  awed  by  the  dignity 
which  the  Hermit^s  usual  lofly  tone  of  thought 
imparted  to  his  manner,  he  treated  him  with 
the  utmost  reverence  and  respect.     He  assured 
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him,  in  reply  to  his  communications,  that  a* 
far  as  was  In  his  power,  the  examination  of  the 
circumstances  connected  with  the  robbery 
should  be  conducted  with  the  strictest  regard 
to  truth  and  justice,  and  that  the  trial  of 
Wahher  Sunz  should  lake  place  aa  speedily  ns 
possible. 

Without  hesitation  he  gave  bim  an  order  for 
admisBion  to  the  prisoner ;  and  Father  Paul,  on 
leaving  his  house,  hurried  with  all  speed  to 
avail  himself  of  it. 

He  found  Walther  Stanz  in  a  wretched  cell, 
from  whose  grating  only  a  narrow  alrip  of  tVy 
was  visible,  yet  undismayed  by  his  position,  or 
the  accusations  brought  against  him.  Tie  was 
supported  by  the  consciousness  of  innocence; 
and  solitude,  and  idleness,  and  captivity,  hod 
not  yet  had  time  to  weigh  down  the  clastic 
spirit  of  his  youth,  or  sadden  his  san{{uine 
temper  by  tlicir  wearing  monotony. 

During  the  hours  be  had  passed  alone,  be 
bad  thought  laore  of  Justine  than  of  himself; 


^.f 


TUK   THIRST   FOR   GOLD.  41 

sometimes  deploring  ber  relationship  to  the 
guilty  Treasurer,  at  others  b^uiling  the  hours 
bj  pleasant  dreams  of  their  future  happiness, 
when  their  marriage  should  have  liberated  her 
firom  this  bad  man's  authoritj,  till  these  soft 
thoughts  were  banished  by  indignation  at  the 
false  charges  made  against  himself,  and  he 
homed  with  impatience  to  stand  face  to  face 
with  his  base  accusers,  and  publicly  convict 
them  of  their  falsehood. 

He  eagerly  listened  to  the  account  Father 
Paul  gave  him  of  the  evidence  he  could  produce 
in  his  favour ;  to  that  of  Justine  he  alone  ob- 
jected. 

He  would  not,  he  said,  though  bis  life  de- 
pended on  it,  allow  her  modesty  to  be  wounded 
by  publishing  the  story  of  their  meeting. 
**  Our  love  is  too  fair  a  blossom.  Father  Paul/' 
he  continued,  '*  to  be  blighted  by  the  public 
eye,  and  I  were  little  worthy  of  her,  if  I  could 
allow  her  to  be  dragged  into  Court,  and  re- 
quite the  confidence  she  has  reposed  in  me,  by 
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htcinq  aer.  ror  xy  owo. 

t<)  eociess  zq  m^  ear  but  Kiae.  the 

oar  attacr-=:(»n:.'' 

-*  Justine  ha:§  airsaJr  toU  her  imdc  all,' 
♦aid  the  Hermir.  ••  and  rely  oq   it,  Walth< 
thougrk  ':ier  mind  Ls  iucoccat  azid  pure  as 
anzel's.  co  til««  shame  will  make  her 
from  exerting  herself  in  toot  behalf  to  the 
utmost  of  her  power.     She  is  fair*  and 
fore  manv  sr.eo  will  envv  vou  her  lore,  but  he 
mind,  thourli  few  can  so  well  appreciate  it,  19 
the  noblest  dowry  of  this  generous  aud  single^ 
hearted  creature.     What   shall   I   saj    to    her 
from  you  Walther  ?  she  is  waiting  without  to 
hear  mv  tidings." 

**  I  would  fain  send  her  some  more  substan- 
tial token  of  my  love,  than  words/*  returned 
the  prisoner,  '*  but  I  am  stripped  of  every 
thing.  Yet  no  —  not  quite ;  I  have  still  this 
little  wooden  cross,  that  I  have  worn  from 
childhood.  It  is  of  small  worth,  though  my 
mother,  who  hung  it  round  my  neck,  ever  tells 
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i,  I  should  set  great  store  by  it.  Give  it  to 
Jiiatine^  Father  Paul,  and  assure  her,  it  is  all  I 
Have  to  bestow.'* 

The  Hermit  with  an  eager  hand  received  the 
aimple  triuket,  and  after  gazing  at  it  till  his  eyes 
filled  with  tears,  he  inquired  if  he  really  had 
i^otbing  else  to  send,  that  he  must  part  with  a 
thing  he  had  carried  about  him  so  long. 

'*  It  is  the  fittest  type  of  the  feeling  that 
should  sustain  us  both,  amidst  the  trials  of 
this  life,*'  was  Walther*s  reply. 

*^  Doubtless  P'  returned  the  old  man,  in  an 
**8itated  voice,  "  but  your  mother  hung  it 
^^^und  your  neck,  as  a  charm,  and  it  would 
Srteve  her  much  to  know  you  had  parted  with 

**  Not  when  it  is  bestowed  upon  Justine,*' 
^^d  the  prisoner,  "  therefore,  give  it  her,  I 
^^treat  you  Father  Paul,  and  tell  her,  the  day 
*  trust  will  yet  arrive,  when  I  may  be  able  to 
'^de^m  it,  by  a  gift  more  worthy  her  accep- 
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The  Hermit  lost  in  deep  thought,  i 
scarcely  to  hear  these  words,  but  he  promised 
coinptiance  with  Walther's  wishes,  nnd  having 
given  him  bis  blessing,  and  told  him  to  trust 
in  the  proteetion  of  heaven,  he  soon  after  left 
Ihe  prison.  He  met  Justine  M^here  she  had 
promised  to  await  him,  and  she  eagerly  listened 
to  his  tidings.  She  wept,  and  yet  she  smiled, 
when  be  gave  her  the  little  cross,  and  added  to 
Walther's  message,  his  own  solemn  injuncdOD 
to  guard  it  more  carefully,  than  if  it  wen 
diamonds. 

*'  It  is  coarse  and  rudely  caned,  Justine,"  he 
said,  "  but  you  may  live  to  learn  that  it  h«a  a 
value  you  ivot  not  of;  and  however  strange  IBA 
improbable  you  may  think  it,  remember,  that 
on  that  wooden  trinket  the  fate  of  VV'aUher  may 
one  day  depend." 

It  needed  not     this  mysterious    announce- 
ment to  enhance  the  value  of  the  cross  in  the 
I  rstimation  of  Justine.     It  was  Walther's  gift  ; 

L  she  felt  it  was  the  pledge  of  his  unalterable  love. 
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d  IIS  such  was  more  precious  to  her  than  any 
that  wealth  could  have  purchased.  With 
tj^mbling  hand  she  received  it  from  the  Her- 
it,  and  after  pressing  it  with  silent  earnestness 
her  lips,  she  fastened  it  round  her  neck,  and 
it  with  unspeakable  deUght  next  her  heart. 
Father  Paul  then  told  her,  that  he  should 
^^^isit  the  prison  again  on  the  morrow,  and  she 
K^Y'omised  to  await  him  on  the  same  spot.  But 
one  day  can  make  strange  alterations  in  the 
c^onrse  of  human  destiny,  and  the  morrow  often 
^^^vns  not  to  fulfil  the  promises  of  the  past^  but 
^c>  bring  forth  wild  vicissitudes,  that  wisdom 
«a^  neither  foretold  by  its  calculations,  nor 
ination  pictured  in  its  visions  of  futurity. 
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CHAPTER    III. 


**  The  P'rcnchmon  are  our  enemies ;  go  to  then  .  I  atk  bur 
this  ;  can  he  that  speaks  vtith  the  tongue  of  an  enemy,  be  I 
good  counsellor  or  no  ?" 

Shakespkaee.     Hxmby  VL 


Not  many  minutes  after  Father  Paul  had 
parted  from  Justine^  as  he  was  passing  down  a 
narrow  miserable  court,  leading  towards  the 
Lake  whence  the  tall  projecting  houses  nearly 
excluded  the  Ught  of  day,  he  was  suddenly 
accosted  by  a  stranger,  who  unobscr\'ed  by  the 
Hermit,  had  for  some  time  kept  watch  upon 
his  movements. 
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He  Was  a  little  thin  man,  whose  steps  were 
^iiick  and  brisk,  with  his  face  and  figure  so 
^^mpletely  enveloped  in  a  long,  dark  riding 
^^^^tle,  that  it  would  have  been  impossible, 
^^en  for  those  best  acquainted  with  him  to 
*^ve  recognised  either. 

His  voice  was  likewise  entirely  unknown  to 
-Pather  Paul,  though  when  he  politely  requested 
^  be  permitted  to  have  some  conversation 
"^th  him  on  a  business  of  earnest  importance, 
■^c  instantly  detected  that  he  spoke  with  a 
foreign  accent. 

**  Is  it  my  religious  assistance,  you  need  ?" 
inquired  the  Hermit  gravely. 

**  Not  at  present,**  answered  the  stranger, 
^^d  he  muttered  one  or  two  words,  which  at 
^'^ce  indnccd  the  Hermit  to  arrest  his  steps, 
^^ilst  he  at  the  same  time  replied,  that  the 
Public  street  was  no  place  for  a  conference  such 
^  hig  unknown  companion  requested. 

**  I  have  already  been  to  Hans  Brunk's  in 
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quest  of  you,"  returned  the  man^  "  and 

pointed  you  out  to  me,  as  you  passed  acr^^*'*'^ 

the  Square,  but  as  we  are  now  at  some  distai^^^^^^^ 

from  his  dwelling,  will  you  permit  me  to 

quest  you  to  accompany  me  into  a  house  in  t 

neighbourhood,  where  we  may  converse  in 

feet  tranquillity  and  security.  To  be  frank  wit^'-** 

you.  Holy  Father,  the  matter  is  urgent,  and 

n 

have  already  lost  too  much  time  on  my  miasion.^ 

*'  Methinks,  if  my  suspicions  as  to  the  nat 
of  your  business  are  just,^  said  Father  PauC  ^-^^ 
"  you  had  better  visit  Michael  Graaf,  than  a 
for  me,  if  your  time  is  so  precious.     But  I 
Milling  to  hear  what  you  have  to  say,  wherp*  ^ 
and  when  you  please," 

"  Then  follow  me  !*'  returned  his  companioir^ 
and  with  a  rapid  step  he  darted  on  before  him^ 
More  than  once  the  unknown  turned  to  assure 
himself  that  the  Hermit  had  not  deserted  him, 
before  he  entered  the  dark  and  dirty  passage  of 
a  poor  neglected  dwelling,  and  ascending  the 
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^tairB  to  the  second  floor^  like  one  well  accus- 
tei&ed  to  the  way,  threw  open  the  door  of  a 
'^vietched  chamber. 

Father  Paul  had  no  sooner  crossed  the  thres- 

^uMf  than  his  conductor  made  fast  the  door  in 

the  iosidej  and  when  the  old  man  looked  around 

the  dimly  lighted  room^  whence  the  din  on  the 

windows  half  excluded  the  beams  of  day,  he 

^^^  luiprised  to  see  furniture  of  a  much  more 

^Uxorious  character,  than  the  appearance  of 

tbc  house  had  led  him  to  expect,  whilst  the 

lepers  scattered  on  the  floor,  and  piled  in  la- 

l^Ued  packets  on  the  table,  proved  it  to  be  as 

^xxuch  used  as  an  office  for  the  transaction  of 

t>tx8iness,  as  a  place  of  abode. 

father  Paul,  in  obedience  to  a  sign  from 

1^  bost,  took  a  chair  from  the  middle  of  the 

i^Knui  aud  the  little  man  having  followed  his 

example,  opened  the  conversation  by  saying, 

that  he  presumed  he  need  not  inform  his  guest, 

*^  what  had  already  passed,  that  lie  was  an 

*8^t  of  the  French  Government. 


50  THE   TUmST   FOR   GOLD. 

The  Hermit  bowed,  and  replied,  if  such  y^^^^ 
the  case,  he  was  at  a  loss  to  guess  for  ir^^^w 
purpose  he  could  desire  a  private  confere-^-=="^='W* 
with  him. 

^^  For  one  of  infinite  importance,'^  said 
Frenchman,  who  now  placing  his  hat  on 
tabic,  and  throwing  aside  his  cloak,  dis] 
a  keen,  caustic  visage,  and  a  pair  of  si 
restless  grey  eyes,  more  calculated  to  ex( 
mistrust  than    confidence,   even    in  one  k 
skilled    in  human   nature   than  Father  Pa^"-^ 
^^  You    are    doubtless  aware,''  he    continw 
'^  that  the  French  army,  after  a  series  of  sple 
did  victories  over  the  insolent  rebels  of  Bern-^^^^' 


have  cut  the  rabble  to  pieces,  and  planted  **■  ^ 


banner  of  their  glorious  Republic  on  the  wall  ^^ 


of  that  city.     Prompted  alone  by  their  love  ( —     ^ 
liberty,  and  their  earnest  desire  for   the  uni 
vcrsal  happiness  of  man,  my  countrymen  ei 
tcred     on    this    glorious    campaign    for    th. 
proclamation  of  freedom  and  equality,  to  nil  th^ 
oppressed  nations  of  Europe.     They  felt  ther 
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^^n  honour  concerned  in  the  welfare  of  this 
^^untrj,  and  are  resolved,  at  whatever  cost,  to 
Please  its  inhabitants  from  the  trammels  of 
^heir  worn  out  confederacy^  and  make  them 
Partakers  in  the  glory  and  happiness  of  re- 
B^Dcrated  France !'' 

*^I  have  heard  that  the  coffers  of  France 
^•^erc  empty  ;  those  of  Berne  were  full  V'  was  the 
Hermit's  laconic  reply. 

**  It  is  but  just  that  the  conquered  should 
pay  the  expenses  of  the  war  they  provoked," 
^d  the  little  man  dogmatically,  "  but  to  the 
purpose,  Father  Paul.  We  have  reason  to  be- 
^ievt  that  you  are  acquainted  with  General 
Scbauenburg's  intention  to  advance  in  a  few 
^ys  on  Lucerne  ?'* 

The  Hermit  bowed  his  silent  assent. 
^  You  probably  know,  likewise/'  continued 
^e  Frenchman,  "  that  we  have  secured  nu- 
^trous  partisans  amongst  the  most  influential 
^^^  of  the  city.  Several  members  of  the 
^uncil,  Michael  Graaf  amongst  the  number, 
D  3 
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are  entirely  at  our  service^  but  we  have 
doubts  whether  the  inhabitants  of  Schi^^T^ 
and  the  other  Forest  Cantons^  will  be    "^^ 
enough  to  receive  the  new  constitution  ^^itb 
becoming  gratitude/' 

*^  It  is  very  doubtful,  indeed/*  said  FatA^ 
Paul,  with  great  gravity. 

"  I    am    obliged  to  you   for    this    cat»^ 
opinion,"  rejoined  his  companion.    "  We  »*^ 
dcrstand  that  your  influence  over  these  mo'^^ 
taiiicers  is  absolutely  unbounded  —that  Al^J* 
Reding,  who  has  recently  been  chosen  Lai^-  ^ 
hauptman  of  Schwytz,  is  your  most  intin^*  ^ 
friend, — and  that  by  your  wisdom  and  adr^^^ 
his  actions  are  entirely  guided.      Such  bc-::^'*^ 
the  case,  I  need  scarcely  say,  that  our  Gener"*"*"*^ 
set  a  very  high  value  upon  your  co-operatioi 

The  Hermit  again  bowed,  but  he  answei 
not  a  word. 

"  They  are  most  anxious  to  effect  the 
generation  of  these  Cantons  without  effua^--^^ 
of  blood,*^  proceeded   the    diplomatist,   af       ^^ 
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Prosing  and  clearing  his  throat  several  times 
^  Tarn  expectation  of  reply,  ''  and  convinced 
^  you  Father  Paul  Styger,  have  power  more 
Aan  any  other  man^  to  aid  their  generous  en- 
deavours, by  your  extensive  influence,  I  am 
cooimissioned  to  offer  you,  in  the  name  of  the 
ftttich.  Directory,  and  their  servants,  Generals 
Bnme  and  Schauenburg,  whatever  terms  you 
'^oire,  in  return  for  your  friendship  and 
a»i»tance." 

^  Then  tell  these  honourable  gentlemen/'  said 
^  Hermit,  calmly  arising,  *'  there  are  some 
n^n  who  have  no  price,  and  Paul  Styger  is  one 
of  them.  Tell  them,  moreover,  that  though  in 
Otics  they  may  find  traitors  ready  to  barter 
^^  country  to  her  enemies,  that  patriotism 
^  the  love  of  liberty  are  still  the  ruling  pas- 
^  of  our  mountaineers,  and  that  step  by  step 
^  will  defend  their  fastnesses  to  the  last 
^p  of  their  blood  against  invaders,  who, 
^der  the  guise  of  amity,  come  to  strip  them  of 
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the  rights  and  privileges  their  ancestors  ^ 
from  tyranny  in  many  a  glorious  conflict,'' 

^^  But  the  generosity  of  my  employers  is  i 
bounded,''  said  the  little  man^  who  was  fal 
persuaded  that  Father  Paul  only  sought 
enhance  his  value  by  this  declamatioDf  ^  ii 
Herr  Styger^  as  I  said  before^  has  only  to  nio 
his  own  terms.  He  need  be  under  no  neeew) 
for  the  future,  of  living  in  a  cavern  on  f 
chance  bounty  of  devotees,  or  wasting  1 
valuable  life  in  poverty  and  seclusion/' 

Unutterable  scorn  curled  the  lip  of  1 
Solitary  as  he  listened  to  these  words. 

'*  Tou  promise  fairly*'  he  said,  when  tl 
were  concluded,  ''  but  there  are  things  even 
earth  more  precious  than  gold,  or  palaoes^ 
costly  raiment ;  and  humble  as  I  seem,  I  ; 
richer  than  your  haughty  masters,  for  I  ]| 
none  of  these.  My  wealth  is  beyond  i 
control  of  destiny,  and  like  the  Prophet  in  i 
wilderness,  the  bounty  I  exist  on  is  etemaL* 
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**  Then  yoa  reject  m j  offert  f^  inqaired  the 
'Vtenchiiuui,  to  whom  the  language  of  the 
Hermit  eonTejed  no  other  idea. 

^  As  I  would  the  gifts  of  the  Evil  one !"  ex- 
claimed  Father  Paul,  indignantlr,  «  and  if  I 
^ve  the  power  over  the  people  fbr  which  rou 
P^  me  credit,  instead  of  being  abused  to  the 
I^Me  purposes  of  Frendi  intrigue,  it  shall,  br 
IHvine  pleasure,  be  exerted  to  the  renr  utter- 
''lost,  to  foster  in  the  breasts  of  roj  ooontxr- 
"^n,  a  spirit  of  the  most  undying  enmitr 
^S'siost  these  avaririous  and  unpriocipled  in- 
^%]crsy  and  to  excite  them  to  prove  to  the 
"Nations  €€  Europe,  that  the  genius  of  our 
^Nnefirthcrs  has  not  ret  departed  from  the  rude 
'loesses  of  oar  mountains.*' 

^  Tou  will  have  reason    to    repent    theie 

^nafiral  opinion^,**  returned  the   diplooiatist, 

^^tith  a  sneer ;  ^  tou  had  better  content  yourself 

^ith  fsstipg  and  praying,  instead  of  meddling 

^th  pditics,  and  haramguing    and  deluding 

poor  ignorant  shepherds  to  their  ruin.^ 


56  THR   THIRST   FOR   GOLD. 

''  My  actions  will  not  be  guided  by  the 
Solent  dictation  of  a  petty  intrigaer^**  repli^^f 
the  Hermit^  turning  to  depart.    '^  The  dmj 
may  not  be  far  distant^  when  the  shepherdi 
you  despise^  may  teach  you  and  your  unprin* 
cipled  employers,   that  freemen  can  fight  ^ 
bravely  for  their  hearths  and  their  land^  as  ^ 
hireling  soldiers  of  an  upstart  Government.^* 

"  Ha  !  Sir !    do  you  threaten  ?"  cried     "^ 
Frenchman,  in  a  prodigious  passion^  but  er^  ^ 
could  utter  more.  Father  Paul  had  opened      "^ 
door  to  depart^  and   Michael  Graaf,    to     -'^^ 
equal  surprise  of  both,  stood  at  the  same 
stant  on  the  threshold. 

The  Hermit  did  not  deign  to  address 
but  casting  on  him  one  withering  glance^  si 
haughtily  away. 

"  Ha,  Monsieur  Arnold,"    cried  the 
surer,  turning  to  the  Frenchman^  as  soon 
they  were  left  alone,  "  what  intrigue  have 
on  foot  with  that  incorrigible  fanatic?'' 

"Fanatic,  indeed,  Herr  Graaf!"    retum--^^ 
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^^e  angry  diplomatist.  "  Having  been  told 
^^athe  had  great  influence  amongst  the  moun- 
^'^ineers,  I  thought  it  expedient  to  endeavour 
^  convince  him^  that  it  was  as  much  for  their 
^tertst  as  his  o\rn,  that  they  should  allow 
^^  to  make  our  arrangements  throughout 
^ht  country  with  tranquillity ;  but  instead  of 
expressing  proper  gratitude  and  respect  for  the 
g^aX  nation,  he  stormed  and  raved  like  a 
Qiadman^  about  liberties,  and  ancestors,  and 
Heaven  knows  what  besides,  insulting  me  and 
>&y  gallant  employers  with  the  grossest  abuse. 
iVnly  these  fellows  are  as  uncouth  as  the 
bears  of  Berne.** 

**  And  as  savage  too,  if  you  do  not  muzzle 

them,*'  said  Michael,  earnestly.    **  But  surely. 

Monsieur  Arnold,  you  did  not  tell  him  how 

^oon  the    army    is    expected    to    march    on 

Lucerne  ?** 

"  I  believe  I  might  give  him  some  intima- 
tion, for  my  offers  of  reward  were  so  unlimited, 
d5 
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that  I  had  not  the  least  anticipation  he  won        Id 
refuse  to  join  our  party.'^ 

'^  I  wish  you  had  spoken  to  me  first  on  Ui  ^f 
matter,^  said  the  Treasurer,  with  perplexity  ;  •^^I 
know  this  fellow  thoroughly,  and  depend  npc^si 
it,  you  might  as  well  have  thrown  a  firebrars.41 
amongst  the  forests,  as  have  allowed  him  '^^ 
depart  thither  with  this  intelligence.  If  yo^ 
leave  him  at  liberty  another  day,  to  confer  trs^^ 
his  friend,  Aloys  Reding  of  Schwytz, 
French  will  find  a  rifle  behind  every  bush 
the  four  Cantons/' 

"  Ha !  do  you  think  so  ?'* 

*•  I  am  certain  of  it." 

^'Then,  by   Heaven,   Herr  Oraaf,  I   m 
take  prompt   means  to  silence  him,  or  I 
find  myself  in  an  unpleasant  predicament, 
you  think  he  will  return  to  the  mountain 
night  ?*' 

"  It  is  most  probable,*'  replied  the  Treasur"""^' 
'^  but  that  is  easily  ascertained,  and  I  sincei 
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rejoice  that  I  came  in  time  to  put  you  on  your 
guard.     I  must  now  communicate  to  you  the 
^nrangementa  I  hare  made  for  the  proper  re- 
ception of  the  French  army.    The  keys  of  the 
IVeasnry  are^  as  you  know^  in  my  keeping,  and 
Acy  shall  be  immediately    handed    over    to 
General  Schauenburg.  At  my  own  risk,  I  have 
Sttured  a  large  party  of  the  lowest  class  in  the 
French  interest,  by  a  little  well-timed  liberality; 
several  of  my  brother  magistrates  have  come  over 
te  my  way  of  thinking,  and  in  the  course  of  the 
^y  I  will  point  out  to  you  the  houses  of  others, 
^bom  it  may  be  proper  and  necessary  to  afrest 
^  speedily  as  possible.     Some  of  our  Council 
^ked  of  bringing  troops  into  the  town,  but 
^bat  I  have  effectually  prevented,  so  I  hope 
^very  thing  will  go  as  quietly   as  we  could 
^«%ire." 

••Your  services  are  indeed  truly  valuable,*^ 
^turned  the  Frenchman,  "  and  I  have  no 
^o\iht  they  will  be  duly  estimated  by  those 
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^'ho  have  more  power  to  reward  them  thai 
have/' 

Graaf  smiled^  so  as  effectually  to  cone 
even  from  his  shrewd  companion^  that  trou 
lay  heavy  at  his  hearty  and  during  the  esxm 
nation  of  certain  papers  he  had  brought  w 
him  for  the  inspection  of  his  employer, 
adroitly  contrived  more  than  once,  to  mi 
such  allusions  to  Father  Paul,  as  sufficed 
keep  alive  the  Frenchman's  apprehensions  a 
wrath  against  the  Hermit.  Nor  did  these  w 
insinuations  fail  to  produce  the  effect  he  i 
sired,  and  certain  other  weighty  points  havi 
been  discussed  and  settled  between  thi 
worthy  coadjutors,  they  parted  with  mut 
satisfaction  to  complete  their  allotted  tasks. 

By  such  insignificant  tools  as  these  di 
Providence  see  fit  to  direct  the  destinies  of  i 
tions;  and  those  vast  changes  in  laws  a 
government,  which  wisdom  shrinks  fn 
hazarding,  thus    frequently  spring    from   I 
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tdfiah  passions  of  narrow-minded  men,  who, 
intent  alone  on  their  individual  interest,  are 
cvdnsof  the  widely  spreading  consequences  of 
their  deeds,  which  like  the  circle  around  a 
itone  cast  heedlessly  into  the  placid  water,  con- 
tinue to  disturb  the  tide  of  human  life,  long 
^  ihey  have  sunk  foi^tten  to  the  grave. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


**  Think  ye,  that  nc  at  700  and  1» 

Wha  dradge,  and  drive  through  wet,  and  dry, 

Wi*  never-ceasing  toil. 
Think  je,  are  we  lea  blest  than  they, 
Wha  fcarcely  tent  us  in  their  way. 

As  hardly,  worth  their  while  ? 
Yet  natures  charms,  the  hills  and  woods. 
The  sweeping  vales,  and  foaming  floods, 

Ar  free  alike  to  all.*' 

BUKNt. 


The  night  80  full  of  accidents  in  Lucerne 
been  passed  by  poor  Lena  in  her  lonely  Chalet^ 
with  more  anxiety  than  she  had  experienced 
for  many  years.  The  wild  language  of  Father 
Paul  had  first  excited  apprehensions  of  impen- 
ding evil  in  her  mind^  and  the  prolonged  ab- 
sence of  her  son,  gave  her  increased  cause  for 
alarm. 
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The  SOB  arose  and  he  cune  not;  the  drove 

t-fce   cattle  to  the  paitiircs,  and  there  lexnog 

tkiem  uiuJer  the  care  of  Fritz,  she  descended 

■K^nxiouslT  to  her  borne ;  atill  Waliber  had   not 

■"^tnrDcd.     She  climbed  to  a  point  of  rock  that 

gBommanded  a  view  of  the  path  from  the  valtev, 

iKbr  nearly  a  qaaner  of  a   league,  bat  sot  a 

shadow   was   there  to  be   seen,  till  weaiy  of 

^watching,  ahe  sought  to  forget  her  iocreasiog 

Itan,  by  busying  henelf  io  collecting  the  ber- 

"bage  for  her  cattle,   that  gre«  ou  vild   placea, 

where    oolj    her   own    feet,   or   those    of    the 

Chamois  could  have  climbed. 

But  though  she  perpetuallv  paused  in  her 
labour,  to  look  if  do  one  approached  her  Cba^ 
let,  not  a  bring  cieatnre  aecended  the  motm- 
tnn,  till  as  the  day  b^ao  to  waae,  her  im- 
pabence  could  ih>  looger  be  coutroUed. 

She  took  hia  evening  meal  to  Fritz,  and  told 
him  ahe  was  going  in  search  of  bta  brother, 
wkd  might  not  return  till  tugbt,  but  that  be 
■■M  drive  the  cattk  bone  at  the  oaual  hour 


64  THE   THIRST   FOB   GOLD. 

whether  she  came  backj  or  not.     He  m^a»- 
signs  of  obedience^  though  at  the  same  time,       '^^ 
gave  her  to  understand  how  gladly  he  wor  '^  ^ 


have  been  her  companion;    but  his  serrii 
could   not  be  dispensed  with,  and   the  pc^ 
mother  commending  him  to  the  care  of  beav^ 
left  him  most  unwillingly,  and  with   tears 
her  eyes,  commenced  her  anxious  way. 

The  first  place  whither  she  directed  her  ste 
was  the  Hospital — ^but  there  no  tidings  awaits?" 
her.    The  monks  expressed  great  surprise  th 
Walther  had  not  come  that  morning  as  usual  t 
his  work^  but  they  were  as  ignorant  as  hersel 
of  the  cause  of  his  absence.    Father  Paul  sh 
hoped,  might  be  able  to  give  her  more  informa 
tion,  and  to  the  Cavern  of  the  Waterfall^  sh 
determined  to  ascend. 

Many  sad  presentiments  thronged  on  h 
mind,  as  she  mounted  the  difficult  path,  and  i 
now  occurred  to  her,  that  it  was  very  strange 
the  Hermit  himself  had  given  her  no  tidings  o 
her  son,  if,  as  she  at  first  strove  to  persuade  her- 
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^^  he  had  been  engaged  in  some  secret  mis- 

^,  by  this  mysterious  being. 

^ut  still  Father  Pkul^  during  the  summer 

^^nthsy  so  rarely  descended  from  his  cdl,  that 

reliance  on  finding  him  there^  and  receiring 

ings  of  Walther^  made  her  little  regard  the 

ipnessj  or  length  of  the  way. 

At  last  she  heard  the  murmur  of  the  water- 

^^^ — and  then  she  distinguished  the  old  man's 

^^C>cky  seat  at  the  entrance  of  the  cavern — but 

^^e  Ukewiae  saw  with  dismay,  that  it  was  un- 

^^ccupied.    She  hurried  on — she  passed    for- 

'^irard  into  the  cave.    It  was  empty,  and  though 

^he  repeatedly  called  on   Father  P^,  echo 

^lone  answered  to  his  name. 

Now  greatly  alarmed,  both  for  the  Hermit 
and  her  son,  she  stood  for  a  few  moments  bewil- 
dered and  sorrowful,  ere  she  decided  what 
course  to  pursue.  But  after  murmuring  a 
short  prayer,  before  the  old  man's  crucifix,  her 
spirit  revived,  and  brushing  away  her  tears,  she 
she  determined  at  once  to  set  off  to  Lucerne, 
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and  ascertain  if  Hans  could  give  her  any  in^ 
ligence. 

There  was  a  short  path  o»er  the   summit     ^ 
llie  mountain,  usually  traversed  by  the   Hertn*  ' 
oil  his  way  to  ^Veggis,  and  this  though  rugg«f^' 
and  indeed  impassable  to  those  less  accustomnl 
to  ihat  wild  district  than  herself,  she  chose  to 
follow ;  for  she   felt  there   was   a   chance  she 
might  meet  him  there. 

Yet  it  was  B  track  she  habitually  avoj 
for  it  led  within  o  few  paces  of  the  spot, 
her  husband  had  perished ;  and  her  stiong 
minJ,  ever  rather  strove  to  banish  melanclii 
ideas,  than  to  cherish  them.  But  so  deep  i 
her  anxielT  for  the  fate  of  Walther,  that  t 
scarcely  thought  of  the  past,  till  she  came  close 
to  the  fatal  crag,  rising  like  a  dark  monument 
against  the  sky,  and  then  the  faul  agony  of  ber 
bereavment,  rushed  like  a  present  sorrow  upon 
her  mind,  and  hiding  her  face  in  her  hands  she 
Blooil  still,  and  wept  bitterly. 

Father  Paul  called  me  happy, ' 


itiong 
icbalj^ 
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^he  thought  at  lengthy  '^  and  so  I  was — happy 
^  OQ  the  morning  when  my  poor  husband  de- 
Parted  from  me  for  ever,  without  either  of  us 
^beaming  of  approaching  sorrow.      But   the 
''UsU  of  the  mountain  are  not  so  changeable  as 
OQr  hearts^  or  never  could  I  have  forgotten  the 
anguish  of  that  day.    Yet  I  have  forgotten  it, 
and  sunshine  and  summer  have  been  pleasant 
to  me  since  then,  or  I  must  have  followed  him 
to  the  grave  long  before  now.    But  woe  is  me 
"-*-*  grief  follows  us,  like  a  cloud,    and    if  any 
misfortune  has  befallen  Walther,  the  end  of  my 
da^rs  will  be  darker  than  the  beginning.      But 
I     must  not  tarry  here !  it  behoves  us  all,  as 
leather  Paul  says,  to  struggle  for  the  future, 
and  not  grieve  over  the  past." 

^ith  this  resolution,  she  again   continued 

^€r  way,  but  very  slow  was  her  progress.     The 

^*^vy  rains  of  the  preceding   night,    rendered 

^^  steep,  narrow  path,  slippery  and  dangerous, 

^^i  she  was  obliged  to  use  the  utmost  caution. 
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in  clstnbmng  over  the  msssea  of  tuocsy  rocLj 
tbu  firqiKntlr  obstructed  it. 

The  drops  of  a  reeent  Bho«er,  Etill  hung  like 
grais  OD  the  tall  grasses  and  quivering  faros 
wfaea  she  reached  the  BUininit  of  the  mountUD, 
and  the  seui&g  sun,  ttke  a  ball  of  fifc>  bunt 
broad  and  dazzUng  oa  her  sight. 

Seven  Cantons  wiih  all  iheir  endless  variety 
of  hill,  and  vale,  and  lake,  and  voodlund,  lay  in 
purple  splendour  at  her  feet,  but  she  saw  only 
the  glorious  orb  of  day,  that  bathed  the 
clouds  in  radiance,  and  she  bad  gaeed  at  it, 
till  ber  eyes  nere  uueble  to  distingui&b  otb«r 
objects,  when  she  was  startled  from  her  mo- 
mentary reverie,  by  ibe  sudden  and  unexpected 
report  of  a  gun.  It  appeared  lo  come  frocn  be- 
hind a  broken  bank  only  a  few  paces  from  the 
spot  where  she  stood,  and  the  echoes  bad 
scarcely  caught  the  sound,  nrbcn  it  was  followed 
by  beavy  groans,  anil  then  a  man  rushed  past 

't,tnth  tlic  Giieed  of  the  wind. 
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^^  Vim  did  the  call  on  him ;  he  returned  no 
''^'^^T,  bat  bounding  like  a  rhannii*  from  cliff 
^^^li^was  lost  in  the  shadows  of  the  darken. 

m 

^  ^^alley^  befiire  her  daiy.trd  sight  had   re- 
^^'^^^^^  its  usual  power. 

^^e  sound  of  his  ^ring  footsteps  had  scaroelj 
™^^  ^WMj,  when,  from  the  spot  where  the  gun 
"^  t)een  fired,  she  heard  the  deep  and  fearful 
*^*^^iing  o(  some  one  apparently  in  the  last 
•P^y  of  exiMring  life. 

^Iie  mshed  forward — she  darted   round   a 

f'^^ecting  angle  of  the  rugged  acclivity,  and  in 

t  Qtnow    recess    beyond,  to  her  horror  and 

iQiazement,  the  first  object  she   beheld,  was 

Fsther  Paul,  stretched  bleeding  and  apparently 

ISdess  on  the  ground.      She  called  to  him  in  a 

wild  voice,  but  he  answered  her  not ;  she  raised 

his  head  from  the  wet  turf,  but  his  eyes  were 

closed ;  the  hue  of  death  was  on  his  free,  his 

lips  were  distorted  by  pain,  and  it  seemed,  as  if 

the  last  spark  of  life,  had  been  exhausted  in 
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those  expressions  of  agony  which  had  brou^/>' 
Lena  to  his  side. 

Ever  prompt  where  there  was  a  necessity  for 
nction,  and  hoping  thntthe  Hermit  had  oqIt 
fainted  from  loss  of  blood,  the  shepherdess  lort 
no  time,  but  instantly  lore  off  his  frock  and 
nought  to  ascertain  the  nature  of  his  hurt.  Stic 
soon  discovered  that  a  bullet,  probably  simed 
at  his  heart,  had  passed  through  the  upper  part 
of  his  left  arm,  which  had  bled  profusely,  and 
tearing  her  apron  into  shreds,  she  quickly  bound 
it  up,  so  as  to  prevent  further  hemorrhage, 
should  he  again  revive. 

But  this  done,  she  was  at  a  loss  how  next  to 
proceed;  there  was  no  fountain  near,  from 
whence  to  bring  him  a  reviving  draft,  «nd 
though  the  hospital  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Sdows 
iraa  directly  beneath  her,  in  the  valley,  it  vat 
too  far  off  for  its  charitable  inhabitants  to  hear 
her  cries  for  assistance.  She  was  stron<;,  but 
yet   not  strong   enough   to   hear  the    Ilcniiit 
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thither,  ^i  wUlingly  wooU  the  Litc  ^it.-  lI- 
^  P^^^wsscd  to  have  had  Walxhcr  it  ber  t.i* 
•tthat  moment. 

"*^iht  ttill  undeciiled  what  cofzne  v^  p-jri  -^. 

"*  *^^a  greatlj  cheered  by  iieriiiig  tie  p-li*  jc 

^  old  man   eentljr  throbtw?  Ipsmazz,    iat 

'"VC'%,  and  whilst  she  r^ppontd  Lk  Lsbi,  ii.i 

**«»^iied  to  watch  him,  wiih  deep  ^zjutij,  %i*t 

^^  b.iai  slowly  uDclose  his  eres.  kz*i  ztzA  - 1- 

**™y  around  him.  By  desrees  Li*  p-Jae  -» tr.*  i 

•"^"^ger,  and  his  conscioasneu  m-.Ln*:i.  il.  it 

****8*-li  recognizing  his  conpar-kr.  l*  b*^'i- ed  i 

ihor^    sigh,  and  feebly  presft^c  L*r  Li^-  :j.  i-». 

"  '^  to  testify  hi*  graiiiac*.    Bii  I>r^  d-d  i#-,t 

•P^^^W.  she  scarcely  direi  to  l:ta:r*^-  f.r  r:-* 

*****^  the  sound  cf  foot%:)tp*    ,:-   i-t   ■;."■"■  i--.d 

^'^^^^•^h  it  was  ftlrcstdy  *j>'j  dirk  Vv   c.fc.:-j:r-l^.- 

•°5^  object  at  niore  tLa::  tTre;.ty  picti  -jr-t'^'j*- 

*"^  '^as  oertaia  thx:  sozic  o-e  Tt.i  ip^j^ritv— --r 

^^^    trembied  «iih  tLe  itrrij^t   ic--,-'*'-^;.*-*:- 

^^t  it  mizhi  be  the  &i*«.*-iii.  Crf  Ft"-i-»r.-  ?t^. 


;-y  lu.'.iu-,::  the  cracked  notes  of  In  r 
H.-111S  Bruuk  singing  at  the  top  of  1: 
an  if  he  sought  by  this  attempt  at  a 
keep  up  his  own  courage,  and  terrif 
same  time  every  enemy  earthly  or  ui 
vho  might  feel  incliaed  to  assail  him,  i 
did  melUiluous  notes  from  the  lips  of  be 
more  n'elcome  on  the  soul  of  an  CE 
Youth,  than  did  the  shrill  music  of  t 
on  the  ear  of  the  Shepherdess. 

"  Hans,"  she  eagerly  exclaimed,  **  i 
sake  cease  that  noise,  and  come  hi 
mediately." 

*'  Lena !  is  that  your  voice  ?*  cried 
man  in  a  very  altered  tone. 
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^fhai  mischief,  in  the  name  of  the  Saints  ? 

^^^ot  I  stir  a  step  without  going  plump  up  to 

^^  Deck  at  eveiy  turning  in  other  people's 

^'^bles.    What  hare  we  here  ?  some  drunken 

^^pherd  that  has  mistaken  kirchen-Wasser  for 

goat'j  whey  ?* 

^  Oh,  Hans,  it  is  a  lucky  chance  brought  you 
*^Uier  to  help  me/'  rejoined  his  sister,  **  for  I 
^^<^Id  not  have  removed  him  alone/' 

^  And  do  you  think  I  am  going  to  be  such  a 

tool,  as  to  take  that  trouble,"  he  said  with  a 

wugh ;  •*  no,  no,  leave  him  where  he  is,  Lena, 

^>id  he  will  sleep  himself  sober  before  morning." 

^  Leave  him  !  heaven  forbid  !  you  know  not 

'^hat  you  are  saying !  it  is  Father  Paul !" 

'*  What  the  Hermit !  truly  I  thought  he  had 
forsworn  all  strong  potations/' 

'^  Hans,  for  shame !"  cried  Lena,  now  highly 

^ontated.    "This  is  no  time  for  jesting;  the 

'^'jnian  is  at  the  point  of  death.  He  is  wound- 

*^d  bleeding,  and  wc  must  carry  him  to  the 

^^''^^tery  without  a  moment's  delay." 

'^^-     II.  E 


be  fallen  &^^ 
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"  Wounded  do  you  say  ?  has  he 
a  crag,  or  what  has  happened  t" 

"  I    scarcely   can   tell  you,"    returned  th'^^ 
woman  in  hurried  accents.     "  A  gun  was  fired^^ 
8  mau  darted  past  me,  and  then  I  found  Fstber' 
Paul  here,  wounded  and  insensible." 

"  A  gun  say  you,"  murmured  Hans  in  ex- 
treme terror ;  "  did  you  know  the  man  ?" 

"  He  passed  me  very  quickly,  and  my  c^ 
were  dazzled  by  the  setting  sun. 

"  Was  it  Michael  Graaf  >"    dcmani 
tailor,  in  accents  scarcely  audible. 

"  Certainly  not  I  be  was  taller,  and 
and  moved  more  nimbly,  like  3  younger 
returned  Lena;  "  but  help  me,   Hans,  to  tifi 
the  Hermit  from  the  ground,   and  we 
of  this  hereafter." 

•*  To  the  Hospital,"  whispered  Father 

"  There  is  no  house  nearer,  sure  enotiglt, 
said  the  little  man,  "  and  I  am  sure  it  is  id 
pr,ssible  that  I,  for  one,  con  carrj-  such 
nil  the  way  thither," 
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'or  thaine  P*  cried  Lena  Merah-. 

m 

^hame,  indeed,  what  dMmU  I  be 


^*    ^4ie  neeaie  is  idt 

m 

*»  ^xid  that  requires 
P>i^  to  guide  it.  I 
■7  Wirlrj  fiv  an  J  mai 
■mi  endofit.  Fatlicr 
^Bto  trooUcs  cnoogh, 
■dcing  that  the 

**  What  is  to  be 
"^^iherdess  in  the 

**  If  Toa  are  not 
"•^^n  oaty  if  yon 
«Wir,«IwiIlgo 
''"^  up  two  stout 


Ickrr 


I 


Rnlis  like^Qp  bris« 


afiaid  of  CEsriar  '^tc? 


to  t 

vita  a  ix: 


**  Do  so,  «ith  ii!  ^K3«L 
'^OibIt,  ^  but  nrst  tell  oae  if  tck^  knov 
^XlTahherr' 

•^Oh,ye%  pltttyr'  asxfwewi  aae 
4|(  lame  time  fuming  to 

«  Is  he  safe  ?" 
E  3 


taLriV  at 
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•'  Perfectly  bo  !"  * 

"  But  why  has  he  not  returned?" 
"  Father  Paul  can  tell  you  all  that  better  tha^ 
I,"  said  Hans,  and  without  adding  more,  hrf 
hurried  down  the  mountain. 

It  was  true  he  had  come  thither  purposely  tO' 
visit  Lena  at  her  chalet,  and  recount  to  her  the 
whole  events  of  the  preceding  night,  but  he  "n 
not  prepared  to  do  so  in  the  presence  of  ths 
Hermit ;  not  exactly  knowing  how  much  ha 
might  be  willing  for  bim  to  disclose,  tis 
thought  it  best,  therefore,  to  defer  the  whi 
narrative  to  a  more  convenient  opportuni^ 
when  he  might  be  at  liberty  to  eay  what  1 
pleased,  and  to  tell  his  story,  moreover,  in 
manner  to  set  fais  own  conduct  off  to  the  b 
nd  vantage. 

Slowly  and  drearily  passed  the  time  wbill 
y^i.  remained  in  the  darkuess,  on  ilie  brink* 
nat  roouDtatD,  with  the  head  of  Fathai 
resting  on  her  knee,  and  the  chill  oighf 
'  sighing  like   a   troubled  spirit  around 
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^°^^*  The  old  fDan  neither  meivvd  aor  ifMe, 
rartliough  his  aenies  had  retvncd,  fast  ««u- 
''^  and  eshanstion  vcre  eztmae,  aod  i^je 
'•'^ed  lest  sDccoor  mi^t  arrire  too  hie  to  r»- 
cw  him  from  death. 

^t  length,  to  her  inexpresisUs  R£e£  «Le  m 
%kt9  moving  aroimd  the  botpiSaL  aad  ib& 
^on«  sknrlj  and  stcadOj  fr>>c:;i  ibe  TiSej.  ^ 
">^  ^ide  of  the  mountain  tovarii  faer.  Hut  «*C1 
"^>^Ti  voice  of  Hans  ere  loc?  broSce  ifae  4«7i 
•**JUics8  of  the  night,  acd  bcfcre  i 
''^^■^e  had  el^ned,  he  appeared  -r:*J 
^"^  hand^  and  a  basket  of  pf<:ii^.^^  i^i  ti« 
^'^'^er,  busQj  pointing  <»i  tLc  re^^Li:?  plaoe  o< 
^^  Hermit,  to  two  of  the  Capodii::*  ^br,  hi- 
*^ed  him  with  a  fitter.  Tbme  vortiT  sMbkt 
*^^<e  eqoallj  surprised  ujd  cistre  i 
*^(liatioD  of  the  Sofitary,  bet  faaiing 
Qiat  his  wound  had  oeaMd  to  Ueed,  as*^  s&ar6it 
1^  swallow  a  strong  corciaL  tber  l2iZu»;f:af^:T 
liid  him  on  the  Inter,  and  csozssjer.obj  t^/ 
descent  to  the  Ho^JuL  Lei^  ax^  Hi£.s.  t^esr- 
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ing  torches,  led  the  way,  and  with  the  utmost 
caution  and  care,  they  reached  the  holy  eiUfice 
io  about  half  an  hour. 

Father  Paul  was  there  immediately  laid  in 
bed,  and  one  of  the  monies,  well  skilled  in  sur- 
gery, fonhwilh  examined  the  nature  of  his  in- 
juries. It  was  with  infinite  sorrow  that  I^na 
heard  him  at  length  pronounce,  that  in  bis  pre- 
sent exhausted  and  fueble  state,  it  was  utterly 
impossible  to  probe  his  wounds,  but  that  judg- 
ing from  external  appearances  they  were  veiy 
serious,  whilst  the  Hermit's  advanced  age  ma- 
terially increased  the  danger  arising  from  them. 
The  years  of  kindness  that  the  Shepherdess 
had  received  from  Father  Paul,  and  the  deep 
and  respectful  affection  with  whi^  she  eon- 
aequently  regarded  him  combined  with  serenl 
other  causes  to  make  her  feel  that  hia  death 
would  he  the  heaviest  misfortune,  except  the 
low  of  her  diildrcn,  that  could  possibly  bc(U 
ber,  and  her  sorrow  was  greatly  aggravated, 
■  FWben  ahc  found,  that  by  the  rates  of  the  mo- 
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^^^teiy,  she  could  not  be  allowed  to  remain  and 

^^tch  over  the  sick  bed  of  her  benefactor. 

-^  though  she  knew  that  whikt  under  the  care  of 

^be  Capuchins,  he  had  little  need  of  her  services^ 

^'^d  that  silence  and  rest  were  his  best  medi- 

^^^xtcsy  it  was  with  a  heavy  and  unwilling  hearty 

^*^^t  accompanied  by  Hans,  she  departed  for  her 

^^^Ki  house.    Yet  it  was  now  many  hours  since 

left  it,  and  she  remembered,  not  without 

iety,  that  poor  Fritz  was  there  alone. 

The  youth  was  in  bed  and  asleep  when  his 

'^^othcr  and  uncle  reached  the  chalet.     The 

was  not  totally  extinct,  and  Lena  having 

^^^^ved  it  with  fresh  faggots,  and  placed  a  sup- 

iHsr  of  bread  and  cheese  before  Hans,  seated 

^CT^If  beside  him,  and  with  an  anxious  coun- 

'^diance  told  him  he  had  now  no  further  excuse 

delaying  to  inform  her  of  all  he  knew  about 

Waliher. 

''  If  I  had  had  any  pleasant  news  to  com- 
municate, I  would  not  have  refused  telling  it 
you,  as  we  came  along,"   answered  the  tailor. 


^H 
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whilst  he  at  the  Bome  time  commenced  a  a 
hearty  attack  on  the  TJands  before  him. 

"  He  has  not  been  doing  anything  wrong,  V 
will  answer  forbim,"  said  his  sister  keeping  her" 
anxious  eyes  fixed  upon  bis  countenance. 

"  I  dare  not  say,"  replied  Hans, "but  never- 
theless— upon  my  soul  Lena  you  make  thebol 
cheese  on  the  whole  mountain."  ^^H 

"  But  what  ofWalther?"  ^^^ 

"  Ay,  what  of  Walther !  you  may  well  wtf 
that,  for  though  he  has  done  nothing  wrong, 
that  I  know  of,  except  refusing  to  follow  my 
trade,  nbich  would  have  saved  him  from  all  the 
troubles  and  difficulties  he  is  now  in — " 

"  Speak  out  at  once,  Hans,  1  entreat  yoo," 
cried  the  poor  woman,  "  can  you  not  tell  me 
plainly  what  has  become  of  bim." 

"  Yes,  to  be  sure,  [Mainly  enough,  if  you  wi^ 
it.     He  is  in  the  city  goal." 

*  In  goal,"  exclaimed  Lena.  **  Holy  MeAn^ 
Ibr  what  reason  ?'* 


i 
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"or  robbing  the  public  treasury  1"  returned 
{l&¥i39  ^i^  a  knowing  nod. 

^^  Srother^  are  you  dreaming,  or  distracted  V^ 

cried  the  poor  woman,  in  the  wildest  agitation* 

^  Neither  the  one,  nor  the  other,"  he  replied, 

'^  and  moreover,  what  I  tell  you  is  as  true  as 

^^t  hunger  and  fasting  are  ill  companions/^ 

**  But  he  is  not — he  cannot  be  guilty  !"  ex* 

c»aitned  the  distracted  mother. 

^  You  are  right  there,^'  returned  the  tailor, 

^ut  there  are  some  who  say  he  is,  and  will 

^^ear  to  it  too,  and  as  Michael  Graaf  is  one  of 

^^  number,  and  Staffer  is  another,  you  may  be 

'^^^Ity  sure  there  will  be  many  more  of  those 

*^o  pin  their  faith  on  rich  men^s  sleeves,  who 

^Ul  be  quite  ready  to  believe  it     Oh,  Lena— 

^^^na,  in  truth  it  is  a  bad  business,  or  I  would 

^^t  have  left  a  half  finished  pair  of  buckskins, 

^o  come  clambering  all  the  way  here,  to  tell  it 

you.    He  is  a  promising  young  man  to  say  the 

least  of  him,  though  he  did  disdain  the  needle> 

and  theie  rascals  will  be  making  him  shorter  by 

«  5, 
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a  head,  befim  ooe  well  knows  wbat  they  at 


-1 


''Ma 

1 


"  Ik  Fathtf  Paul  aware  of  wbat  bas  i 

**  Tb  be  van  be  1%"  returned  Hans ; 
iB  hi  who  drew  the  poor  boy  into  tbe  scnpe ; 
nd  what  is  more,  I  am  afraid  there  is  nobody 
]bc  can  get  him  out  of  it ;  and  here,  as  if  on 
lOiyuai.  to  make  matters  worse,  comes  some 
cascally  sbarp-sfaooter,  and  sends  a  buQet 
h  his  body.  1  would  bet  my  last  dcw 
s  it  was  Michael  Graaf,  only  I  believe,  thai 
like  mjaelf,  be  is  no  hand  with  a  rifle.  But 
you  saw  tbe  fellow,  Lena  ?" 

"  Only  imperfertly,"  she  replied,  "  yet  1 
could  swear  it  was  not  the  Treasurer.  But  tell 
me,  Hans,  bow  Waltber  got  into  all  ihit 
trouble,  and  then  I  shall  be  a  better  judge  what 
course  to  take  to  rescue  him  from  his  enemies." 
The  little  man  forthwith  began  a  narrative  of 
the  circumstances  that  led  to  his  nephew's  cap- 
tiTity,  which  though  true  in  the  main^  was  so 
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di*^>*ted  to  make  himself  appear  the  most  im- 
P'l^^Ot  person  in  the  night's  transactions^  that 
those  who  knew  the  simple  truth,  would  have 
bsd  ^ome  difficulty  in  recognizing  it^  when  thus 
^«%iied. 

^Ut  Lena  learnt  enough  from  it,  to  know 

t^  ))er  son  was  in  imminent  danger,  and  that 

Fsther  Paul,  from  whom  no  assistance  could 

^  expected  in  his  present  state,    was    ap*- 

pv^ntly  the  only  creature  who  had  power  to 

***^t  him.     Hans  said  he  was  willing  at  any 

'^  to  swear  to  all  he  knew,  should  the  poor 

7<Hith  be  brought  to  trial,  but  Lena  was  too 

v^U  aware  of  his  habit  of  saying  more  than  he 

P^ormed,  to  place  much  reliance  on  such  aid ; 

•"^   even,  if  the  tailor's  affection  for  Walther 

''^Uld,  at  the  time  of  need,  inspire  him  with 

'"^h  unusual  courage,  she  felt  certain  that  his 

^dcnce  would  avail  little,  against  the  testi- 

""^^iy  of  such  influential  men  as  Staffer,  and 

**iohael  Graaf. 
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Hans,  with  all  his  vanity,  admitted  this,  nnd 
they  had  at  length  concluded,  that  on  the 
speedy  recovery  of  Father  Paul,  the  fate  of 
Walther  depended,  when  their  sad  discourse 
waa  unexpectedly  interrupted,  by  a  feeble  tap- 
ping at  the  door.  It  was  past  midnight,  and 
never  before  since  Lens  dwelt  there,  had  any 
human  being  disturbed  her  at  such  an  hour. 
Though  naturally  courageous,  afeeling  of  alarm 
crept  over  her,  when  she  remembered  the  re- 
cent attack  on  Father  Paul,  and  when  the  sig- 
nal was  speedily  repeated,  she  yet  hesitated  for 
a  moment,  ere  she  removed  the  slight  wooden 
bar,  fay  which  alone  the  door  was  secured. 

"  But  perhaps  it  may  be  some  fellow  creature 

in  distress,"  she  thought,  "  and  the  wind  uid 

.  the  rain  are  sweeping  wildly  over  the  luUt*^^| 

cannot  refuse  them  admission."  "^^H 

Hans  no  sooner  perceived  her  intention  thin 
he  screamed  loudly  to  her  to  desist,  but  she 
heeded  him  not.     She  thought  she  knew  ti 
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voice^  that  fkindy  pleaded  for  admissioDj  and 
though  she  scarcely  believed  her  senses,  ifvith 
anxious  haste  she  flung  open  the  door. 

A  female^  whose  fluttering  garments  were 
^'^nched  with  rain  stood  without^  but  hastily 
^^'^^^aing  the  threshold,  she  no  sooner  came 
^*^Uim  the  rays  of  the  cottage  fire,  than  Hans 
^Pi'ajig  from  his  seat  with  amazement,  and 
'^cui  uttered  a  short  cry  of  consternation. 
It  was  Justine. 

^ATeary  and  exhausted,  it  was  some  minutes 
*^Core   she  could  reply   to  their  anxious    in- 
^^Ties  as  to  the  cause  of  her  coming  thither, 
^t  ^uch  an  hour,  and  when  after  a  few  broken 
^Ords,  she  burst  into  a  violent  fit  of  weeping, 
^na  sadly  persuaded  that  Walther's  misfor- 
tunes were  the  cause  of  her  distress,  endea- 
voured to  soothe  her  with  gentle  kindness,  and 
wisely  forbore  to  question  her  further,  till  her 
excitement  had  some^vhat  subsided. 

She  busied  herself  meanwhile,  in  removing 
her  wet  linen  cloak  and  shoes,  and  insisted  on 
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the  poor  girl  swallowing  a  glass  of  hot  vhi 
before  she  would  allow  her  to  utter   . 
syllable, 

Hans,  whoBe  curiosity  was  meanwhile  on 
the  full  stretch,  thought  all  these  arraugeineuta 
would  never  come  to  an  end,  and  aAer 
fidgetting  backwards  and  forwards  for  more 
than  five  minutes,  whilst  his  sister  supported 
the  head  of  the  weeping  girl  ou  her  bosom,  he 
suddenly  seized  her  by  the  arm,  and  cried  in  a 
sharp  voice,  "  Lena,  are  you  mad,  not  to  let  the 
girl  speak?  Nothing  but  Walther's  danger 
has  sent  her  here,  and  she  has  some  worse 
tidings,  depend  upon  it,  than  1  brought  you,  or 
she  would  not  have  come  scrambling  up  the 
mountain  alone,  at  this  hour,  when  the  winds 
are  howling  enough  to  frighten  a  stout  man  d^^| 
of  his  five  senses."  ^^H 

"  Oh  yes,  yes,  terrible  tidings  indeed,"  mor* 
mured  Justine. 

"  Ay,  did  I  not  tell  you  so  !"  cried   Hans, 
with   infinite   exultation.      "  Well,    my  child. 
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what  are  they  ?  don't  mind  Lena^  but  speak 
out/* 

But  Lena  was  no  longer  in  a  state  to  offer 
*^y  opposition.  Her  own  terrors  had  almost 
deprived  her  of  the  power  to  support  her  guest, 
^^d  trembling  from  head  to  foot^  a  terrible  pre- 
sentiment came  over  her,  that  the  life  of 
^alther  had  already  been  sacrificed  to  the 
bitter  jealousy  of  St^er,  and  the  guilty  terrors 
^^  Michael  Graaf,  and  when  Justine  continued 
^^nt,  she  shuddered  to  hear  Hans  inquire,  in  a 
^*^Ubled  voice,  if  the  rascals  had  already  put 
^*^e  poor  boy  to  death. 

*•  No,  no — not  yet,  or  I  had  not  been  here," 
^^plied  the  girl  eagerly. 

"  Then    what,    in    the    name    of   fortune. 

Mademoiselle  Justine,*'  said  the  *  tailor,  '^  has 

made  you  thus  set  your  uncle  at  defiance,  and 

redouble  his  wrath  against  the  poor  youth,  by 

your  deserting  his  house  in  this  manner  V^ 

*^  I  have  locked  my  door,  and  no  one  suspecta 
I  am  from  home/'  she  replied,  '^  but  I  could 
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not  go  to  rest,  when  I  knew  that  to-moTTon  it 
is  their  purpose — " 

"  To  bring  him  to  trial  1"  exclaimed  Lena, 
when  the  poor  girPs  faltering  words  died  away, 
and  hiding  her  face,  she  again  wept  bitterly. 

"  Oh,  no !  no  !"  she  cried,  "  would  it  were. 
It  is  worse,  iar  worse.  He  is  to  be  put  to  the 
torture." 

"  They  cannot  be  sucli  pionsters !"  exclaimed 
Lena. 

"  They  have  the  power,  for  it  was  done  not 
long  ago,  when  a  fellow  was  arrested  on  sus- 
picion of  murder,"  said  Hans,  quietly.  "  But 
on  what  pretenee  can  they  use  Walthcr  J 
barbarousl/?" 

"  It  appears,  when  the  other  meniberB  o 
Council  went  to  examine  the  state  of  the  Tna- 
sury  with  my  uncle,"  said  Justine,  "  \argt 
sums  were  discovered  to  be  missing.  Cei 
insinuations  were  thrown  out  against  Fal 
Paul,  aud  it  was  proposed  to  question  Wolther. 
He  was  resolutely  silent,  aud  provided  be  mokes 


Ithcr  j^_ 
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Ro  confession  before  to-morrow,  they  intend 
^"^ringing  the  truth  from  his  lips,  by  this  horrible 
^pedient.  One  Magistrate  alone  objects  to  it, 
but  my  uncle  exultingly  told  me,  his  efforts  to 
^▼crt  it  will  avail  nothing.  I  went  first  to  you 
"^Rs — but  when  I  found  you  not,  there  was 
'^  course  left  for  me,  but  to  come  in  search  of 
Lena.'^ 

^  And  what  is  next  to  be  done  1  know  not  !*' 
^turned  the  distracted  mother. 

^  Get  him  out  of  prison  this  very  night,'' 
^^  Justine,  ^^  and  either  conceal  him,  or  send 
'^Oi  from  the  country,  till  better  men  are  in 
i^Mrer." 

**  And    when     will     that     be?**     returned 
^^lis. 

^  Heaven  only  knows  !*'  exclaimed  the  girl, 

or  does  it  matter,  but  Walther  must  be 


*  It  is  fine  talking,  but  words  shape  no 
ents,*'  returned  the  tailor ;  *'  the  way  to 
it,  is  the  difficulty." 
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I  have  thought  of  that  too,"  returnee^ 
Justine,  whom  rest  had  now  quite  reviv< 
'^  Sanchen  the  goaler's  daughter,  has  been 
playfellow  and  friend  for  years.  She  knot 
all  my  trouble,  and  has  promised,  if  I  will  xuaM^ 
have  a  boat  on  the  lake  before  sunrise,  she 
help  me,  to  the  utmost  of  her  power^  to 
Walther  out  of  prison." 

^^  And  your  uncle  ?''    demanded  the 
herdess. 

*^  I  cannot  think  of  my  uncle  when  Walthec-^ 
is  in  danger.     Don't  chide  me  Lena,  it  mt] 
be  wrong,  but  I   cannot  help  it.     If  I 
return  to  my  chamber  unobserved  I  will ;  bot^ 
if  I  cannot,  the  world  may  say  what  it  pleases,  « 
and  if  I  succeed,  and  Walther  is  saved,  I  shall 
be  far  too  happy  to  care  for  it.'^ 

"  Noble,  generous  girl,  you  are  worthy  of  his 
love,"  said  Lena,  taking  the  girl's  hands  in 
her's,  and  kissing  her  fer\'ently.  *'  I  would 
Father  Paul  had  been  able  to  advise  us,  but 
we  will  do  the  best  we  can.*' 
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**  Kjoi  why  cannot  the  Hermit  advise  us?^' 
nupdred  Justine  anxiously. 

''He  was  shot  this  very  night  by  an  unknown 
lund  on  the  mountain,  and  now  lies  in  great 
dinger  at  the  Hospital/'  returned  Lena. 

The  maiden  listened  with  horror  and  agita- 
tioQ  to  this  information,  and  she  sat  for  several 
QiioQtes  in  deep  and  sorrowful  silence,  ere,  in 
'My  to  Lena's  inquiry,  she  detailed  the  further 
Pvticulars  of  the  plan  she  had  arranged 
^th  her  friend  Sanchen,  for  her  lover's 
ewpe. 

Bot  as  all  chance  of  success  depended  on  it 

^g  accomplished    before    daylight,   it   was 

*^«Jt  they  must  depart  without  further  delay, 

^"^  Justine  declared  she  had  entirely  recovered 

^'^  her  fatigue.    The  shower  had  past,  and 

^  moon  was  once  more  shining  brightly,  but 

^^Ugh  Lfcna's  anxiety  for  Walther  was  very 

^^^^,  it  was  with  painful  reluctance  that  she 

^\ight   of  again   deserting  her  poor  dumb, 

^^less  Fritz  for  so  long  a  time.     But  cndea- 
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vouring  to  convince  herself  that  no  harm  coc 
possibly  happen  to  him  in  that  secluded  pift 
she  kissed  him  as  he  slept,  and  brushing  I 
unbidden  tears  from  her  eyes,  she  hastily  f 
lowed  her  companions  from  the  cottage, 
was  only  a  momentary  weakness,  for  convinc 
how  greatly  her  assistance  was  required,  ■ 
how  cruel  it  would  be  to  desert  Justine  at  su 
a  crisis,  with  no  better  guide  and  adviser  th 
Hans,  whom  she  knew,  by  a  long  and  sad  i 
pcrience^  to  be  the  slave  of  self-interest  a 
conceit,  she  would  willingly  have  made  a 
sacrifice  to  secure  the  escape  of  Walther  fri 
the  power  of  his  enemies,  and  sustain  fl 
generous  hearted  maiden  in  the  arduous  ta 
she  had  undertaken. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


**  Thy  heart  can  feel — but  will  not  move 
Thy  loul,  though  softy  will  never  shake 

And  these,  when  all  was  loat  beside. 
Were  found  and  still  arc  fixed,  in  thee 

Aad  bearing  still  a  breast  so  tried. 
Earth  ii  no  desert-^even  to  me.'* 

Byron. 

^^OCJOH  Lena's  anxiety  for  Walther  was  great 
^  ftbe  deBcended  the  mountain  that  night,  it 
'^^s  far  exceeded  by  the  deep  agony  of  Justine's 
^^'publed  heart.    The  mother  had  before  known 
i^eavy  trials^  and  age  had  perhaps  somewhat 
\iLunted  the  acuteness  of  her  early  feelings,  but 
Ihe  maiden  had  previously  experienced  little  of 
sorrow ;  far  less  of  human  depravity,  and  no- 
thing of  the  cruelty  of  hardened  hearts. 


a  Crarfiil  shock  to  lirr  youtif;  and  inn 
but  that  Walther  Stanz  waa  to  be  t 
such  cr&fty  iniquity,  vhilst  it  rei 
agony,  arouBed  all  the  strength  of  1: 
Bpiiit,  and  determined  her  to  lue  e 
in  her  pover  to  foil  the  tiDJUBt  pui 
Treasurer. 

Gradually  as  they  approached  Li 
boat  procured  by  Hans  at  Weggii 
became  elated  by  the  certainty  of  ■ 
the  joyful  conwiouaoess  that  it 
power,  to  prove  to  the  chosen  of  he: 
far  beyond  all  the  world  beside,  shi 
safety,  and  his  love. 

It  is  very  rarely  in  this  world,  thi 
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Bd  >o  seldom  can  she  act  up  to  their  high 
dutUa,  in  a  cool  and  calculating  world,  with- 
out tmngiag  either  deslmctioa,   or  ridicule  on 
berhead.     But  the  whole  Boul  of  this  single 
Iieuted  creature,  was   too  entirely  devoted  to 
the  man  she  loved,  to  allow  her  to  fear  any 
Wch  consequences  for  herself,  and  moreover   if 
Ae  did  then  set  at  dcBanee  the  aulhority  of  all 
«iM  was  mean,  and  base,  and  contemptible,  her 
Mnscience  told  her  she  did  right,  and  relying 
^'Q  the  protection  of  heaven,  and  Wallher's  ap> 
P*til»tion,  she  fearlessly  followed  the   impulse 
of  her  pure  and  generous  heart. 

Lena  who  well  knew  that  prudence  as  well 
**  ^thusiasm,  is  at  all  times  necessary  to  ensure 
'fecess,  watched  the  countenance  of  the  excited 
E"!  with  sorrowful  apprehensions,  and  it  was 
'^h  increased  anxiety,  she  learnt  on  arriving  at 
'*Ceme,  that  Justine  alone  could  be  admitted 
^  the  prison. 

%ut  she  insisted   on   accompanying  her  as 
^^g  as  possible,  and  having  left  Hans  in  the 


m 


part  of  till:  town,  and  not  a  crcatui 
but  tlieniBclvcB,  jet  they  spoke  1 
OS  they  glided  through  the  deserted 

"  Juktioe,"  Mud  the  shepberdeii 
had  been  a  long  silence  between  t 
are  very  young,  and  Sancben  ia  y 
Eurely  you  had  better  let  me  go  iab 
instead  of  you." 

"  Do  not  miNtrust  me,  Lena/*  r 
girl,  '*  more  than  my  life  is  at  stake, 
you  have  known  me  only  giddy  and 
I  have  gained  ten  years  wisdom  sint 
last." 

"  It  is  only  tlirec  days  since, 
anxious  mother  with  a  deep  sigh. 
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t  "  W  is  Sanchen^  kind  girl/*  murmured  Jus- 

^^tndin  another  minute  her  friend  glided 
^^7  towards  them,  and  whispered  her  name. 
Tes,  I  am  here,''  she  replied. 
'•  Docs  aU  go  well  (^ 

*'  So  fcr  every  thing  prospers/*  answered  her 
"'Cttd,  **  ray  father,  after  drinking  freely,  has 
V^  to  sleep  at  last ;  I  have  managed  to  get 
'  Posiession  of  his  keys,  and  if  you  have  a  boat 
•^y,  will  let  the  prisoner  out  by  the  little 
postern  that  opens  from  the  north  turret  on  the 
l4ace.'* 

"  Hans  Brunk  is  waiting  at  the  landing 
place  with  a  boat,"  answered  Justine  quickly. 

'^Then  you  must  go  back,  and  make  him 
^^  round  to  the  door,  whilst  I  return  to  re- 
*•»«  the  prisoner.** 

'^  Ob,  Sanchen,  I  thought  you  promised  to 
^^  iDe  with  you  to  his  cell/*  returned  Justine 
•Piously. 

"^here  is  no  necessity  whatever  for  your 

^*    II.  F 


vMccmr^r  widun  like  prLsoa/'  was  her  friendK  ^ 
repiy.  ^  and  dhc  boat — ^ 

•«  I  wiU  go  bKk  Mid  aend  tlie  boat,  if  that 
B  alL'' and  I>M ; '^  I  think  JiMtine  had  better 
go  visth  joa  to  aa  j  aoa  Walthcr,  if  it  be  pen 
abMS  for  her  to  do  ao  without  awakenioK  mh 


«  Th«a  be  it  so,^  was  Sancben'a  reply,  '^mi 
icake  all  speed,  for  in  fire  niinutfai  I  hope  *c 
shall  be  ac  che  poocerau** 

The  Shepheniessanxioaaandagitaled,pmii' 
Jiisciae  for  a  momenc  in  her  arma  before  tk^ 
parted*  and  then  in  pnifeund  ailence  thcj  citk 
httrried  on  their  war,  Lena  in  aearch  of  HMr 
and  Justine,  with  her  joong  friend,  to  the  ]iri* 
Yate  entrance  of  the  goakr^s  dwelling. 

*'  Tread  lighdj,"  said  Sanchen,  in  a  vhiqitff 
when  they  approached  the  threshold  of  btf 
home.  **  we  must  cross  the  kitchen  where  IV 
tacher  sleeps ;  and  in  fact,  no  sooner  had  tbei^ 
young  creatures  unclosed  the  door,  and  softlf 
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»'lt«»ed  the  low  and  thick  walled  apartment, 
oan  Justine  was  fully  convinced  of  the  ne- 
^^wily  for  the  utmost  caution. 

A  deal  table  stood  near  the  middle  of    the 

^Oor,  and  there  with  his  head  resting  on  his 

^Ided  arms,  eat  the  gaoler,  snoring  so  loudly, 

**  lo  leave   no   doubt   of   the    reality  of   his 

•'Umber;  but  though  Sancben  moved  with  the 

^ility  of  a  squirrel,  as  she  lighted  a  lamp  at 

te  solitary  candle  burning  near  her  father's 

'**bo«,  he  more  than  once  groaned,  as  if  uneasy 

hii  aleep,  ere  she  bad  accomplished  it. 

She  made  a  sign  to  Justine  to  stand  behind 

near  the  door  leading  into  the  prison,  and 

*  was  fortunate  that  she  instantly  obeyed  her, 

«>r  ihe  had  scarcely  glided  round,  ere  the  man 

'"■oolced  up  in  liis  daughter's  face  with  a  drowsy 

Oe«ril(iered  stare,  and  gruffly  asked  what  she 

"•a  about. 

I  am  going  to  bed  father,"  she  returned. 
Then  be  off  with  you,"  he  said,  "  and  don't 
^    chattering  here,  to   disturb  me  half  the 
V  S 


minutes  snored  louder  than  ever. 

ijaiichcnj  who  though  she  had  ve 
much  for  her  friend,  vas  far  from  co 
Ban  that  not  a  moment  was  to  be  loa 
trembled  bo  violently,  that  she  vainly  i 
to  turn  the  key  in  the  Jock  of  the  in 
but  Justine,  from  whom  the  high'  e 
of  the  moment,  and  the  coDscioiui 
Walther's  fate  depended  on  her  exerl 
banished  all  fear  and  hesitation,  calml] 
the  fastenings,  and  having  once  more  ai 
that  their  movements  remained  un 
hurried  after  her  companion  into  tli 
passage  leading  from  the  kitchen. 
would  they  have  secured  the  door  in  t 
but  there  were  no  means  of  doins  so. 
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"^^Wcate  windings  of  the  dreary  old  building, 
S^ve  her  friend  n  sign  to  proceed  in  silence,  as 
they  passed  a  line  of  iron  clenched  doors  in  the 
i^ugh  damp  walls,  and  ascended  a  narrow 
^^^ht  of  steep  stone  stairs.  From  thence 
^ej  proceeded  along  a  low  vaulted  gallery,  and 
tile  heart  of  Justine  beat  wildly,  when  on  reach* 

■ 

^>%  the  termination  of  it,  her  guide  whispered 
^lU  they  were  near  the  cell  of  the  prisoner. 
Timing  aside  into  a  small  damp  recess,  she 
^ben  placed  her  lamp  on  the  ground,  and  point- 
^^  to  an  oaken  door,  asked  her  companion  to 
*  •■•iBt  her  in  withdrawing  the  bolts,  for  Walther 
^*^  within.  Justine  instantly  obeyed,  though 
^  heart  was  too  full  for  words,  and  no  sooner 
^^^  the  fastenings  removed,  than  snatching 
^P  the  lamp,  she  rushed  into  the  cell. 

^alther,  disturbed  by  the  unwonted  noise 

^  *Uch  an  hour,  had  arisen  from  his  miserable 

^*    ere    she    entered,    but    bewildered    and 

^^^ed,  he  scarcely  dared  to  believe  his  senses. 
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vhen  his  dazzled  eyes  first  discerned  the  fi^ 
of  her  who  bore  the  light. 

"  Walther  V^  she  murmiired^  "  do  jou  3 
know  me  ?** 

*^  Justine  !**  cried  the  youth,  starting  torwm 
^^  in  the  name  of  mercy,  what  has  brought  y 
hither  V 

^^  Ask  me  no  questions,  but  follow  me,*'  % 
her  reply;  and  she  took  him  eagerly  by  < 
hand,  as  if  to  lead  him  from  the  celL 

^'  What  does  this  mean  ?  whither  would  y 
conduct  me  ?"  demanded  Walther. 

''  To  liberty !"  she  returned.  ^  Hans  ■ 
your  mother  wait  with  a  boat  on  the  Lake,  m 
we  must  fly  Walther  I  quick — quick— or  aU  w 
be  in  vain." 

^^  Justine,^^  he  said,  gazing  sadly  and  aorra 
fully  on  the  anxious  face  of  the  girl^  '^I  caoB 
like  a  guilty  coward  shrink  firom  justice^  m 
give  my  enemies  a  right  to  brand  my  nn 
for  ever  with  dishonour." 
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'  They  know  your  InQocence,  and  their 
*Wds  will  signify  nothing,  when  you  are  safe 
*Qd  far  away,"  she  eagerly  replied. 

"  For  worlds  would  [  not  involve  you  in  my 
''Rubles,'*  said  the  youth,  with  extreme  agita- 
'*<*ii.  "  A  beggar,  and  a  fugitive,  I  could  no 
'ooger  claim  your  love  !" 

*  What  18  life  worth,  if  we  are  to  be  parted 
■*w  ever,  Walther  ?'*  murmured  Justine,  in  an 
'••iploring  voice,  as  she  clung  to  her  lover. 

"  Ruin  must  be  your  portion,  were  you  to  Join 
youi  fate  to  mine,"  he  returned,  "  and  I  cannot 
•eJfishly  sacrifice  your  welfare  to  my  own  gratis 
''caition,  or  allow  you  to  be  deprived  of  home, 
■Wends,  and  wealth,  to  follow  the  wretched 
fortunes  of  a  defamed  and  proscribed  bond- 
man |" 

"  Oh,  Walther,  without  you  I  have  none  of 
these — 1  have  nothing  on  earth  but  your  love," 
^'^'Wered  the  girl  in  broken  accents,  whilst 
****  almost  choked  her  utterance. 

iAy  poor  Justine !  ours   is  a  cruel  fate,'' 


"  But  to  die  on  a  scaffold  !  to  die 
moQ  robber,  Walther  I"  cried  the 
clospiDg  her  hands,  snd  gazing  oi 
with  distracting  anguish,  "  to  Bee 
you  have  known  from  childhood  t 
round  and  mocking  at  your  agon;  1 
headsman's  hands  upon  your  throat 

"  No,  no  1  Justine,  this  will  i 
exclaimed  the  youth,  hastily  interr 
whilst  a  slight  shudder  shook  hia  powi 

"  If  you  knew  my  uncle  as  w( 
you  would  feel  that  nothing  could  ai 
your  flight,"  she  returned.  ■"  To-nu 
to-morrow — you  doubtless  know  t1 
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Centuries  make  no  alteration  in  bad  men's 
"^^rta^'*  she  returned.  *^  Tlie  monsters  are  in 
^^^est,  and  all  is  prepared ;  but  oh,  Walthcr, 
**  you  have  no  mercy  on  yourself,  have  pity 
^^  me,  and  fly." 

"  Thank  heaven  my  frame  is  strong,'^  said 
^  young  man  calmly,  **  I  have  no  fear  of 
"^i&g  forced  to  calumniate  the  innocent,  and 
^ten  the  day  of  trial  comes,  Father  Paul  will 
^^  leave  me  to  perish.  His  evidence  alone — " 
**  Alas  !  he  can  give  no  evidence.*' 
'*  What  mean  you?*' 

^  He  has  been  wounded  by  an  unknown 
^^d,  and  now  lies  at  the  point  of  death,  at  the 
'^^pital  of  Our  Lady  of  the  Snows.'* 

*  Then   Heaven  has  indeed  deserted  me  !'' 
^^laimed  Walther,  in  a  voice  of  despair. 

Oh,  say  not  so  !"  cried  his  agitated  com- 
^^*oo,  **  the  doors  of  your  prison  are  unlocked, 
^  l^ena  is  waiting  for  you  on  the  Lake." 

na,    said  you?"    he   vacantly   replied^ 
poor  mother — and  you  my  precious  trea« 
F  5 


"  Oh  come,  then  come  !  you  c 
no  longer,"  cried  Justine,  "  and  o 
the  mountains,  we  shall  be  as  h 
birds  upoo  a  summer'*  di;." 

"  Bat  jou  must  get  there  fin 
Jezebel !"  said  a  voice  that  made 
and  the  prisoner  turn  with  a  si 
and  amazement  towards  the  dooi 
with  breathless  consternation,  thi 
they  beheld  was  Michael  Granf. 

The  gaoler  stood  behind  bim  « 
lamp  in  his  hand,  whose  feeble 
ghastly  the  pallid  face  of  the  Ti 
dry  thin  hair,  wan  unkempt  and 
and  the  dark  roqueleur  he  had  wn 
him,  did  not  conceal  the  ravages  i 
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►**  aliter  should  be  subjected  to  the  torture,  he 
•"•^nJc  from  carrying  so  barbarous  a  purpose 
IDto  execution,  and  came  to  the  prison  that 
wght  to  endeavour  by  ooinglcd  promises  and 
tlu'eats,  to  persuade  the  young  mountaiaeer  to 
briog  such  accusntioos  against  Father  Paul,  as 
Would  eaat  the  odium  of  his  own  crimes  on  the 
Henuit,  of  whose  death  the  French  agent  had 
Confidently  assured  him.  Such  a  voluntary 
Confession  from  the  prisoner  would  of  course, 
**nder  the  apphcation  of  the  torture  unneces- 
*arj,  and  he  fully  calculated  that  in  Walther'a 
present  position,  by  the  promise  of  such  an  ex- 
emption, and  other  means  in  his  power,  he 
*hould  be  able  to  induce  the  prisoner  to  aet  en- 
**«lr  as  be  thought  fit.  He  could  not  conceive 
^^y  man  to  be  actuated  by  nobler  motives  than 
O'OiseJf,  and  this  moral  failing,  notwithstand- 
*"£  his  acute  intellect,  had  more  than  once 
PtJvcd  fatal  to  his  beat  concerted  plans, 

Though  startled  and  at  first  irritated  at  find- 
■**«  Justine  in  the  prison,  yet  before  the  young 


i 


iiiif^hl  hv  turned,  and  acted  accordi 

"  Ah,  lia,  my  jtrctty  niece,"  he 
Ing,  and  taking  tlie  trembling  girl 
"  so  1  have  caught  you  at  last.  la 
you  cheat  your  old  uncle,  aad  whc 
you  safe  and  snug  in  your  cbami 
bling  after  young  lovers,  and  devil 
to  avert  justice,  and  impede  the  ez4 
laws?  pretty  doings  !  hut  I  mast 
after  you  for  the  future^  that  is  all 
gaoler,  how  do  you  account  for  tl 
there  must  be  other  people  to  bli 
as  my  niece?" 

"  Truly,"  said  the  man  rublni 
shaggy  hair,  "  I  knew  nothing  ol 
Somebody  must  have  taken  my  \ 
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Attitive,'' returned  the  gaoler.  ^^  There  was 
^^  One  below,  as  you  saw  plain  enough,  and 
'^^t  a  creature  was  stirring  as  we  came  up  here." 
Justine  at  this  instant  caught  a  glimpse  of 
wr  firiend's  figure,  darting  quickly  past  the 
^oor,  and  convinced  she  would  have  no  difH- 
^^ty  in  gaining  her  own  room  without  detec- 
^Dj  one  cause  for  anxiety  was  removed  from 
*^cr  mind. 

*'  Well,  well,  I  know  nothing  of  all  this/* 
•*id  Graaf,  "  only  the  matter  must  be  enquired 
**ito,  that  is  plain ;  and  if  the  city  authorities, 
^ho  are  not  very  lenient  in  these  affairs,  think 
P*^per  to  supersede  you,  Herr  Blumer,  I  can 
^y  nothing  against  it." 

**  Surely  Herr  Graaf,**  returned  the  man 
**iocking  his  shoulder  against  the  Treasurer's, 
^^U  a  knowing  wink,  ^*  one  good  turn  deserves 
**^^tlier.     Who  let  you  in  here,  to-night,  eh 


Michael  ?*" 

**  Well,  well,"  said  the  Treasurer,  "  I  am  not 
^*iciou8,  and  if  you  can  be  silent,  so  can  I, 
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that's  all,  but  1  want  to  speak  to  your  pnK> 
without  witnesses,  so  take  chai^ge  af  this  urn- 
niece  of  minej  till  I  am  ready  to  return  ho* 
and  leave  us  for  a  few  minutes  alone  togafc^ 

"  Ay  truly,  Herr  Graaf/'  he  replied,  ••  2 
have  no  reason  to  say  that  I  am  not  alir 
ready  to  do  your  pleasure.  So  madeinoiM 
Justine,  you  will  be  so  good  as  to  come  da 
stairs  with  me  directly •'' 

^^  Uncle/'  said  the  girl,  sinking  at  his  (i 
"  I  will  do  whatever  you  please,  if  you  « 
only  promise  to  rescue  Walther  from  injustia 

'<  Go  child,  go,''  he  returned,  raising  her  fin 
the  ground,  ^  it  all  depends  upon  himself  I 
if  young  people  are  so  conceited  that  thqr  ^ 
only  be  served  in  their  own  way,  it  is  surely 
fault  of  mine.    I  tell  yoUy  I  have  something 
say  to  him,  and  you  must  leave  us.'' 

Thus  commanded,  Justine  made  no  i 
sistance,  and  with  a  sad  despairing  heart  Ic 
the  cell  she  had  entered  with  such  joyf 
anticipations* 
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Ill 


TValther  spoke  not,  but  he  felt  as  she  dis- 
ppeared,  that  they  should  meet  no  more  on 
earth,  and  lost  in   thought,  took   little    heed 
t>r   >!ichael  Graaf,  till   the  Treasurer,   having 
seated  himself  oo  the  side  of  the  wretched  bed, 
desired  him  lo  do  the  same,  as  he  wished  to 
discourse  with  him  on  matters  of  consequence. 
"  VValther    Stanz,"    he    resumed,  when  he 
found  the  young  man  still  persisted  in  standing 
^>th   his  arms  folded  on  his  breast,  "  I  know 
you  consider  me  your  enemy,  but  you  are  mis- 
**len,  you  have  judged  rashly.     It  is  true  I 
**fused  you  my  niece,   but  I  wished  to  see  her 
*^&nicd  to   a  richer  man,  and  that  was  only 
^^tural,  for  her  beauty  ought  to  make  her  for- 
tune —  that  is   the  fact ;  but  I  bore   you  no 
*oinity,  because,  like  others  of  your  age,  you 
**id   she  lias  a  pretty  girl ;  you  were  not  to 
*'*aie   for  that,   but  when   you    enticed    her 
I      "tjad  at   midnight,  you  must   admit   I  had 
^*«on  to  be  displeased.  However,  fate  punished 
**^    more   severely   that   night   than   I   could 


"  <)(i  the  contrary,  Herr  Graaf," 
tliu  ]irisuiicr  caluily,  "  I  consider  it  pi 
in  my  power." 

"  Yet  I  am  at  large,  and  you  in  gat 
the  citizen  with  a  sarcastic  smile.  " 
tliis  may  be  veiy  fine  talking,  but  it  : 
out  of  place,  and  I  tell  you  candidly,  s 
IcDce  in  a  man  in  your  situation,  is  Ut 
of  madness.  I  am  anxious  to  befrii 
but  unless  you  change  your  tone,  the 
impossible." 

"  I  speak  the  truth  !  I  know  not  i 
would  hare  me  "ay,"  returned  Walthei 

"  But  vhen  a  man's  neck  is  in  dang 
not  alwnjs  necessary  he  should  speal 
truth,"  replied  the  Treasurer  in  a  low  ' 
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s"K^pt  might  only  make  his  own  case  the  more 
d^^perate !  you  for  instance^  Walther  Stanz — 
if  you  please  that  you  saw  me  coming 
vn  the  treasury  at  midnight,  with  a  bag  of 
under  my  arm ;  well ;  I  deny  it,  and  no 
n  believes  a  syllable  you  say.      Perhaps  the 
B  of  justice,  do  not  hang  even  in  our  city  ; 
matter ;  but  so  it  is.      Staffer  on  the  con- 
,  fouod  coin  in  your  purse ;  I  swear  it  was 
s  public  gold — what  follows  ?" 
**  Father  Paul  will  declare  he  gave  it   me, 
d  no  man  will  presume  to   dispute  his  testi- 
fy." 

^^  He  dare  not !  and  what  is  more  he  cannot," 
^^turned   the  Treasurer  with   a   bitter  smile. 
^  He  is  dead.'* 

^'  Dead  !"  echoed  his  dismayed  listener. 

'*  Ay  dead !  so  now  you  see  your  case  more 

ti^Iearly,  and   I  candidly   tell  you  that  feeling 

f^mpassion  for  your  youth,  and  being  moved 

l>y  Justine's  tears,  I  have  come  hither  to  give 

you  some  hints,  by  which  you  may  not  only 
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escape  the  torture,  but  the  death  which  other- 
wise would  moBt  certoiuly  await  you." 

"If by  any  honest  means,  my  reputatioa 
might  be  cleared,"  returned  Walther  in  a 
troubled  voice — 

"  By  honest  means  to  be  sure,"  cried  the 
Treasurer,  interrupting  hinii  "  you  do  not  sup* 
pose  young  man,  that  I  would  propose  to  you 
any  other.  Li&tea  to  me.  You  say  Fatbet 
Paul  gave  you  that  gold  ?  swear  it !  Swear  thai 
you  saw  the  Ucrmit  thai  night  in  the  market- 
place— that  you  met  there — and  that  he  then 
gave  you  the  gold.  Leave  the  rest  to  me  and 
you  are  safe.  Father  Paul  is  dead,  and  no 
accusation  can  now  injure  him." 

Walthers  heart  beat  high  with  indignation 
as  he  listened  to  this  insidious  proposition, 
but  he  felt  that  upbraidings,  or  expostulations 
would  pro6t  nothing,  and  mastering  his  anger, 
only  replied  by  aii  inquiry  whether  the  Tre^ 
surer  was  quite  certain  that  Father  Paul  lO^H 
dead.  ^^H 
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"ositive !"  he  answered,  and  anxious  to 
oiciliatc  the  confidetice  of  his  companion  he 
^wd, "  it  appears  he  has  been  meddling  in 
Public  affairs,  in  a  way  displeasing  to  the 
'tnch;  in  fact,  priests  have  no  concern  with 
Poliries,  and  he  has  met  with  hia  proper  reward 
""preaching  the  sword,  instead  of  peace.  He 
"m  an  old  acquaintance  of  mine,  and  I  would 

*  tad  seen  him  before  he  died,  for  there  was  a 
"iMler  1  would  fain  have  questioned  hira  about. 

*  OQ  knew  more  of  this  strange  man,  than  many 
**n  the  mountain,  Walther  Stanz.  Do  you  be- 
'^cve  that  he  always  dwelt  atone  ?   Was  there 

">o  Woman,  ever  said  to  have  come  with   him 

'^tQ  Italy  ?" 

"  I  never  heard  such  a  tale." 
,  "  Was  there  no  child,  ever  seen  in  his  cavern  ? 
^"  you  never  hear  such  a  thing  reported,  for 
•peak  not  of  the  present  time,  but  of  his  first 
^*»dence  on  the  Righi.  Mark  me  young  man, 
f  ^o  not  question  you  thus,  from  idle  curiosity, 
^*'  there  are  feelings  and  interests  depend  upon 


l^~"-  mere  are  leeuug 


Iir. 
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your  answers,  of  deep  and  vital  import.     DeC^^ 
nothing  rashly.     You  have  been  the  HermlK^" 
pupil  I  am  told.     Di.l  lie  never  speak  to  you  -^r""^ 
a  womfln  in  whom  he  once  took  deep  iotere^  "^ 
or  disclose  to  you,  that  she  had  borne  a  chU^L 
had  you  ever  any  reason  to  suspect  that  it  hu» 
been  left  to  his  care?     By  heaven   if  you  «»— 
tell  me  ihia,  or  discover  to  me  its  present  abod  ^^^ 
j^oJd,    honours,    nay   Justiue    herself,   shall  l^^^" 
yours  from  the  present  moment," 

"  And  if  Father  Paul   had  confided   is  1 
I  should  be  unworthy  of  all  the  gifls  you  coul^ 
heap  upon    me,  if  I   purchased  them  by  ih^^" 
betrayal  of  the  trust  he  had  reposed  In  me,'"''^ 
returned   the     prisoner     indignantly.      "  Yoi^* 
ihink   you   know  maukiiid,  but  you  have  ycc^ 
looked  only  on  its  darkest  side,  and   you  have- 
to  learn,  if  yon  are  not  incapable  uf  the  know- 
ledi^e,  that  though  you  may  never  have  exjMri- 
enccd  gratitude — may  never  have  deserved  Jl| 
there  are  hearts  on   earth   that   would   sooner 
break    than  prove  fabe  to  ita  dicistM — thi| 


J 
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t.l&^K«  are  hearts  to  which  virtue  is  more  precious 

thcun  gold,  and  to  which  even  love  would  be 

^^v'OTthless  were  it  purchased  at  the  price  of  dis- 

Hortour.    Yes^  Michael  Graaf,  you  are  a  great 

n&Ui  in  this  city,  no  doubt,  you  are  a  counsel-* 

lor  and  Treasurer  of  Lucerne;  you  are  rich, 

youur  word  is  a  law  to  all  men  in  authority,  and 

*bovc  all,  you  are  Justine  Weber's  uncle,  whilst 

I»  on  the  contrary,  am  a  beggar,  a  bondman, 

^^c]  a  prisoner,  whom  slander  has  defamed,  and 

**\J^»tice  foredoomed  to  the  scaffold — yet,  Mi- 

^Hael  Graaf,  I  would  not,  for  the  wealth  of 

^^^th  the  Indies,  change  places  with  you  for 

^»»c  minute/' 

**  1  did  not  ask  you  the  question,*'  returned 
the  Treasurer  with  a  calmness  that  made  Wal- 
'^^  regard  him  with  amazement,  but  Graaf  was 
^  intent  on  the  purpose  he  had  in  view  to  take 
*^<4  of  what  he  regarded  as  the  idle  passion  of 
^  ^i'ritated  boy.  "  I  questioned  you  about  a 
^"'*cl,  Walthcr  Stanz.    Surely  neither  honour. 


seek  to  blast  the  character  of  Father 
such  (lark  talcs,  find  others  for  your 
be  assured  that  his  accrets  are  as  i 
in  my  keeping,  as  if  they  were  bur 
grave." 

"  Then  you  do  Jcnoff  the  atory- 
heard  of  a  child  ?  perhaps  yoa  hm 
when  you  too  were  a  boy  ?  by  all  thi 
I  swear,  that  my  gratitude  should  be 
if  you  would  tell  me  where  1  may  di 
cried  Graaf,  with  a  wild  energy  tha 
contrasted  with  his  former  caustic  ti 
and  before  the  young  man  was  aw 
purpose  with  trembling  eagerness  fa 
his  hand>  atid  continued  in  huRie< 
*'  Walther  Stanz,  you  know  not  thet 
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fif^ml^itk  aoklo  dnhonoiir  Ftatfaer Paul  that 
I  aak  joa  to  disdow  to  me  this  secret  It  is 
lb  metis  the  innooent — to  do  tsrdy  justice — 
^  ll  to  restore  a  child  to  the  arms  of  a  distract- 
idTsiid  broken  hearted  fiither  V^ 
'  ^^^Henr  Gnaf,"  said  Walther  solemnly^  ^  jrou 
"•••W  Iteher  Flsoly  yoa  say^  for  many  years; 
^henefore^  if  this]matter  is  of  sach  vital  moment, 
"^  jroa  never  question  him,  bat  wait  till  death 
"^  Hosed  his  lips  for  ever,  to  humble  ^yourself 
^  taubcoemin^y  to  one  whom  you  have  hither- 
^  *t>eafced  only  with  scorn  ?'* 

'I  would  cringe  to  the  dust,  before  the  most 
^'S^ct  beggar  in  the  street,  would  he  tell  me 
^"^^le  to  find  that  chOd/'  returned  Michael ; 

if 

^tid  you  know  all,  Walther,  yet  will  not 
^""^•^er  me.  By  every  saint,  I  swear  you 
^^^Hdd  be.firee  this  instant,  if  you  would  give 
'^   the  slightest  hint  to  guide  me  in    my 


^  These  offisrs  are  in  vain,''  returned   the 
y^Ung  man^  whose  amazement  every  moment 
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increased,  "  and  I  tell  you  once  for  all,  Hf 
Graaf,  that  were  you  to  larry  here  lUl  l*"* 
morning,  I  have  nothing  to  reveal." 

"  I  did  not  tliink  that  one  so  young  couli 
have  so  hard  a  heart,"  said  the  Treasurer  slowly 
drawing  hack,  "  but  think  again  !  I  have  oftrtJ 
yon  all  the  heart  of  man  can  crave,  even  tite 
maiden  you  pretend  to  love,  and  the  sole  retimi 
I  abk,  is  a  few  simple  words  that  would  inju^^ 
no  man  living;  yet  you  deny  me — eoorn  D 
set  me  at  nought ;  but  it  is  not  yet  too  lali 
am  willing  to  pardon  your  reluctance,  and  n 
the  proffers  1  have  made." 

"  And  I  reject  them  all,  and  would,  though 
they  were  ten  limes  multiplied  when  linked 
■with  such  conditions,"  returned  the  nioun- 
tainecr  as  tranquilly  as  before. 

"  Villain,  you  shall  yet  repent  this  insolei 
cried  Michael  turning  yet  paler  with  ruge,  i 
he  found  himself  thus  unexpectedly  foiled,-*! 
one  whom  he  had  calculated  on  bending  like  a 
reed  to  hia  pleasure.    "  I  have  humbled  myictf 


I  injui^^ 
dr«^| 


oleiua^ 


A 
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^  you^  but  I  will  not  submit  to  be  defied 

^impunity;  and  remember,  when  I  have 

^  tbis  cell,  every  influence  I  possess  shall  be 

^^'ted  to  the  uttermost,  to  revenge  the  insulta 

«^^  liave  offered  me.    Make  your  choice,  for 

^^  last  time,  between  my  favour  and  an  igno- 

*^i«Uoa»  death.*' 

^  Tou  already  know  my  decision/'  was  Wal- 

**^«'*»  calm  reply. 

*^  Then,  by  the  Saints !  your  life  shall  pay 

^*^^  forfeit,'*  returned  the  Treasurer  in  a  deep, 

'•^^•'s  stem  voice. 

^  That  remains  to  be  decided  when  we  meet 

**^  the  hall  of  justice,"  answered  the  prisoner 

^^th  calm  solemnity. 

^  We  shall  see  each  other  ere  then  in  the 

»«ul  of  torture,"  returned  Graaf  with  a  sardonic 

^^b,  and  without  uttering  another  syllable, 

"^  left  the  cell,  and  having  secured  the  door 

^^Uh  many  a  bolt  and  bar,  descended  in  search 

^f  Justine. 

f  In  silence  he  conducted  her  to  his  home. 

VOL.  n,  G 


1^4  rss  raimsT  por  gold. 

ijLi^viixe  i2ieir  inteniew  in  the  prison,  thit  & 
mKtoTCT  rf  tbe  cnwnriUnrs^  with  Heir  VitoiA 
«:  tbesr  bead,  fasid  deddedlj  refused  theirooo- 
f«Dt  Id  ibe  ixK  of  the  tcMtnre.    It  was  a  end 
pri^-Qe^  xber  taid,  hot  ntdx  exerted,  and  tf  * 
ir=>f  wbesi  foragn  ioTsders  were  endeaTOuriBS 
bT  riTTT  aeans  to  cast  an  odium  orer  th^ 
42K!K^i::  nxoedencT^  and  the  existing  lam  o» 
ibf  FoRiK  Cantoosi  it  would  be  affording  then^ 
S;::  :cc;ust  a  pretext  fw  that  subversion  of  fli^ 
esrxSl:5i>ed  coTercment  they    endeavoured  to 
cl'Mbf  x:::3n'  the  name  of  Ju^tice«  were  the 
x;:«^sn:i:es  lo  be  giiilty  of  such  a  barbarou 
siT^r:.-^  of  autboriiv«  especially  on  an  occasioD, 
which,  a:  any  period,  would  scarcely  have  war- 
rur.ed  h*  exercise. 

Bu:  Gr&af  durs:  not  betrav  his  dissatisfactioD. 

m 

He  fell  thai  though  do  positive  and  open  char- 
STS  had  be«n  icade  against  him,,  suspicions 
were  exciiod  amongst  many  of  his  ftliow  citi- 
zens greatly  to  his  disadvantage,  and  he  was 
conscious    notwithstanding   his  conviction   of 
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CHAPTER   VI. 


***e  whole  space  that*s  in  the  tyrant*^  grasp, 
^  ^  rich  East  to  boot. 

SllAKESPEAaE.       MaCBETK. 

*hou  dos't  swear  only  to  be  forsworn. 

Shakespeare.     King  Johm. 


*  ^  ever  more  irritated  by  our  own  faults 
^  l>y  those  of  others,  and  the  dislike  previ- 
^^T  felt  by  Michael  Graaf  for  Walther  Sunz 
deepened  into  positive  enmity  by  the 
Piousness  of  having  needlessly  betrayed  to 
^  the  secret  weakness  of  his  soul.  He  no 
^^^  shrunk  from  bringing  him  either  to  tor- 
^»  or  to  death,  and  it  was  with  a  feeling  of 
"^^  disappointment,  that  he  learnt  on  the  day 

g3 


followiag  their  inteiriew  in  the  prison,  tbl  * 
majority  of  the  councillors,  with  Herr  Wend*' 
at  their  head,  bad  decidedly  refused  their  con' 
Beat  to  the  use  of  the  torture.  It  was  a  cniel 
{)rivilege  they  said,  but  rarely  exerted,  and  it  * 
time  when  foreign  invaders  were  endeavouiing' 
by  every  means  to  cast  an  odium  over  the 
ancient  confederacy,  and  the  existing  laws  of 
the  Forest  Cantons,  it  would  be  affording  them 
but  too  just  a  pretext  for  that  subversion  of  As 
estahlished  government  they  endeavoured  H 
clothe  under  the  name  of  Justice,  vete  tfM 
magistrates  to  be  guilty  of  such  a  barbarOM 
stretch  of  authority,  especially  on  an  occttioO) 
which,  at  any  period,  would  scarcely  have  wan- 
ranted  its  exercise. 

But  Graaf  durst  not  betray  his  dissatisfaction. 
He  felt  that  though  no  positive  and  open  char- 
ges had  been  made  against  him,  auspidoai 
were  eiciled  amongst  many  of  his  fellow  cili> 
zens  greatly  to  his  disadvantage,  aod  he  VM 
conscious    notwithstanding  his  convictioa   of 
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thed^tcith  of  Father  Paul>  that  his  position  was 

(MM  off  extreme  danger  and  difficulty^    from 

^  vUcfai  the  speedy  arrival  of  the  French  army 

wKed  his  only  certain  means  of  extrication. 

^  lus  endeavours  were  directed  to  postpone 

w  trial  of  the  prisoner  till  the  enemy  was  in 

P^^^ieasion  of  the  city^  when  he  felt  certain  of 

^^^^  able  to  direct  the  decision  of  the  judges 

^  'fail  pleasure.  But  there  were  others  not  less 

^^^re  of  the  approach  of  the  invaders  than 

'^Vi^taelf ;  men  who^  detesting  his  crooked  policy^ 

^^^M  determined,  as  far  as  they  possessed  the 

P^^^er,  to  circumvent  it. 

"^Iieir  proceedings  were  conducted  with  so 

^"^^^h  secrecy  and  caution,  that  he  was  utterly 

**^Unded  when,  three  days  before  the  time  he 

^P^cted,  he  received  a  notice  to  attend  in  the 

^^^  hall,  in  his  place  as  one  of  the  city  magis- 

^^*^,  who  were  to  sit  as  judges  on  the  trial  of 

^^ther  Stanz. 

Though  convinced  that,  by  the  death  of 
Esther  Paul,  all  important  evidence    against 


With  ngoiiy  from  the  prospect  of  l)ei 
charged  willi  perjury  and  robbery, 
he  exulted  in  the  thought  that  dcat 
the  reirard  of  his  accuser.  Of  that 
the  slighteet  doubt ;  the  veracity  of 
his  BssociateB  could  not  be  impi 
ifbatever  might  be  the  reporta  to  hi 
tagc,  he  consoled  himself  by  the  ref 
they  would  never  reach  the  ears 
patrons,  the  French. 

It  was  a  fine  bright  April  momir 
turned  bis  steps  towards  the  town 
streets  were  unusually  crowded,  an 
of  people  were  hastening  in  the  san 
for  in  a  place  where  few  eveota  oi 
curred  to  enliven  the  monotonoua 
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&r  iome  time  premmly  begun  to  agitate  the 
pnUic  nindy  and  with  the  atorjr  of  the  robbery 
ft«e  were  minted  indistinct  rumoors  of  treason 
Il4  political  intngues,  and  wild  accounts  of  the 
"•HMJiialinn  of  Father  Paul^  that  greatly  deep- 
ened the  intensity  of  private  feeling.    Many 
4^*iM«  ihey  were  on  the  brink  of  a  revolution 
.  ^^  ^h^  Imew  not  wiierefore^  as  if  the  fortunes 
^^^althier  S  tanz  were  involved  with  those  of 
little  republic, 
^lichael  Qnaf  was  questioned  by  numbers  as 
passed  along,  both  as  to  the  crime  of  the 
er  and  probable  conduct  of  the  French ; 
t  though  persuaded  that  by  his  own  in- 
the  &te  of  both  would  speedily  be  de- 
^^^^kdj  his  only  answer  was  a  portentous  shake 
^^C^  the  head,  which  all  men  were  at  liberty  to 
^^terpret  at  their  pleasure. 

The  place  of  trial  was  an  old  stone  hall  of 
tlie  fourteenth  century,  with  vaulted  roof  and 
painted  windows.  At  the  upper  end,  on  a 
platform  elevated  about  a  foot  above  the  much- 
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woro  pavement,  were  placed  around  a 
chairs  of  the  fourteen  magistrates.  Ooly  onc 
was  vacant  when  Michael  Graaf  made  bis  vaf 
through  the  crowd  that  already  tilled  the  body 
of  the  vast  apartment  to  his  seat  of  office. 

A  confused  murmur  like  the  buzzing  of  aa 
angry  hive  arose,  when  he  was  recognized  by 
the  assembled  people  ;  but  he  relied  too  entirely 
on  the  effects  of  the  bribes  he  had  been  labo- 
riously distributing  for  several  days  through 
every  class,  to  imagine  that  the  epithets  "  tnu- 
tor,"  and  "  robber,"  which  were  occasionally  to 
be  distinguished  amidst  the  sullen  and  inarti- 
culate murmur,  bore  any  application  to  himseli^ 
particularly  when  he  saw  his  own  agent  Han^ 
the  tailor,  amongst  the  foremost  of  the  mob. 

It  was  singular  that  though  he  knew  tbe 
affairs  of  most  men  with  whom  he  had  any 
dealiogs,  he  was  ignorant  that  this  fellow  was 
Walther's  uncle.  The  remote  dwelling  of 
Lena,  and  the  rarity  of  the  young  man's  visiu 
I  to  Lucerne,  in  some  measure  accounted  for  it. 
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«4f  2^^  fiwt,  Hflii%  ftom  bis  ■elfish  habiu,  ap- 
p0i^^  to  steBd  ao  entirely  tione,  that  few  of 
Ui  B^-i^litean  mnembered  his  widowed  sistes 


^licn  iiie  Treaeiii«v  &ft^  taking  his  accus* 

MwA  plaoe^  first  looked  up  from  the  ground, 

U  ^f^WM  stardsd  to  find  that  the  gaze  of  the 

I^iidtnt  of  the  eouncil  was  fixed  with  search- 

^  intenutj  upon  him*     For  an  instant  he 

^'^AcQcvoured  to  meet  it  steadily,  but  his  nerves 

«Wd  him.  «.d  hi.  .ye.  .«nk  beneath  it.    He 

^^   up  a  pen-- he    cleared  his  throat — he 

'^'^Qed  with  restless    uneasiness    towards  a 

'^^^^'^d  of  his  associates.    He,  too,  was  atten* 

^^y  surveying  him.    At  a  thirds  at  a  fourth, 

*  ®fth,— every  glance  was  fixed  upon  his  coun- 

^'^^tice,  and  when  he  at  length  met  the  scorn- 

^  K)oks  of  Herr  WendeL  his  hand  trembled, 

^^  lips,  white  as  a  corpse,  were  slightly  con- 

^''^ed,  and  be  would  gladly  have  sunk  into  the 

^^*%  to  escape  the  withering  scrutiny  of  tha 

^^wt  magistrate^ 

o  & 


THE    TQIBST    FOR    GOLD. 


I 

^1^  He  was  deeply  mortified  by  this  ununil 
reception  ;  it  stung  him  to  the  very  soul ;  but 
after  a  moment's  reflccttoD  he  consoled  himself 

twith  the  idea  that  his  suspected  politics  htd 
produced  the  change,  and  he  exulted  in  the 
oonvictiou  that  he  should  be  amply  indemnified 
'fior   this   temporary   mortiGcation,  by   the  in- 
fluence and  popularity  he  should  speedily  enjoy 
under  the  new  government  of  the  invaders. 
"They  may  be  mighty  proud  of  their  honesty," 
he  thought,  "  but  tomorrow  they  will  find  to 
their  cost  that  it  ia  not  always  the  beat  policy ; 
and  let  them  suspect  what  they  please,  before 
the  ^veek  is  past  1  shall  have  them,  honest  men, 
_     imploring  most  humbly  for  my  interest,  to  keep 
^r  the  enemy's  Sngers  out  of  their  honest  gains, 
^t  Ay,  ay,  the  wind  will  sit  is  another  quarter 
^^ptben  t  warrant,  and  I  shall  be  a  match  for  them 

^^r    The  current  of  the  Treasurer's  thoughts  wiu 
^^nt  this  moment  interrupted  by  a  slight  commo- 
tion amongst   the   crowd,  occasioned   by  the 


J 
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entrance  of  Walther  Stanz^  who  between  two 
officers  of  jottioe  was  led  from  the  further 
end  of  the  hall  towards  the  platform  of  the 


A  deep  siknoe  followed  the  murmur  with 
the  jvisoner  was  first  saluted,  whilst  the 
J**cige8  and  the  audience  alike  turned  with  eager 
^■•rfosity  to  survey  him* 

The  young  mountaineer  was  known  to  very 

in  that  numerous  assembly ;  but  even  those 

beheld  him  for  the  first  time,  instanta* 

iy   felt  a  strong    prepossession    in   his 

^^ur,  and  an  involuntary  conviction  of  his 

^^^3oenoe,  as  they  regarded  the  ingenuous  ex- 

ion  of  his  handsome  and  noble  features, 

the  finee  and  fearless,  yet  respectful  air,  with 

^^ich  he  took  his  place  before  his  judges. 

^ven  Michael  Oraaf,  who  by  every  efibrt  of 
^""^   perverted  reason  had  wrought  himself  to 


lest  the  man  whom  he  had  so  deeply  injured, 
t  a  movement  of  compunction  when  he  ven- 
^^ired  for  a  moment  to  rest  his  wandering  eye 


1 
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OH  hia  victim,  who  ia   all   the  freshneM, 
purity,  and  vigour  of  youth,  stood  calmly  awut*^ 
iiig  his  doom. 

The  face  of  Walther  Staoz,  though  aomewhaC 
paler  than  when  hia  path  was  on  the  mountain, 
was  neither  anxious  oor  depressed,  yet  its  whole 
expression  was  completely  altered.  During  the 
vicissitudes  of  the  past  week,  his  mind  h»d 
sprung  from  youth  to  manhood,  and  hia  coun- 
tenance bore  the  impress  of  the  change.  Ue 
was  no  longer  dreaming  of  action,  but  acting ; 
and  for  the  first  lime  in  his  Ufe  all  the  strength 
of  his  powerful  mind  was  called  foiih  lo  con- 
tend with  his  subtle  enemy,  and  avert,  if  po^ 
sible,  the  dangers  of  liis  perilous  position.  He 
believed  he  had  nothing  to  oppose  to  the 
maUgnant  cunning  of  Michael  Graaf  but  bU 
own  firmness  and  presence  of  mind  ;  and  the 
very  sense  that  he  stood  alone,  inspired  him 
with  an  elevation  of  thought  and  strciiglh  of 
purpose  such  as  he  had  never  felt  till  then.  Ue 
waa  innocent,  and  he  feared  oo   living  mau. 
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lit  'vrBs  poor,  and  penecated,  and  defamed ;  but 
ka  '^rat  resolved  that  liowerer  othen  might 
Imp  dishonour  on  his  head,  he  would  not  be 

He  waa  conTinced  that  the  evidence  of  Jus- 

w  would  not  avail  to  procure  his  acquittal^ 

*ve  it  proved  1^  Michael  Graaf  that  the  coin 

*^Ud  in  his  possession  had  been  stolen  from 

^  tieasury ;  and  as  he  looked  around  on  the 

^known  throng,  he  rejoiced  that  she  was  in 

^  Uncle's  power,  and  was  thus,  even  against 

'^  will,  saved  from  the  deep  humiliation  of 

'^^^^aling  to  that  motly  assembly  the  secret  of 

^*^  love-meeting. 

It  was  that  he   had   dreaded  in  his  lonely 

^H^vity    more    than    his    own    punishment. 

K^en  in  that  hour  of  peril  he  thought  more  of 

^QsUoe  than  of  himself;  and  it  was  a  consola- 

^^  to  him  amidst  all  his  trouble,  to  feel  that 

^  sscred  veil  of  mystery  would  not  be  torn 

^'^  their  love.     During  the  past  night   this 

^4  been  his    most  earnest   prayer,  and    he 
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trusted  it  was  granted  when  he  saw  his  mother 
standing  alone  ^dth  Hans  in  the  front  of  the 
throng. 

The  anxious  and  troubled  gaze  of  poor  Lena 
greatly  distressed  him,  for  it  needed  no  words 
to  convince  him  how  much  she  had  suflfered  on 
his  account.  All  the  sorrow  that  awaited  her, 
should  he  that  day  be  doomed  to  die,  at  once 
rushed  on  his  mind ;—  his  mother's  unwearied 
love — his  mountain  home — his  boyish  years — 
flashed  past  him  like  n  vision ;  and  fearful  lest 
his  firmness  should  give  way,  he  hastily  averted 
his  eyes,  and  kept  them  fixed  upon  the  ground 
till  the  chief  magistrate  opened  the  proceedings 
of  the  day,  by  calling  on  him  to  answer  to  hb 
name,  and  the  charges  of  robbery  that  had 
been  brought  against  him. 

In  a  firm,  respectful  voice  he  replied  by  a 
protestation  ot  his  innocence,  and  an  inquiry  as 
to  the  proofs  that  had  been  adduced  of  his 
guilt. 

His  clear  sweet  voice  confirmed  the  fayour- 
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Me  impresaion  his  appearance    bad  already 
on  the   assembly;  and  when    Michael 
^3raaf  arose  to  give   his  testimony,   he   was 
fay  a  murmur  of  very  evil  augury.    But 
waa  not  thus  to  be  confused.     He  had  hafl 
"iiU  time  to  collect  bis  faculties,  and  conquer 
ly  unbidden  movement  of  compassion.     His 
miarrative  was  concise  and  clear.     He  merely 
dd,  that  having  been  detained  by  the  storm,  he 
returning  home  at  an  unusually  late  hour, 
'when,  to  his  amazement,  he  saw  a  man  come 
ibrth  from  the  side  door  of  the  treasury  tower ; 
1hat»  suspecting  villany,  he  had  pursued  and 
endeavoured  to  arrest  this  person,  who  proved 
to  be  the  prisoner,  Walther  Stanz ;  but  his 
strength  being  unequal  to  master  one  so  young 
and  powerful,  he  had  called  loudly  for  assist- 
ance, and  his  cries  being  heard  by  Uerr  Staffer 
and  a  party  of  his  friends,  the  robber  had  been 
secured  by  their  timely  help. 

^  I  regret  to  add,''   he  continued,  ^*  that  on 
seardiing  the  person   of  the   mountaineer,  six 
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gold  pieces  of  ancient  French  coinage,  were 
found  on  his  person,  which  I  am  compelled  re- 
luctantly to  swear  to,  as  part  of  the  public  trea- 
sure. They  were  paid  to  the  Canton  as  its 
share  of  a  subsidy  from  Austria^  diuing  the  strug^ 
gles  irith  the  protestants  in  the  last  century, 
and  their  date,  and  peculiar  coinage,  will  be 
found  to  agree  exactly  with  those  now  remaining 
in  the  small  iron  coffer,  on  the  second  shelf  to 
the  right,  on  entering  the  money  room.  Much 
larger  sums  are  missing,  but  no  traces  of  them 
have  yet  been  discovered.  I  grieve  to  make 
this  statement,  on  my  own  account,  lest  it  may 
be  suspected  that  I  have  negligently  discharged 
the  duties  of  my  office,  or  such  an  eztenaire 
robbery  could  not  have  occurred  ;  but  my  con- 
science is  clear,  for  had  I  sat  there  day  and 
night,  it  would  have  been  impossible  to  have 
guarded  against  such  daring  and  subtle  villany. 
No  doors  have  been  broken  open ;  no  violence 
has  been  used,  but  the  whole  has  been  per- 
formed   with  a    science  in    criole,    hitherto 
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b^ppily  unknown  in  our  uncomipted  country. 
P^lae  keys  must  have  been  obtained^  for  the  real 
<>ctcfl^  as  far  as  1  know^  were  never  out  of  my 
cb^mber,  and  means  found  to  dispose  of  the 
pliuder,  which  my  vigilance  has  hitherto  failed 
to  <]iscover/^ 

*^  Then  you  swear^  Herr  Graaf/'  said  the 
I^resident^  holding  forth  the  monefy  taken  from 
^^alther^  "  that  these  coins  were  stolen  by  the 
prisoner,  from  the  treasury  ?" 

Michael  passed  his  hand  over  his  brow  ere 
*^c  replied,  "  I  swear  that  the  coffer  where 
Similar  pieces  will  be  found  in  the  treasury,  was 
^**U  only  three  days  before  I  arrested  Walther 
^taiiz,  and  found  them  on  his  person." 

*^  That  is  a  strong  fiict/*    returned    Herr 
^^endel,  and  yet  his  voice  had  a  doubtful  tone, 
Michael  neither  liked,    nor  understood. 

W'e  have  ordered  the  coffer  to  be  brought 
cr,  that  this  money  may  be  compared  with 

oentents.     Let  it  be  placed  before  us  ?* 

'M^hh  command  was  immediately  obeyed,  and 
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an  anxioiu  mnrmur  of  ouioot^  m  arenad  th^^^ 
table,  wbilst  the  seveni  pieces  were  examined  ^ 
and  compared.  It  was  impossible  fiir  the  most 
indolgeot  to  deo;^  their  pesfeet  utaOarity, 
which  even  Walther  hnnaelf  ooaM  not  dispute, 
though  utteriy  at  alosa  to  account  fur  it. 

He  could  not  (or  an  instant  bflieve  that 
Father  Paul  bad  been  the  robber,  leaving  bun 
to  bear  the  puniafament,  and  the  infamy  of  his 
crime,  jet  he  now  remembered  with  iocmaed 
agony,  the  reported  death  of  the  ticrmit,  and  in 
deep  despair,  watched  the  unfaTourable  impres- 
sion produced  by  the  Bcratiny  of  the  gold  upon 
his  judges. 

Staffer's  evidence  followed  nest,  attd  tboagh 
it  lidded  no  new  circumstance  to  those  already 
elicited,  it  completely  conlinned  the  leading 
facU  to  which  Michael  Graaf  had  awom. 
Moreover,  though  the  farmer  was  a  rough 
selfish  man,  his  honesty  was  unsuspected,  and 
even  poor  Lena  felt  as  she  listened  to  hia  teati- 
moiiy,   tliftt   those   to  whom  Walther  was  iu>- 
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KDo^n,  could  not  be  blamed,  should  it  convince 
^ein  of  his  guilt,  and  her  surprise  was  great, 
^ben  Herr  Wendel  instead  of  joining  in  the  whis- 
P^ved  conversation  of  his  brother  magistrates, 
*fter  Staffer  was  again  silent,  coolly  demanded 
^  he  had  any  knowledge  of  the  prisoner  pre- 
^Qs  to  the  night  in  question. 

Somewhat  confused,  he  replied,  that  he  had 
'^^  him  at  the  fairs  on  the  Righi,  and  on  other 
P^bKc  occasions  for  years,  but  as  he  was  only  a 
^H^ndman,  he  had  never  associated  with  him. 

^  You  have  no  remembrance  of  having  seen 
*^tn  on  the  path  above  Weggis,  some  days  ago, 
^^  of  what  occurred  at  that  meeting?"  inquired 
*icrr  Wendel. 

*'  I  remember  it  distinctly ,''  answered  Staffer 
^^iTung  as  red  as  fire,  "  he  killed  my  favorite 
*^oimd." 

^  And  you  chastised  him,  of  course." 
*  We  fought,"  said  the  farmer  gruffly,  "but 
^^^  private  differences,  have  nothing  to  do  with 
***«  matter  in  question,  and  however  this  low 


TUB  TH1B«T   MM    I 

fellow  may  hare  prewmed  to 

traduce  me,  1  trust  I  am  koawn  toa  «dl  M  ^ 

sunpccted  of  swearing  faladf  "g""**  laj  m^t" 

"  Aaturedly,  Heir  Staffer,"*  nid  the 
"but  where  the  life  of  a  fellow 
•take,  caution  is   our  dut^.     Wahfaer  Stanx,' 
be   continued,  turning  lo  the  piiaoQer. 
have  heard  nil  tlmt  has  been  sworn  agaitutyou^E^' 
what  evidence  have   you  to  adduce    in 
defence  V 

"  My  own  assertions  of  my  innocence  I 
aware  will  profit  me  liltlcj"  said  the  youth,  with 
na  much  composure  as  he  could  command. 
"  even  were  I  to  swear,  that  far  from  ha^ii^ 
robbed  the  treasury  myself,  my  endeavours  to 
nrrcBt  the  real  criminal  alone  brought  me  in 
contact  with  Herr  Uraaf,  at  midnight,  in  ibe 
uiarkcl-place.  But  there  is  one  man,  whom 
1  sec  now  in  court,  could  give  bis  oath  if  be 
would,  that  when  he  found  me,  and  sent  me  in 
pursuit  of  the  robber,  I  was  standing  quietly  at 
the  opposite  side  of  the  Square,  under  the  old 
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^l^Urcli  porch^    near  which  I  bad  been,  for 
**^^lj  half  an  hour  before.^ 
^  And  were  you  there  alone  ?" 
^  Noy  I  was  not  alone/'  returned  Walther, 
^^^ting  hia  eyes  on  the  ground. 

^  Ha !  if  the  matter  stands  thus,  would  it  not 
^  easy  to  call  your  companion  to  prove  that 
^^^iog  there,  you  could  not  be  the  man  whom 
^^crr  Graaf  saw  coming  from  the  treasury.'^ 

^  It  is  impossible  !^  returned  the  youth,  in  a 
*^W,  firm  voice. 

*^  That  is  strange,"  said  one  of  the  judges, 

but  take  heed  young  man,  these  unsupported 

^^%ertions  will  rather  injure  than  assist  you. 

Midnight  was  a  strange  hoiu:  to  come  from  the 

^if;fai  to  hold  a  conference  in  such  a  place ; 

^U.t  name  your  companion,  and  let  the  person 

^%tantly  be  summoned.     You  hesitate  young 

^Oj),  but  remember  your  life  is  at  stake,  and 

^*^  this  evidence  it  may  probably  depend." 

**  I  do    remember  it,"    returned  Walther, 
firTnly^  ««  but  the  betrayal  of  confidence  is  not 


U2 
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the    means    by   which    I   desire   to   iiurchase 
life." 

"  This  is  no  time  for  mystery,"  said  the 
PreBident,  who  watched  with  deep  interest 
tlie  changing  countenaDce  of  the  accused, 
"  Gurely  no  friend  would  reproach  you  for 
claiming  their  aid  at  such  a  momeat.  Think 
again — and  if  you  can  call  any  one  to  prove, 
that  vhea  the  clocks  struck  the  midnigbt  hour, 
you  were  in  any  other  place  but  the  TVeasurr, 
do  it  without  further  delay." 

"  Never  !"  returned  the  prisoner,  **  I 
betray  the  secret  of  another." 

"  Then,  Walther  Stanz,  if  you  will  not 
speak  the  truth,  1  must,"  said  a  voice  &oin  tbe 
crowd,  that  made  the  young  niouniaineer  stirt 
as  if  electrified,  and  turn  in  utter  amazement 
to  the  spot  from  whence  it  proceeded.  ^H 

But  his  surprize  could  not  equal  the  <^^| 
Hternation  of  Michael  Graaf,  when  hia  cV 
caught  the  well-known  tones,  and  ho  beheld 
the  figure  of  Justine,  whom  he  had  locked 
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in  Iier  cluiaiber,  appear  suddenly  by  the  side 

oF  Lena,  in  the  very  firont  of  the  throng.    The 

^ood    of   the    linen    mantle  she    had  hastily 

^lut>wn  around  her  had  fallen  back,  and  every 

^e  in  that  old  hall  was  fixed  with  intense 

• 

^^^tereat  on  the  pale  and  excited  countenance 

^f  tbat  beautiful  giri>    as  forgetting  all  her 

amual  timidity,  and  shrinking  apprehension  of 

the     public  gaze,  she  stood  there,  supported 

^k»zic  by  the  strength  of  her  love,  to  dare  in 

^^^lther*s  defence,  alike  her  uncle's  wrath,  and 

the  alander  of  the  multitude.    But  her  feelings 

Weirc  wrought  too  high  for  her  to  heed  the 

opinions  of  those  she  valued  not,  or  to  feel 

*^^ed,  even  by  the  presence  of  the  magistrates, 

^hom  from  childhood  she  had  regarded  with 

^Ut  she  had  little  cause  for  dread,  for  there 

*^ot  a  council  in  the  world  where  her  beauty 

^^d  not  have  proved  an  eloquent  advocate, 

^   all  there,  except  Michael  Graaf,  were  at 


'Ml 
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With  the  rapid  penetration  of  h 
instantly  perceived  the  favourable 
she  had  made,  and  without  dariiif 
glance  at  Walther,  she  rapidly  add 
self  to  his  judges. 

"  Your  Excelleacies,"  she  said,  ' 
companion  of  Walther  Slant  on  the 
in  question.  We  have  known  each 
childhood — we  'are  betrothed — my  ii 
Graaf,  would  not  let  us  meet  at  o 
and  Walther  came  from  the  Ri|^ 
then  in  secret." 

"And  you  were  abroad  in  sudi 
inquired  the  PreBident. 

"  He   had  asked  me   to  be  undi 
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time,  and  I  found   Walther  already  awaiting 


If 


''And  he  remained  with  you?''  demanded  an 
%^  magistrate. 

"  We  tarried  till  the    midnight  hour  had 
'Miiclc^  and  then  the  storm  became  so  wild,  we 
"^^Sht  shelter  from  the  rain  under  the  old 
«hurch  porch." 

^nd  there  he  left  you  ?" 

^ot  till  more  than  ten  minutes  had  elapsed, 

^^^  between   the  pauses  of   the  storm  we 

^^enly  heard  loud  cries  for  help,  and  speedily 

^^Xan   came  running  towards   us,   and  even 

*^ipe  he  recognised  us,  called  earnestly  for  us 

fasten  to  assist  Father  Paul  in  arresting  a 

^l^er  with  whom  he  struggled.'* 

*  *  What  Father  Paul  Styger,  the  Hermit  ?" 

the   President   of  the  Council,   who  was 

^^  and  more  bewildered  by  every  syllabic  he 

I,"  are  you  certain  maiden  of  what  you 

^^  I  am  as  certain  as  that  the  sun  is  in  Heaven," 
^'0l.  II.  H 


wilh  intense  eagerness,  sat  con 
agitated  countenance,  Trith  his  hea 
his  band.  But  she  had  chosen  her 
to  rescue  Walther  irom  death  aa 
she  would  have  pursued  it,  in 
every  obstacle,  even  if  it  had 
grave. 

"  And  vhat  followed  ?"  inquired 
trate. 

"  1  know  little  more,"  shereplie 
a  struggle,  and  many  voices,  vhic 
approach,  and  remained  on  the  as 
bewildered  with  terror,  till  the  a 
first  alarmed  us>  returned  and  told 
ther's  arrest." 
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•wear    to   the    truth   of  every    word    I    have 
littered." 

And  moreover,  with  the  permission  of  this 
MBourable  assembly,  I  am  ready  to  do  it !" 
widthe  little  tailor  stepping  foraard  with  a 
most  consequential  air. 

"  My   brother   magistrates !    my   friends   I 

'loiild  say,*'  exclaimed  Michael,  now  thrown 

WKplelely  otT  his  guard,  by  the  appearance  of 

''lii  unexpected  witness,  and  arising  with  un- 

wntroUable  agitation,  "  I  grieve  that  a  niece  of 

""He  should  have  dared  to  disgrace  herself  and 

''*'  fanuly  in  the  manner  that  Justine  Weber 

"•>  this  day  done !  but  bewildered  as  she  evi- 

~*Otly  is,  by  a  mad  and  foolish  passion  for  tliis 

•^"thless  youth,  her  testimony  is  surely  not 

*'*thy  of  the  smallest  credit,  and  it  is  a  pity 

t  lime  should  be  wasted  longer — " 

'  Pardon   me   for    interrupting    you,    Herr 

^f,"  said  the  President  with  solemn  courtesy, 

e  shall  be  perfectly  ready  to  hear  your  opi- 
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nion  on  this  matter,  when  Hans  Brunk  has  ma^ 
his  deposition^  as  of  course  it  must  be  mateT'^ 
ally  influenced  by  it ;  and  I  am  sure  you  ca/^ 
never  consider,  that  time  as  lost,  which  ia  spent 
in  seeking  to  do   justice  to    a    fellow  crea- 
ture/' 

Michael  Graaf  had  not  a  word  to  reply,  and 
again  resumed  his  seat ;  but  still  he  remem- 
bered, with  some  satisfaction,  that  except  by 
the  prisoner,  not  a  word  had  hitherto  been 
uttered  to  criminate  him  in  the  slightest  degree, 
and  though  he  thought  with  dread  of  the  pry- 
ing character  of  Hans,  he  yet  clung  to  the  hope 
that  whatever  he  might  know,  he  would  disclose 
nothing  to  the  disadvantage  of  one,  to  whom  he 
was  so  largely  indebted* 

He  little  knew  the  bitter  hatred  long  cherish- 
ed against  him  by  his  humble  tool,  and  which, 
like  the  slave  endowed  with  brief  authoritv  over 
a  tyrannical  master,  he  was  prompt  to  glut  that 
day  to  the  very  utmost  of  his  power. 


^' 
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^^  ^^e  U  more  certain  to  be  outwitted  than 
he  vno  i^]ie8  implicitly  on  his  own  cunning  to 
outwit  all  others^  and  the  subtle  Treasurer  was 
the  last  man  in  the  world  to  apprehend  that 

he  was  himself   the    dupe    of  the    aqent  he 

despised. 


CHAPTER   VII. 


And  if  lie  bof^gla  it  nnUmriiiK  the  d 

luttily  to  the  tnith  of  mhat  I  dBm ;  nd  if 

Kill  nrew  ag^ ;  tni  if  he  is  poitiTa,  I  will  I 

io  Ibsl,  come  wlut  will,  m;  dbtOntKy  Aell  ah 

1 

I  My  Iib'i  iimocaiit ;  and  wore  in  DOt  ai 

Ii  our  own  blood  and  kin  to  ibriak  fm 

In  fatal  moment*? 

BxaoM.    Ite 


Walther  Stanz  had  gazed  vith  m 
ratioa  and  gratitude  on  Justine 
whole  of  her  evidence,  then,  for  i 
since  he  had  heard  of  the  death  of 
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Salted  little  man  prepared  to  reply  to  the  inter- 
^^^^Katories  of  the  magistrates. 

^  Your  name  is  Hans  Brunk,"  said  the  Presi- 
^^x^t,  when  the  new  witness  had  taken  his  place 
^n  the  platform. 

^  Tes^  so  please  jou^  and  a  tailor  by  trade, 
•■  your  Excellency's  doublet  can  prove/'  he 
Implied. 

^  And  you  were  abroad  on  the  night  of  the 
^  storm,  it  appears  ?'* 

^  I  was,  an'  please  you,  till  I  had  not  a  dry 
"titch  about  me.'* 

^  And  you  spoke  with  Walther  Stanz,  as  has 
*^  just  now  sworn  V^ 

'^  I  saw,  and  I  heard  a  great  deal  more  than 

^^W  he  returned,  "  for  few  needles  are  sharper 

^^  my  eyes  and  ears.  But  if  your  Excellency 

^  allow  me,  I  will  tell  my  story  my  own  way. 

'  **U«t  always  have  hold  of  the  thread  at  the 

^ht,  end,  or  I  am  apt  to  tangle  the  skein  al- 

^tihcr." 

Begin  where  you  please,  if  you  keep  to  the 
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facts  connected  with  this  afiair/'  was  the  i 
trate's  reply, 

^^  Thanks^  thanks/'  returned  EUns  i 
profound  bow^  ^^  I  can  always  make  tb 
work,  when  I  both  shape  and  sew  it/* 

'^  To  the  point  Sir,'*  interrupted  Herr 
del  ^^  did  you^  or  did  you  not  find  M 
Stanz  with  Justine  Weber^  under  the  < 
porch,  ten  minutes  after  midnight  ?" 

^*  As  to  the  minutes^  I  could  not  s 
said  the  tailor ;  ^  it  might  be  nine  mini 
might  be  eleven,  for  ought  I  know,  b 
clocks  had  all  done  striking  twelve,  or 
thing  thereabouts,  when  I  ran  bolt  up  i 
them  there,  and  moreover  sent  the  youn 
with  all  speed  to  help  Father  Paul  to  catch  i 
^^  And  wherefore  did  you  not  stay  I 
him  yourself?^'  retorted  the  President. 

^^  I  will  explain  all  that  another  tim 
turned  Hans^  with  unblushing  effironter 
if  I  am  to  tell  my  story  clearly,  I  mus' 
in  proper  order.'* 
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'*  Begin,    then  !^   was    the    immediate    re- 

Joinder,  and  the  little  man  clearing  his  throaty 

^^  putting  his  right  hand  in  his  side^  i^hilst 

^  balanced  himself  with  becoming  dignity  on 

^Q  corresponding  kg,  began  his  oration. 

*^  I  have  been  intimate  with  Father  Paul  the 
"^rmit  for  many  years  V* 

*The  devil  you  have!"  thought  Michael 
*^i^,  but  he  durst  not  utter  a  syllable. 

^^  I  knew  him  when  I  was  going  the  rounds 
^  my  apprenticeship,  and  he  was  a  very  dif- 
^^tent  man  in  those  days  to  what  he  is  now/^ 

^  What  is  all  this  to  the  purpose.  Sir  ?*' 
Quired  the  Treasurer,  with  uncontrollable  im- 
patience. 

**You  will  know  that  soon  enough,  Herr 
^J^,  I  promise  you,"  returned  Hans,  with  a 
^^^ificant  nod,  and  thus  proceeded. 

**  It  was  once  in   my   power  to  do  him  a 

^*^dness,  and  he  never  forgot  it ;  but  to  be  brief, 

^  sometimes  employs  me  to  transact  a  little 

^^iness  for  him,  and  it  happened  one  night,  a 


VKS  tmtftVT  rom  gold. 


Kt  HM 101^  I  ■••  «ttiBg  Op  expectiiig  Tinr  i 
hm  aUia  kapcs  ifae  irif"'""  by  da;,  mis'  .-i 
■  ibI  WKpMlHK  tk  fast  ariteh  to  k  fliitr'T~   ^* 


-  Id  do,  ta  pop  mj  bead  oat  flf  m^    J 
r,  when  wfaat  shouU  1  »et,  (Sat  n^A 
BBMofigh^  fkmm  jaar  Exctflcnda)  but  ^*» 

■^■mI  ilid  ^oog  asali^ai  ^^* 

r  tW  cMcs  of  tlie  booRa,  tiU  i^V 
«ll  CRHBie    tover!     it  Uiu^* 
,  tad  I  saw  it  unlock  ther- 


"  Vdha^  vlqr  did  jm  not  unmediatetf  is- 
t  M.flTthis?''  akd  Micbad  Gn<  failT 


'  1  thoMght,  BMTfa^i,  there  tai^t  be  no 
«iaa  r  aaid  the  huie  man,  wUb  eanatk 


^  And    saw  ym  nothuig  more  ?"  inquired 
UetTWcndcL 


TBI   THIEST  VOE   GOLD.  155 

^  Tnut  me,  I  did  not  budge  till  I  had 
•eea  the  man  oome  out  agun  with  his  lantern  ; 
which  he  did  in  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
and  moreorer,  though  he  wore  a  cloak,  I  could 
pfadnly  diitingnidi  he  carried  a  heavy  load 
under  it.^ 

^And  had  you  no  idea  who  he  was?"  de- 
manded the  PreaUcsnt. 

^  That  may  be  at  it  happened ;''  returned 
Hanai,  fixing  his  eyes  with  infinite  exultation 
on  the  agitated  countenance  of  the  Treasurer ; 
^  at  all  events,  I  thought  I  had  seen  enough 
fiir  that  ni^t,  and  so  I  went  to  bed.  For  the 
two  following  ones,  you  may  be  sure  I  kept 
watch,  but  the  thief  was  cautious,  and  did  not 
return  till  the  third  night.  It  was  moonlight 
again,  and  I  saw  him  as  plainly  as  I  see 
3rou.^' 


^•» 


^  And  did  you  recognize  him  y 
**  You  shall  hear,     I  now  thought  the  matter 
growing    serious,    and  that  it  would  be 
better  to  tell  Father  Paul.    Don't  be  surprised 
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of  the  assembly^  almost  instantly  warned 

of  bis  error,  and  sinking  back  overpowered 

mrith  shame  and  consternation,  his  head  drooped 

on  his  bosom,  his  hands  hung  unnerved  from 

the  arms  of  the  chair,  and  his  whole  figure  bore 

the  expression  of  helpless  despair  and  guilt. 

The  efiect  of  Hans'  disclosure  was  equally 
dectrical  on  the  whole  assembly,  and  so  great 
was  the  agitation  it  excited  amongst  the  judges^ 
^^  so  loud  was  the  expression  of  the  people's 
"•tisfaction,  that  for  some  time  there  appeared 
^^^e  chance  that  tranquillity  would  be  suffi- 
^ntly  restored  for  the  tailor  to  conclude  his 
'^^ative. 

The  delight  of  the  little  man  surpassed  all 
**^ription,  as  with  elevated  head  he  looked 
^'^Und  on  the  commotion  he  had  excited,  and 
*^h  an  air  of  infinite  importance  bestowed  his 
^^  of  congratulation  alternately  on  Walther, 
^'tioe,  and  Lena. 

*ne  continued  tumult,  fortunately  for  the 
*'«a8urer,  afforded  him  time  to  recover  some 
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degree  of  composure^  and  silence  was  no 
partially  restored,  than  he  requested  perunsm^M^J^ 
to  reply  to  the  infamous  chai^ges  that  had  be^»i 
brought  against  him. 

This  was  of  course  readily  granted^  and  suc^^ 
was  the  intense  curiosity  of  all  present  to  hcoT 
his  explanation,  that  notwithstanding  the  nuitm** 
bers  assembled  in  the  hall,  a  pin  .  might  ix^^ 
been  heard  to  drop  at  the  further  end  ci  m^^ 
during  the  pause  that  followed. 

^^  I  must  confess/^  he  began  in  a  somewb^^ 
tremulous  voice,  ^*  that  I  am  mortified  to  fii^^ 
my  brother  magistrates  disposed  to  lend  cred^^ 
to  these  base  aspersions  against  the  chaiact^^ 
of  one  of  their  own  body  ;-*-one  whom  tb^^ 
have  hitherto  professed  to  esteem,  and  who  ^ 
am  proud  to  say  has  long  served  the  city  w^^ 
advantage  to  its  inhabitants  and  credit  to  hi^" 
self,  I  am  deeply  grieved  to  find  that  the  U^" 
ceasing  labours  of  twenty  years  have  not  secnX^^ 
me  the  confidence  of  my  fellow-citizens,  whi^** 
I  blush  not  to  confess  it  has  been  the  uncha^^S* 
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^-Qg  object  of  my  hope  to  win.  Yet  allow  me 
^'^  inquire,  vrbat  does  thia  tailor's  evidence  prove 
^'S^nst  me,  even  if  every  word  of  it  be  accepted 

^*a  tfiith?     Merely  that  I,  Michael  Graaf,  the 
•^an  whom  the  Canton  has  honoured  by  con- 
^cling  to  him  the  charge  of  its   wealth,   had 
*o<)aght  it  expedient  to  visit  the  treasury  by 
"•ght  instead  of  day.     Surely  you  must  all  ad- 
*^it  this  is  not  an  act   to  be  stigmatized  as 
*^*^ine,  were  it  indisputable;   but  I  deny  the 
*>ath  of  Hans  Brunk'a  testimony  altogether.    I 
fy  him  to  bring  forward  the  slightest  corro- 
•ration  of  one  word  he  has  uttered  to  my  dis- 
•nour ;  whilst  even  admitting  that  my  niece's 
idence,  combined  with  the  oath  of  this  man 
•f  sbrcds  and  patches,  may  disprove  a  part  of 
fey  charges  against  Waltber  Stanz,  yet  the  fact 
'*f   the  city  gold  being  found  upon  his  person, 
'toiaina  unaccounted  for ;  and  allow  me  to  add, 
I    Consider  that  more  is  proved  by  a  circum- 
itanct  BO  extraordinary,  than  by  the  oaths  of 
'wenty   such  witnesses  as  this   Hans   Brunk. 
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He  mar  swcsr  be  sxv  me  goin?  ft  hundr^^ 
"3EM5  :?  rte  j.«gmj  if  he  (deaKS,  and  I  shoo'^ 
?oir:^7  rijik  is  worth  wt3e  to  contrsdict  hiiK»  9 
T  ie  iui  z.a  better  ococf  of  il  than  his  own  word  * 
*  5a7  £1  T?ii  ha^ffTP  ro  sa j  in  mr  disparaff^^ 
3it;aw  BcfTT  Gnaf.  and  :ben  tell  me  if  this  ■* 
2«:c  T'-MiT  :wTi  Laztem  ?^  said  Hans  with  a  co^^*' 
TiinTC^'-'c*  *si:le,  is  he  drew  the  said  arti^*^ 
-i^-d  '2:3  Tccket.  azJ  sh-^ok  xc  in  triumph  at  t  f* 

^^i-:i  ii  .iiiojstrQljble  evDiession  of  sati 
:':«.^:':i-.  1  *•:▼  liiTrct  of  derlsiony  arose  firom  th^ 
>:.<;•,* ;:i:,v^  i::i  short  exclamatiops  of  surprL 
r-i-s:  fr:2i  ihe  Iijw  of  many  of  the  judge; 
X[:oh;cl  il>:a^f,rre oared  fcr  this  bv  the  wamini 
of  J-5:.  •>:•  was  entirely  unmoved,  and  coollj?"*^ 
si:-i.  r.;:  ^15  ^liii  to  s<re  hi*  Ijmtem  was  not  lost^ 
IS   rivir^  v.tis:  it  away  in  hij    struggle  wiib- 
Wjiiiher  Scjuir.  he  had  afterwards  sought  for  it 
-.i:  %*jun. 

••  Then  you  admit  it  to  be  yours  ?'*  inquired 
Ucrr  WendeL 
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**  Assuredly/'  was  the  Treasurer's  reply ; 
^^  but  I  defy  any  man  to  deduce  anything  to 
my  disadvantage  from  its  discovery." 

'^  Did  you  cast  nothing  else  away  at  the 
<ame  time?**  returned  the  magistrate  with  a 
^nitinizing  glance. 

^  Nothing  that  I  am  aware  of/'  returned 
Michael. 

'*  Are  you  certain^  that  you  never  saw  this 
^  of  gold  before^  Herr  Graaf  ?"  he  continued, 
•**<^nly  placing  the  lost  plunder  of  the  Trea- 
•'^'er,  with  a  heavy  clang  on  the  table  before 

Michael  changed  colour,  but  replied  in  a  low 
^^oe,  that  he  should  be  better  able  to  answer 
^■*e  question^  when  he  knew  what  the  bag 
^ntained. 

It  was  instantly  untied,  and  the  contents 
*P>'ead  on  the  table  for  general  inspection. 

^  Ha/'  said  Graaf,  the  moment  he  had  taken 
^^  of  the  gold  pieces  in  his  hand,  *^  ^^  here 
^Ht  this  money  be  found,  Herr  Wendel?" 
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**  On  the  Tcry  spot,  where   your  stru^^ 
with  Walther  Stanz  commencedU*' 

*'  Then  it  indeed  affords   unanswersUe^^ 
dcoce  of  his  guilt,  for  these  coins  are  of  t 
same  stamp  with  those  we  took  from  his 
son,  and  the  emptiness  of  the  coffer  is  at 
accounted  for.** 

^'  But  there  is  no  evidence  to  prove  this 
was  ever  in  the  prisoner's  possession,^  «£!  -^ 
Herr  WendeK 

^^  But  though  the  bag  was  not  actually  bos^^ 
upon  him,"  returned    Graaf,    ^coin   of 
stamp  was ;  and  to  reject  such  evidence  of 
guilt,  would,   I   am  compelled  to  say,  nol 
leniency,  but  folly.'* 

**  But  were  it  possible  to  prove  that  he  t9^^ 
honestly  by  the  gold  in  question  ?*^ 

^^  What  did  he  in  the  treasury  at  midnigl^    ■ 
inquired  Michael  eagerly. 

"  That  is  a  fact  that  rests  entirely  on  yc^ 
word,  Herr  Graaf,"    returned  the  Presidc^^^ 
^^  and  that  has  already  been  impunged  by  t* 
witnesses." 
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*  But  I  deny  their  Btatements,  and  surely 
■*!*€  oath  of  one  of  my  condition,  ia  as  worthy 
«»t"  belief  as  theirs." 

"  No  condition  will  sanction  perjury,"  said 
the  President  solemnly,  "  and  however  you 
'^Jsy  seek  to  invalidate  the  eridence  we  have 
*l«ady  heard,  I  have  just  received  notification, 
**ut  there  is  a  third  witness  in  favour  of  the 
«**i>0Qer,  waiting  without,  whose  testimony  no 
•Han  can  dispute," 

"Let  him  appear!",  he  added,  turning  to 
•*rieof  the  servants  of  the  court;  and  a  silent 
fouse  of  expectation  followed  this  command. 

Michael  Graaf,  who  only  a  minute  before 
na^  esulted  at  the  idea  of  having  entangled  hia 
^Qemiea  in  their  own  net  was  utterly  confound- 
**1-  He  knew  not  what  evil  he  had  to  dread, 
^'xi  unprepared  to  meet  it,  he  started  with  ab- 
"olute  horror,  when  advancing  from  an  opposite 
**<>•■,  Father  Paul  himself  stood  before  him  ! 

Every  eye  was  turned  with  wonder  on  the 
''^erable  Uermit,  who  supported  by  one  the 
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monks  of  the  Hospital,    leant  upon  hi.    ^ 
stafF^  and  gazed  around  the  agitated  assemt^^^' 
for  a  few  moments  ere  he  advanced  towards  t  ^^ 
platform  of  the  judges.     His   monkish  firoc 
girded    with   a    cord^    bung    in   large   fulcf  ^ 
around  himi  his  long  beard  reached  nearly  C^^ 
bis  middle,  and  the  silvery  locks  that  encirdec] 
his  high  bald  bead,  fell  waving  on  his  stoopiAS 
shoulders.     Piety,  benevolence,  and  imagine* 
lion  imparted  a  benignity  and  elevation  to  his 
noble  countenance,  rarely  seen  except  in  th* 
superhuman   creations,   that  embody  the  soui 
of  some  immortal  painter. 

The  slant  sunbeams  fell  from  a  tall  go**''^ 
window  on  this  venerable  figure,  casting  all  * 
crowds  behind,  into  one  broad  mass  of  shad  ^  * 
whilst  before  him,  grouped  in  the  golden  li^     ' 
were   the   magistrates,   the  prisoner  and    ^^ 
witnesses. 

Pale  and  feeble  from  his  wounds,  the  eye 


Father  Paul  had  lost  nothing  of  its   lustre,  jl^^ 
the  guilty  Michael  quailed  beneath  his  wrir"^ 
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lAg  glance,  as  it  momentarily  rested  upon  him. 
But  it  ^as  Walther  the  old  man  eagerly  sought 
for ;  bright  was  the  smile  with  which  he  greeted 
^>  and  so  great  was  the  prisoner's  joy  at  bc- 
l>olding  the  Hermit  again  alive^  that  he  at 
^^^  forgot  all  the  humiliating  intrigues  of 
Michael  Graaf,  and  the  bitter  thoughts  of  hu- 
""^  nature  they  had  engendered.  The  noble 
ttpirations  and  lofty  feelings  of  other  days 
'^Cfe  at  once  revived  by  the  sight  of  Father 
^^\  and  he  felt  that  though  the  wicked  may 
^*^Uinph  for  awhile,  the  soul  of  the  just  is  be- 
y^Ud  their  control,  and  even  amidst  the 
^^*'ccst  persecution  has  unutterable  sources 
*  felicity,  which  neither  cruelty,  nor  calumny, 
^l"  oppression  can  poison,  or  exhaust. 

Reports  had  already  got  abroad  into  the  city 
^Deeming   the    extraordinary    disclosures    of 
"^ans  Brunk  ;  the  hall  was  crowded  to  excess, 
^Xindreds  were  pressing  at  the  doors  for   ad- 
mission, and  numbers  had  clambered  to  the 
Outside  of  the  windows  to  obtain  a  glimpse  of 


vithin.  Such  a  uoivei 
r  before  prevailed  in  Li 
afimook  their  shops,  tl 
li  the  n^omen 
The  Bsmes  of  Walther 
1  Gi^  Md  Father  Paul,  were  bu)du^=^ 
feVMEp  t»  lip»  wngled  with  coofased  taliiwr  •» 
ami  tb*  pvbBr  carioHtT'  was  at  its  beigbt::^-^^^^ 
t,  m  obctlieDce  to  a  »timmoo;^^^^ 
<  of  the  roODcil,  advanced  te=^=^=^^ 


Ihtn  WW  a  lov  manmir  of  approbatioo 
wbrm  out  of  eoaaidentioo  to  bis  hoi;  charactei 
aai  pnttimt  WMkacss,  i  chur  was  placed 
Ua  Mtr  the  jw^eo,  but  be  was  no  3001 
5C«ted»  tibia  a  proloiiBd  siboce  instaDlaneoosIi 


L 


**  Ton  cppMr  before  us  to  give  testioumj  in 
faroor  of  Um  pnsoner,  Waliher  Statu  ?"  wa 
tbc  President's  first  demand. 

"  I  do,"  returned  the  Hennit.    *•  Woitoded 


MHUi 


litaJ 


THE   THIRST   FOR    GOLD.  IG/ 

evening  following  his  arrest^  mj  weakness  has 
lu^herto  delayed  my  descending  to  the  city^ 
bu^    I  trust  I  am  yet  in  time  to  prevent  the 
ooxzunission  of   injustice.     The  money  found 
u&  ^]ie  possession  of  Walther  Stanz^  when  sei- 
sed   at  midnight  in   the    market    place,    he 
^^Cdnved  from  my  hands^    on  the    preceding 
^y  ;   and  that  money,  was  given  to  me  by 
Micbad  Graaf  himself!     Herr  President/'  he 
^^^^c^finued  when  the  clamour  occasioned  by  this 
^^eolaration  had  in  some  measure  subsided,  *'  I 
^^vioand  that  this  perjured  man,  the  unworthy 
'^^^asorer  oi  the  Canton,  be  put  under  immc- 
^***^te  arrest,  not  only  on  a  charge  of  extensive 
I^^l)lic  robbery,    but  for  treason  against  the 
**^tc;  for  distributing  French  bribes  amongst 
*^€5  citizens,    and  secretly  plotting  with   the 
^^nerals  and  agents  of  the  French  Director}-, 
^^   open  the  gates  and  deliver  up  the  Treasury 
^  Lucerne  to  these  grasping  and  hypocritical 
^'^'adcrs,    who,  under  the  pretext  of  liberty, 
^^ve  come  to  force  upon  us  the  the  crude  doc- 
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CODSUlUt 


-ITT    oc    our  mount»^ 


-  j^:r^  ^'iu.  TC^fCttTcd  :c  fve&r  to  these 


■vTTiinia^ 


readied;  and 09-^ 
an  cjath  hariiB^ 
"InCP* 
I  have  assertetf:^ 


V  _  r.-  i  7  :•- i^i  x:k  :z.c^ikiesuble  proo 
r  r.  i-i  j  '■ l:t-  MiTj  Tears  ;xgo.  Mic 

:»:*.:  1   '  ^vi  iz.  V!:'.ir.y  by  a  receipt 

^: 1  ITT  7c«K*ssi:r,  :o  repay  ondeman 

•    .-■  :iz  ii::LSLzi  Ljiic^     I  forbear 


J 
I 

d 


.   -*.  i;2^^*. 


I 


■t  pLn.r,.in  c:  iht  transaction,  sini 
.::.^  .'^^t.z)exk*&  viih  the  preseo: 
>  r  ::f  ::  :c  s£y  I  claimed  the  debl^ 
^i:  ':»:;"ccg Wii.ucr*s  arrest  he  brougb  "^ 
:;■  --."Ziy  iae,     I  gave  him  my  re— - 
hi  «:umed  nie  this  note  of  the  pay- 
is  ii.ini-«r:u:;gis  doubtless  knoimto 
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"wny  here,"  he  added,  as  he  handed  this  slip 

of  piper  to  ihe  President;  "my  own  receipt 

"ttr  Graaf  could  probably  produce.     Of  this 

Booty  I    gave   Walther   Stanz   the   six   gold 

picKs  found  upon  him  ;  the  remainder  ts  in  my 

cavern,  and  is  composed  of  ancient  coins,  many 

e«cily  Eimilar  to  those  before  you,  which,  with 

the  bag  that  contained  them,  I  recognize  as 

Wflg  been  found  by  Hans  Bnink,  on  the  spot 

'  *liere  I  first  attempted  to  arrest  Michael  Graaf, 

■ben laden  nith  fresh  plunder  became  forth 

from  the  treasury.     My   strength   was   not  a 

■Batch  for  his.     1  called  aloud  for  assistance, 

["id  Walther  Stanz  unexpectedly  came  to  my 

■id  from  the  opposite  side  of  the  square.  When 

staffer  likewise  arrived,  Michael  Graaf  adroitly 

•"nied  the  accusations  from  himself  against  the 

^UDg  mountaineer ;  but  again  I  make  most 

^lemn  oath  that  of  these  chaises  he  is  aa  in- 

^^'cent  as  the  spirits  in  heaven." 

A  deep  silence  followed  this  speech,  and  the 
*ttaiety  of  all  present  had  reached  its  highest 


I   "Vou  If. 
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be  Mid,<*rf 


pee    nth  mine.  «r}acii  is,  thiK 
B  be  6edared  inoocent  of  tbe  rob" 


Kitk  CM  nice  ifae  jadga  ntifiedthn^ 
"  WydMT  StH^*  An  cootiuMd  Um  pRti* 

■•■  fnwMnee  ,yo«r  fiiU  and  satire  KqaiMl 
•f  tutrj  fhm^  bcoog^  by  Miebad  Gitt^ 
mwnt  jvo,  md  oangntoUtt  jroo,  in  theBaiV 

I  f«f  all  ;«x  ju^B^  «»  T*""  SMrvelloiu  bbei*' 
tion  fion  tbe  nxtncue  snares  tbat  bMvt  been 
vans  ■rouod  jnu.  We  trust  thai  your  ptc 
aent  gratification  will  ia  souk  meuure  iiufeiD- 
mify  jan  fcr  your    tuijutt  deteDtJon;  and  be 

^.  waived  tkat  the  mux  wb«  witli  nascnipnlMit 
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pfijitfy  has  endeavoured  to  make  another  the 
vicdia  of  his  crimes,  shall  be  dealt  with  as  he 
iatrva.  Gaoler,  make  Michael  Graaf  your 
prisoner.     Walther  Stanz  is  free  !" 

A  simultaneous  shout  of  exultation  burst 
^  the  countless  multitude  iu  that  vast  Hall 
W  lliis  announcement.  No  judgment  given 
'here,  had  ever  before  afforded  such  universal 
Wtisfaction,  and  the  clamour  continued  long  and 
'oud,  till  it  was  echoed  by  many  hundred  voices 
wflie  outside  of  the  building. 

ffalther,  half  bewildered  by  the  sudden 
cbange  in  his  fortune,  vainly  attempted  to  ex- 
1*681  his  gratitude  to  the  magistrates.  More 
•ptited  than  he  had  been  by  the  prospect  of 
Wndemnation,  the  words  died  on  his  lips,  or 
*•«  drowned  by  the  deafening  clamour,  till 
finding  the  effort  vain,  he  respectfully  &nd 
"'cQlly  saluted  the  august  assembly,  and  turned 
'■*  clasp  his  weeping  mother  in  his  arms. 

Whilst  Lena  with  speechless  delight  hung 
*'«ind  him,  unaeen  by  all,  the  hand  of  Justine 
I  3 
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was  pressed  in  bis,  and  the  only  shadow  on  bk 
joy  was,  that  in  such  a  place  he  could  not  giK 
expression  to  the  boundless  gralitiide  aad  Ion 
with  which  the  generous  self  devotion  of  ll 
fair  and  noble  creature  had  inspired  him. 

But  she  was  richly  requited ;  and  the  b«|>- 
pines3  of  that  moment  sufficed  to  obli[«nle 
from  her  mind  every  trace  of  preceding  Bono*- 
She  even  for  a  time  forgot  her  uncle's  lembl* 
position,  which  only  a  few  minutes  before  bw 
filled  her  with  dismay;  in  that  vast  asst»- 
bly  the  only  object  she  beheld  was  WnhhC 
Slanz,  and  by  his  triumph  her  thoughts  ^e** 
all  engrossed. 

With  a  calm  and  peaceful  smile  Father  [ 
looked   upon   the   happiness   he   had  create 
He  arose ;  and  as  he  Mood  leaning  on  his  ait.^ 
opposite  lo   Michael  Graaf,  the    contrast  I 
tween  those  two  old  men  was  a&  powerful  i 
hght   and   darkness    had   been    brought  ' 
immediate  contact.     In  the  soul  of  the  liei 
all  wae  pure,  beaig^i,  and  pasaionlcfSf  wbilsl 
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^person  of  Michael  Graaf,  the  fearful  results 
of  ttQ  were  horribly  exemplified.  The  shame 
h  most  dreaded  —  the  dishonour  he  would 
hive  died  to  avert  had  come  upon  him,  and 
^r  a  long  course  of  years,  when  his  labours 
vone  crowned  with  success,  his  avarice  with 
nches,  and  his  selfish  vanity  with  honour^  the 
ciMiiequenccs  of  the  first  crime  from  whence  all 
hid  emanated,  had  struck  him  down  at  one 
^y  in  the  midst  of  his  prosperity. 

AU  he  possessed  would  he  then  willingly 
**▼©  given  to  have  escaped  from  the  con- 
^^tuous  scorn  of  his  fellow  citizens ;  but  it 
^^  part  of  his  punishment,  and  the  misery  he 
■^inflicted  on  others,  was  largely  avenged,  by 
^  igony  he  that  hour  endured,  when  Father 
^aol  proceeded  to  lay  before  the  Council  the 
'^t  indisputable  proofs  of  his  intrigues  with 
*««  French,  and  at  length  produced  a  letter 
^tlen  by  him  only  two  days  before,  to 
^eral  Schauenberg,  urging  him  to  march 
^poa  Lucerne  without  a  moment's  delay,  and 
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pdsoQ  appeared  to  offer  the  only  chaDce  of 
rescuing  fuia  from  immediate  destruction. 

Xever  brave,  the  guilt-stricken  man  trembled 
"Om  head  to  foot,  when  he  heard  the  re- 
preachea  and  angry  menaces  of  his  fellow- 
Wuena  on  every  side,  and  even  Father  Paul, 
*>  he  vatched  his  livid  and  changing  coun- 
•wance,  alUmately  distorted  by  anger — shame 
"^od  the  humiliating  coasciousoeBa  of  de- 
lected crime,  for  the  first  time  pitied  the 
Wttched  being  who  had  so  deeply  and  irre- 
PUably  injured  him. 

Walther  Stanz,  anxious  to  spare  Justine  the 
AOTTor  of  such  a  spectacle,  bore  her  lialf- 
^tintiog  from  the  ball  as  soon  as  he  could 
Bake  his  way  through  the  throng,  and  Lena 
^■gU'ly  following,  told  him  she  hod  left  a  boat 
tt  Uie  bridge,  in  which  they  had  better  at  once 
»»ve  the  city,  instead  of  going,  as  he  intended, 
to  the  dwcUing  of  liana. 

Joyfully  be  compUed  with  her  request,  and  in 
**'  (ban  five  minutes  they  were  floating  on 
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the  quiet  waters  of  the  Lake,  leaving  (as  bduo^ 
them  tlie  clio  aud  the  tumult  of  the  troubled 
city,  and  had  exchanged  the  degrading  xoi 
harassing  struggles  of  sijiful  passions,  for  tlK 
peaceful  sublimity  of  nature. 

Then  did  Walther  for  the  liret  time  Gael 
with  triumphant  exultation,  that  he  was  a 
more  free ;  it  seemed  as  if  he  had  never  befoK 
duly  appreciated  the  value  of  liberty,  or  lontt 
his  native  land  with  such  devoted  fervour  at  ht 
did  then.  His  eyes  wandered  with  ecsU^, 
from  mountain  to  mountain,  and  as  the  b 
tlew  past  him  over  the  water,  his  ix»uiidilll| 
spirit  li;It  that  amidst  scenes  so  sublime,  H 
hallowed  by  all  the  recollections  of  childhot 
no  enterprise  was  too  hazardous,  no  task  tl 
exalted  for  him  to  perform — delusive  i 
that  all  of  imaginative  mind  have  ! 
felt — precious  moments  of  excitement,  of  whi 
age  preserves  alone  the  regret. 

The     devoted    and    trusting    Justtoe — 111 
voluntary  sharer  of  his  poverty  and  humilty" 
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die  %ho  for  him  had  cast  away  wealth  and  sta- 
^  and  kindred,  sat  meanwhile  at  his  side, 
pziug  at  him  with  the  happy  eyes  of  intense, 
^changing  lore.  But  neither  of  them  spoke, 
'^onls  would  have  been  inadequate  to  express 
^  rapture  of  their  deep  emotion. 

Lena  watched  them  with  the  sober  delight  of 
*«t»rer  years.     She  felt  that  much  was  gained, 
■•^d  j'et  her  heart  was  not  free  from  care.     She 
*^ld    not    forget  that  a  cloud  of  evil  hung 
**ri£ly  threatening  over  the   land,   from  whose 
*«iful  influence,  neither  the  humble,   nor  the 
"•^Qoccnt  would  be   exempt,   and  remembering 
^e  dreadful  massacre   of  her  countrymen  in 
■«iis  only  a  few  yeiirs  before,  many  sad  appre- 
hensions thronged  upon  her  mind.  She  thought 
^  her  helpless  son,  she  had  left  upon  the  moun« 
**i*i,  and  plied  her  oar  with  such  velocity,   that 
*^ng  before  sunset,  the  little  party  reached  the 
''^t  of  the  Righi,  and  VValther  with  eager  de-* 
'SHt  lifted  Justine  on  shore. 

It  had  been  already   agreed  that  instead  of 
I  5 


returaing  to  ber  former  dwelling  at  her  couaiM 
Dame  MuUer's,  she  shotilil  occupy  Walthcr'a 
place  in  his  mother's  chalet,  whilst  for  a 
the  young  mnn  nould  take  up  his  abode  wit! 
his  employers  the  monks  at  the  Hospital^ 
%\here  he  had  already  frequently  mm 
weeks  together. 

On  their  arrival  at  their  home,   Liena   frimr — ^ 
to  her  delight,  that  Fritz  was  well  and  happy:::^' 

and  every  thing  was  speedily  arranged  for  Jot 

tine's  accommodation.     This  done,  Waltber,  b^ 
the  surprise  of  all,  declared  his  determinatja 
to  return  immediately  to  Lucerne. 

"  Father  Paul  is  still  weak,"  he  said,  "  and  1 
is  not  proper  that  he  should  be  left  wiUto 
my  help,  at  such  a  time." 

"  Hans  no  doubt  will  accompany  him  back 
to  his  cavern,"  saiil  the  anxious  mother. 

"  After  all  he  baa  done  for  me,  I  should  be 
indeed  ungrateful,  were  I  to  fail  in  so  simpk 
a  duty,"  relumed  her  son. 

"  Walther,"  said  Justine  timidly   taking 
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Imid  in  heiBy  and  looking  np  in  his  face  with 
knable  entrMty.  '^  I  fiuur  I  am  going  to  ask 
too  much  of  your— but  pardon  me  if  it  is.  I 
would  fain  know  my  poor  uncle's  fate  !" 

^  Say  no  mare/*  retnmedlier  lover  earnestly^ 
^  all  that  can  be  learnt^  you  shall  know  this 
night.'' 

Jnadne  ftrvently  thanked  him  with  tears  ia 
her  cyes^  and  Walther,  then  affectionately 
bidding  her  and  his  mother  fiirewell,  departed 
in  aeardi  of  Father  Paul. 


ISO 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 


(i 


I  know  the  ineontUnt  people,  bow  tbeir  nnidy 
With  every  breath  of  good  or  ill  report. 
Fluctuates,  like  Rimmer  com  before  tbe  breen. 
Quick  in  their  hatred,  quicker  in  their  ]oTe» 
Generous  and  hasty,  soon  would  they  redress, 
All  wrongs,  of  former  obloquy*" 

SouTHSY  RoroiiCT 


There  are  philosophers  who  deny  theexiste: 
of  an  innate  moral  sense,  and  attribute 
human  love  of  virtue  to  a  perception  of  i 
utility — but  none  who  heard  the  burst  of  ind^ 
nation^  with  which  the  guilty  Michael  6: 
was  saluted  by  the  populace  assembled  in 
the  great  square  of  Lucerne,  when  after 
his  arrest  he  was  led  forth  from  the  town* 
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'^^,  could  have  doubted  for  a  moment,  the 

*^lence  of  that  noble  faculty  in  man,  which 

-'  9Q  immediate   impulse,  without  any  slow 

**'^cess  of  reasoning,   at  once   exults   in    the 

iiiroph  of  virtue  and  the  punbhmeat  of  guilt. 

No  sooner  was  the  Treasurer  recognized   by 

**ie  crowd  assembled  in   front  of  the  building, 

'tan  groans,   hisses,   and   words   of    derision 

*«^a<;  from  every  part  of  the  multitude. 

Already  stunned  and  bewildered  by  his  sud- 
den reverse  of  destiny,  and  the  ignominy  with 
^hich  he  had  been  treated  even  in  the  presence 
*>f  the   magistrates,   Michael  stood    pale  and 
^bast  at  the  head  of  the   high   stone   steps, 
*^t«mpiiDg  at  intervals  to  raise  his  drooping 
■i*9d  from  his  bosom,  and   face  the   clamorous 
*oIj;  but  the  effort  was  vain.     His  eyes   after 
*»nilering  vacantly  for  a  second  over  the  sea  of 
nMds  before  him,  sunV  to  the  ground,  and  his 
***<  again  drooped  upon  his  breast.     His  only 
"■■b  at  that  moment  was  to   escape  from  the 
^''^I'Uc  reproaches.  Reputation  had  been  the  idol 
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I  second  only  to  avarice  in  his  heart ;  for  this  h( 

L  had  toiled,  aiid  iDtrigued,  and  sinned,  vet  iw* 

^^^^^  in  requital,  he  beard  not  praise,  but  ntocktrr, 
^^^^B  and  the  bitter  words  of  truth  rung  with  insolt- 
^^^^  iDg  scorn  from  a  thousand  voices  in  hts  eWi 
I  as  if  the  very  air  had  found  a  tongue  to  reproach 

H  him  for  his  iniquitj.     Trembling  and  appaDnl 

I  be  implored  his  guards  to  make  all  speed  to  At 

I  prison,  but  honrever  desirous  the;  might  br  of 

■  comptving  with  his  wishes,  it  appeared  scarcciv 

r  possible  to  do  so,  for  so  closely  gathered  mt 

the  mob,  that  even  the  municipnl  troops,  vaiDly 
attempted  for  some  time,  to  force  a  passage. 

It  was  long  before  the  Treasurer  and  his  w 
cort  could  even  descend  the  steps,  but  wtm 
this  was  accomplished,  the  difliculty  of  adn» 
clng  seemed  only  to  be  increased.  The  people 
would  not  be  put  aside,  and  irritated  by  the 
eti%>rts  made  to  open  a  psth  muongst  them,  their 
indignation  every  momoot  became  more  mof^ 
governed  and  terrific. 
A  report,  no  man  knew  firom  wbenoe  ■ 
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by  whom  disseminated,  Qew  rapidly  tVom 
lip  U)  tip,  that  the  French  Army,  by  the  direc- 
uoaof  Michael  Graaf,  was  marching  rapidly 
on  the  dty,  and  words  being  no  longer  s\iffi- 
to  prove  the  universal  anger  against  the 
tailor,  mud  and  stoneB  were  re|>eatedly  thrown 
It  him,  and  a  tumult,  wild  and  deadly,  gradually 
RpUced  the  previous  angry  expressions 
tf  the  mob. 

Michael  with  horror  heard  threats  follow  the 
'poaches  which  had  before  appalled  him — 
Wider  and  more  fierce  they  waxed  incessantly, 
Wd  words  of  fearful  meaning  were  uttered 
(■ouad  bim,  too  distinctly  for  him  to  doubt 
ntirimport,  even  had  the  wild  gestures  of  his 
^soiies  not  sufficed  to  make  it  manifest. 

"  Let  him  at  once  die  the  death  of  a  traitor," 
■**>  the  universal  cry,  and  as  it  rang  through 
"*  pure,  stdl  air,  he  felt  that  his  last  hope  had 
""^ken  him ;  that  his  reliance  on  the  timely 
•"ivtti  of  the  French  to  save  him  from  execu- 
^  was  a  vain  delusion,  and  death,  of  which  he 
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linU  hitherto  entertained  little  fear,  death,  haf— 
rible  and  immediate  seemed  inevitable. 

Dim  and  appalling  were  hiaseiiaalttms, forties 
could  scarcely  be  said  to  tUiitli,   but  amidst  »U* 
by  the  itnerriog  justice  of  tlie   Almighty,  he 
distinctly  felt,  that  his  agony,  his  shame,  Aitd 
his  danger,  were  the  consequences  of  his  deed»- 
Vet  be  thaugtit  act  of  their  sin,    but    tbci-*' 
inexpediency,  and  amidst  all  the  Kauderiiigs  *^^ 
his  distracted  mind,  no  prayer  came  to  hii  li,'  ^- 
Tbus  unprepared  lo  die,  it  was  with  terror  li  ^* 
lie  short  of  madnesE,  be  saw  the  feeble  »lru^^ 
glcB  of  hia  escort  with  the  outrageous  peop*  * 
and  heard  the  well  known  voice  of  liis  o*^*"' 
agent  Hans,  catling  aloud  to  his  fellow  cilize^^ 
to  take  prompt  vengeance  oa  the  traitor, 
had  sold  them  to  the  enemy. 

"  Villain,"  he  murmured,  in  a  low- 
voice,   that  yet  reaebed  the  ears  of  ibe  tM^^^ 
"  is  thia  your  return  for  all  my  hire  i" 

"  I  did  what  I  was  paid  for,"  retorted  (J** 
luaa  "that  was  your  work;  but  this  is  tf^ 
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own.  Did  you  think  because  you  cheated 
others  ao  often,  that  nobody  could  cheat  you, 
master  Treasurer  ?  but  though  I  ara  only  a 
tiilor,  you  have  met  with  your  match,  1  can 
Wlyou,  in  spite  of  your  gold,  and  your  pride, 
uwiyour  plou.  Ah,  Hcrr  Graaf,  I  warrant 
"Bce  your  riches  oiled  mens  tongues,  you  have 
ttaid  as  many  lies  as  you  have  told,  but  truth 
^  reached  you  at  last !" 

"Down  with  himi  down  with  him,"  roared 
■  huge  woodsman  at  his  elbow. 
"  Hunt  him  like  a  rat !"  cried  another. 
"  He  would  sell  you  all  for  a  mess  of  por- 
^dge:  it  is  time  he  had  his  payment,"  shouted 
•  third;  and  urged  on  by  these  and  similar  ex- 
Sottations,  the  people  furiously  renewed  their 
"tempt  to  gain  possession  of  the  person  of 
**ichBel  Graaf. 

Such  was  the  force  with  which  the  condensed 
""Ws  of  the  mob  bore  down  upon  the  feeble 

£hiB  guards  in  front  of  him,  that 
urce,  they  slowly  receded  before 
_ 
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them,  in  order  if  possible  to  regain  the  t 
house.  But  crowds  intercepted  their  wav,  ud 
a  stout  boatman,  having  pushed  aside  the  h^- 
herd  of  the  gaoler,  had  already  grasjied  the  am 
of  the  atrugghng  Treasurer,  when  the  loud 
voice  of  Father  Paul,  aa  he  suddenly  ^pestd 
upon  the  steps  of  the  great  door  of  the  tona 
house,  instantaneously  arrested  the  tumult. 

"  My  friends  and  fellow  countrymen,"  he 
cried,  "  is  it  thus  you  infringe  the  glonoui 
privileges  for  which  our  ancestors  long  fiwghl 
and  bled  !  is  it  thus  you  trample  on  Uvr,  aiul 
order,  the  only  safe  guards  of  liberty,  and  if 
fenders  of  the  state  ?  This  man  is  a  traitor— 
the  law  is  just,  and  he  will  doubtless  be  con- 
demned to  die.  His  death  by  the  axe  of  the 
Headsman  will  be  justice,  by  your  hands  >  it  i« 
murder ;  and  oh  my  countrymen,  cYeo  though 
he  may  bayc  brought  the  enemy  to  our  gate*, 
though  he  may  have  sold  you  to  plunder,  sod 
your  republic  to  ruin,  let  not  the  Inst  hours  vl 
your  sinking  liberty  be  clouded,  by  so  dark  a 
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iw*"  i  retnember  how  it  rose  in  glory,  and  let 
it  set  in  justice,  not  dishonour  \" 

Loud  shouts  of  applause  responded  to  this 
'K»il,.'ind  for  a  moment  the  Hermit  exulted  in 
^  belief,  that  he  had  allayed  the  storm ;  but  the 
*<tt  was  only  temporary,  and  sullen  murmurs 
"^Uod  the  outskirts  of  the  crowd,  again  threat- 
ened destruction  to  the  Treasurer,  when   new 
wd  unexpected  succour  arrived,  to    change 
•^tually  the  course  of  hia  destiny. 

The  loud  roll  of  drums,  and  braying  of  trum- 
pets rose  suddenly  above  the  people's  clamour, 
*^d  in  the  momentary  lull  that  followed, 
'">«  measured  tread  of  legions  was  distinctly 
''c^rd,  between  the  pauses  of  this  martial 
■»usic. 

The  French — the  French — the  enemy  are 
*uhio  the  gates  !''  burst  from  a  thousand  voices 
■od  scarcely  were  the  words  pronounced,  ere 
the  banners  of  the  French  Republic  were  seen 
^vin);  at  the  end  of  a  street  leading  from  the 
gates  to  the  square,  and  a  body  of  lancers,  the 
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advanced  guard  of  General  Scbauenberg,  camft 
at  full  galbp  down  llic  narrow  avenue.  , 

So  cautiously  had  their  advance  been  made, 
and  so  deeply  had  the  attention  of  the  populace 
been  engaged,  that  in  defiance  of  all  previous 
apprehensions,  the  danger  of  their  proximity 
had  been  for  a  time  forgotten.  The  moment 
after  their  appearance,  all  ivas  terror  and  con- 
sternation. 

The  French,  amazed  to  find  the  people  thus 
assembled,  as  they  imagined  to  oppose  Iheir 
entrance  into  the  city,  reined  in  their  horses, 
and  after  a  brief  consultation,  determined  (o 
charge  with  drawn  sabres  amidst  the  throng; 
but  no  violence  was  necessary  to  disperse  the 
unarmed  multitude.  A  universal  panic  had 
already  seized  them,  and  men,  women,  and 
children,  with  mingled  erics  of  terror,  by  a 
common  impulse  sought  safety  in  flight;  but 
obstructed  by  their  own  numbers,  escape 
not  easily  accomplished.   The  feeble  fell  amii 
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*f  Crowd,  and  were  trodden  to  death  ;  others, 
uensely  wedged  amidst  the  moving  masSj 
•"earned  faintly  for  aid,  and  the  men,  with 
''Wp  imprecations  against  their  folly  for  coming 
"'•'O  there  unarmed,  bore  down  all  before  them 
«  their  flight. 

Michael  Graaf  alone  felt  neither  terror  nor 
■feniay ;  forgotten  even  by  his  guards  amidst 
">e  general  panic,  he  no  sooner  found  himself 
W  liberty,  than  turning  his  steps  in  a  direction 
"Pposile  that  taken  by  the  fugitives,  he  glided 
'*pidly  through  unfrequented  alleys  to  his  own 
""ttie.  He  knew  whUst  the  French  were  in 
Potecsaion  of  the  city,  he  had  nothing  more  to 
"l^d,  either  from  private  enmity,  or  public 
histice. 

In  the  course  of  his  correspondence  with  the 
mvaders,  it  had  been  agreed  that  the  French 
Oeneral,  should,  on  his  arrival  at  Lucerne, 
alight  at  the  house  of  the  Treasurer,  where  he 
«iis  to  be  ready  to  afford  him  every  information 
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neccssarj  for  the  complete  subjugation  of  the 
Democratic  Cantons,  and  he  was  anxious  to 
arrive  there  before  him.  This  he  accomplished 
without  difficulty,  and  after  arranging  his  dress, 
and  taking  some  slight  refreshment,  received 
his  foreign  guests,  with  a  calmness  and  cour* 
teaj  that  gave  them  no  cause  to  suspect  the 
agitation  he  had  so  recently  undergone,  and 
previously  unacquainted  with  his  person,  bis 
wan  and  harassed  visage  elicited  no  curi- 
osity. 

Before  night  the  whole  city  was  occupied  by 
the  army  of  the  invaders.  The  position  of 
Michael  Graaf  being  at  first  unknown  to  the 
French  Generals,  and  his  zeal  in  their  service 
indisputable]  his  advice  was  sought  and  fol- 
lowed in  every  arrangement.  Hia  enemies 
were  plundered  and  imprisoned,  and  his  friends 
invested  with  authority,  all,  for  a  time, 
went  30  prosperously  with  this  cunning  man, 
that  nothing  for  a  day  or  two  occurred  to  dis- 
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tub  Ilia  tranquilHty^  except  the  removal  of  the 
pnfaiic  treasure^  which  was  speedily  conveyed 
1*7  hj  the  invaders^  in  six  heavily  laden 
tnggons,  thus  depriving  him  of  all  further 
dittoe  of  future  peculttion. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


Deep  ill  toj  wul  ihtt  Umder  tccrel  dwelli. 
Lonely  and  Itut  to  light  for  evei-tnan. 
Save  when  lo  Ihine  mj  heart  responHve  swelll, 
Then  (remblei  into  silence  u  before. 
There  in  its  centre  a  lepulchtal  lamp 
Burns  the  slon  flame  eleniol — but  uaaceii. 


I 


It  uas  near  midaigtit,  and  the  moon  wu 
shedding  its  pale  lightovcr  the  tall  rocky  poioti 
of  the  Mythen,  that  like  the  pinnacles  of  a 
giant  fane,  crown  the  high  mountain  that 
divides  the  valley  of  Schwyta  from  that  of 
Kinsielden,  when  Father  Paul  and  Walther 
Stanz,  landed  from  a  boat  at  the  little  village  of 
Brunen,  near  the  middle  of  the  tiake  of 
Lucerne, 


THE   THIRST   FOR   GOLD.  193 

At  that  hour  all  there  was  habitually  as  still 
as  death ;  but  peace  was  no  longer  an  inmate^ 
even  of  these  mountain  districts.  Lights 
streamed  from  the  windows  of  every  cottage ; 
the  peasants  were  to  be  see^  as  the  travellers 
past  by,  either  burnishing  their  arms  within 
their  dweUings^  or  gathered  in  little  knots  in 
the  street,  discussing  the  tidings  they  had 
received  from  Lucerne. 

Father  Paul  was  no  sooner  recognised,  than 
he  was  immediately  questioned;  but  his  an- 
swers were  brief.  "  Keep  your  rifles  in  your 
hands/'  he  said,  and  strode  on,  with  undi- 
minished speed  up  the  valley. 

There  too  it  was  evident  the  alarm  had 
spread.  All  things  betokened  agitation  and 
preparation  for  the  most  strenuous  resistance 
to  the  enemy ;  ever  and  anon  some  swift-footed 
messenger  rushed  past  them,  bearing  the 
tidings  of  the  invasion  from  mountain  to  moun- 
tain, and  the  Hermit  exulted  in  the  conviction 
that  the  spirit  of  patriotism  yet  glowed  with 
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undimiDisfaed  fervour  in  his  nntive  land.  He 
knew  that  the  leaders  vere  ready  to  direct  the 
movements  of  the  peasaatiy,  but  he  was  hlte- 
wiae  well  aware  that  not  a  moment  was  to  be 
lost  in  organizing  their  undisciplined  forces,  and 
as  in  silence  he  pursued  his  way,  his  acli^'e 
mind  was  busily  engaged  in  devising  plans  for 
the  approaching  war. 

The  feelings  of  Walther  Stanz  were  not  leas 
excited  than  those  of  the  Hermit ;  but  with  a 
proud  spirit  of  resistance  in  hia  heart,  were 
mingled  thoughts  of  a  ditferent  and  far  gentler  . 
character,  and  the  image  of  Justine,  in  his  ^ 
mother's  defenceless  chalet,  arose  perpetually 
before  him.  More  than  once  he  turned  lo 
address  his  companion,  but  as  the  rays  of  the 
moon  fell  on  his  venerable  countenance,  he 
saw  he  was  so  wrapped  in  his  own  high  visions, 
that  the  words  died  on  his  hps,  and  he  con- 
tinued his  way  in  silence. 

The  first  words  were  spoken  by  Father  Paul 
himself,  when  on  reaching  an  open  field,  where  i 
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..  at  stiadows  of  the  budding  walnut  trees  lay 
'  Kill  and  broad  on  the  rich  green  herbage,  he 
I  Wddenly  arrested  his  stqjs,  and  laying  one 
'isnd  on  the  young  man's  arm,  pointed  with 
(fte  other  to  a  narrow  path,  that,  diverging  from 
'tt«  road  they  had  hitherto  followed,  led  over 
&e  mountains  towards  the  Rjghi. 

"  Here  we  must  part,  my  son,"  he  said, 
*  there  lies  my  way,  whilst  you  must  make  all 
fll*ed  to  Schwytz.  I  have  told  you  all  you  must 
^  to  Aloys  Reding,  the  Landshauptmann  ; 
'■■ore  him,  moreover,  that  now  when  the  hour 
^  have  both  long  foreseen  and  dreaded  has 
"in^ed,  I  equally  rely  on  his  zeal  and  his 
mtties,  and  hope,  ere  long,  to  prove  that  I 
*re  not  failed  in  my  share  of  our  compact." 

"  I  will  obey  you  in  all  things,"  said  Walther, 
•rently,  "  but  whilst  I  am  thus  employed,  I 
■hplore  you.  Father  Paul,  not  to  forget  my 
*cther.  Should  the  French  advance  in  that 
Qection,  1  shall  not  be  near  to  assist  her ;  and 
itotbe  is  with  her,"  he  added  in  a  tresitilouB  
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voice,  "  for  me  she  has  sacrificed  her  home  exuii] 
kindred,  and   it   distracts  me  to  think  whi 
dangers    she    may    be    involved    in,    by   hi 
generosity." 

"  I  will  watch  over  both,"  returned  Father 
Paul,  "  and  should  ihei-e  be  danger  on  the 
mountain,  will  find  thera  another  home.  Come 
to  me  to-morrow  at  noon,  and  I  will  talk  to  you 
more  of  this.  It  is  fit  that  Justine  should  have 
no  cause  to  repent  that  she  preferred  truth 
riches," 

"  I  will  fight  for  her  to  the  last  drop  of 
blood,"  eaid  Walther,  eagerJy. 

"  I  doubt  it  not,"  returned  the  Hermit,  "  but 
remember  to-morrow  I  shall  expect  to  see  you 
at  the  cavern  with  news  from  Aloys  Reding," 

"  If  I  am  alive,  I  will  fail  not,"  said  the 
youth,  and  without  further  parley,  they  turned 
and  pursued  their  appointed  ways. 

Very  different  were  the  contemplations  uf 
the  aged  aod  the  young,  as  they  that  night 
coutiaued    to  travei-se,    in    the    bright  moon- 
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*^^^s,  the  wild  and  beautiful  scenery  of  those 
'''(MiQtain  passes. 

Wilther^s  heart  was  full  of  joy,  and  hope, 
^  gladness ;  he  exulted  in  his  recent  escape 
^  danger,  and  the  noble  proofs  Justine  had 
*Svded  him  of  her  love,  and  scarcely  able  to 
^prehend  the  reality  of  his  felicity,  he 
Polled  more  than  once  when  he  remembered 
^  dark  and  narrow  prison  he  had  so  recently 
'i^ited,  to  look  around,  and  assure  himself 
^  he  laboured  under  no  delusion. 

The  hoiur  of  activity  he  had  long  panted  for 
^  at  length  arrived;  his  existence  was  no 
''ore  without  an  object,  and  he  doubted  not 
^  tH  the  fervent  wishes  of  his  past  years, 
^  noble  deeds,  and  honour,  and  renown, 
Vould  be  accomplished  in  the  approaching 
Aroggle. 

He  knew  nothing  of  war,  but  from  books. 
He  could  not  form  even  the  most  remote  con- 
ation of  the  reckless  cruelty  with  which 
liaman  beings  heap  tortures,  and  starvation. 
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aod  death,  on  one  another ;  he  was  ignorant 
alike  of  the  cold-blooded  barbarity  and  pa»- 
sionate  irenxy,  which  ^ar  lets  loose  to  rarage 
and  destroy.  He  had  seen  little  of  the  fiercer 
passions  of  mankind,  and  suspected  not,  thBt 
law  makes  hypocrites  of  many  men,  who,  when 
its  bonds,  and  the  restraints  of  opinion  are 
swept  away,  rush  eagerly  to  indemnify  them- 
selves for  their  long  subjection,  by  the  wontoii 
indulgence  of  their  sinful  natures.  He  knew 
not  that  wild  theories  of  universal  happiness, 
render  many  men  callous,  or  blind  to  the  indi- 
vidual misery  they  produce,  in  order  to  realize 
their  systems,  and  that  even  vanity  is  content 
to  purchase  its  triumphs,  by  the  wrongs  and 
sufferings  of  mankind. 

In  truth  the  heart  of  Walther  was  that  night 
too  full  to  philosophise,  and  on  he  went,  with 
light  step  and  bouudiug  heart,  heeding  nothing 
around  him,  till,  as  he  approached  the  little 
town  of  Schwytz,  successive  shouts  burst  upou 
the  still  night,  to  be  echoed  from  mountain  and 
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from  Talley*  When  he  entered  its  streets^  be 
found  all  there  in  commotion ;  none  of  the  in- 
habitants had  retired  to  rest^  whilst  men  from 
the  surrounding  districts^  arms  in  handy 
thronged  the  market-place^  where  Hghts  were 
glancing  in  every  dwelling. 

When  Walther  at  length  succeeded  in  making 
his  way  through  the  crowds  of  women  and 
children  who  obstructed  the  avenues  thiUierj 
he  found  a  vast  crowd  assembled  amidst  the  old 
gable*ended  houses^  listening  with  intense  in- 
terest to  a  man,  who  more  elevated  than  the 
rest)  was  addressing  them  in  simple^  but  power* 
fill  language^  on  the  subject  of  the  French  in- 
vasion. He  could  not  distinguish  his  features^ 
but  he  soon  learnt  that  it  was  Aloys  Reding 
himself.  The  accomplishment  of  his  mission 
was  therefore  necessarily  delayed^  and  such  was 
the  eloquence  of  the  speaker,  as  he  stated  the 
wrongs,  and  duties  of  his  countrymen^  that  for 
a  time  he  even  forgot  the  purpose  that  brought 
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him  tbither,  whilst  participating  in  the  orer* 
vhelming  eDthusiasm  of  all  around. 

The  spe«ch  of  the  Commander-in-chief,  waa 
at  length  concluded,  by  his  desiring  hii  lis- 
teners to  seek  a  brief  repoae,  ere  they  reassem- 
bled in  the  meadows  to  the  west  of  the  town. 

"  I  will  be  there,"  he  said,  "  with  the  banner 
of  the  Canton,  and  like  our  forefathers  of  old, 
we  will  seek  the  blessing  of  heaven  upon  our 
enterprise,  ere  we  march  to  encounter  our 
enemies." 

Loud  shouts  rent  the  sky,  as  be  then  turned 
away  with  the  chief  magistrates  and  officers  of 
Schwylz,  towards  his  own  dweUing. 

Walther  lost  no  time  in  following  him  thither, 
and  no  sooner  was  the  object  of  his  visit  made 
known  to  the  commander,  than  be  was  admit- 
ted to  his  presence,  without  a  moment's   delay. 

For  an  instant,  as  the  youth  entered  this 
august  asBembly  of  men  high  in  authority  and 
reputation,  he  felt  abashed  by  his  sense  of  in- 
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terioiity,  but  quickly  forgetting  self  in  his 
**^Xi€ty  for  the  public  welfare,  he  advanced 
^^A  respectful  modesty  to  Aloys  Reding,  and 
^divered  to  him  a  letter  with  which  he  had  been 
*arged  by  Father  Paul,  and  replied  to  all  the 
'Qqoiries  put  to  him  concerning  the  plans  of  the 
'sennit,  with  the  utmost  calmness  and  perspi- 

The    Landshauptmann,    well  remembering 
*«eir  former  interview,  and  all  his  friend  had 
^Id  him  of  the  youth,  was  greatly  struck   by 
wie  alteration   of  his  appearance  and  manner, 
*^xice  they  parted  on  the  Righi.     He  seemed  at 
^«ice  to  have  started  from  youth   to  manhood, 
^^n  the  shepherd  to  the  soldier,  and  ignorant  of 
the  trials  and  the  passions  that  during  that  brief 
^tcrval  had  wrought  so  great  a  change,  he 
^Iced  with  amazemeift  on  the  noble  bearing, 
^d  spirited  countenance  of  the  mountaineer. 
It    needed  no  words  to  convince   him  of  his 
•*»very,  but  it  was  evident  he   was  likewise 
possessed  of  intellect,  a  quality  far  more  rare^ 
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uniODg  the  untutored  shepherds  of  those  hills ; 
ojid  well  awaro  of  its  value  at  such  a  time>  be  «t 
once  requested  him  to  accept  a  place  in  bis  own 
troop,  luid  remain  with  him  till  the  time  ap- 
pointed for  their  march, 

Walther's  heart  beat  high  as  be  accepted 
this  proposal;  but  the  fervent,  though  brief 
expression  of  bis  latitude,  was  scarcely 
uttered,  ere  further  discourse  was  prevented,  by 
the  repeated  shouts  of  the  populace  without, 
whicli  as  if  echoed  by  many  thousand  voices, 
iieomed  to  arise  not  only  from  the  streets,  but 
from  the  valleys  and  the  hills  around. 

The  Commander-in-chief,  his  friends,  and 
WaltherStanz,equally  apprehensive  of  some  un- 
foreseen calamity,  rushed  with  precipitation  from 
the  house.  Not  u  creature  was  near  to  reply 
to  their  eager  questions,  but  they  saw  hundreds 
afar  off,  hurryiug  with  loud  clamours  to  the  out- 
skirts of  the  town,  and  beneath  the  whole 
canopy  of  heaven  was  widely  spread,  a  Grelike 
atmosphere  of  lurid  light. 
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The  glare  seemed  brightest  above  the  Righi,^ 
and  maoj  a  terrific  idea  thronged  upon  the 
mind  of  Walther,  as  he  gazed  on  the  unnatural 
lustre,  and  thought  of  Justine^  and  Father  Pliul. 
Thither  in  fact  the  Hermit  had  proceeded  by 
the  shortest  paths.     Many  days  had  passed 
since  he  had  visited  his  cavern,  and  many 
moons  had  arisen  and  set,  since  he  had  watched 
at  midnight,  the  glittering  spray  of  the  foun- 
tain, and  as  his  fancy  reverted  to  this  scene, 
which  habit  had  endeared  to  him,  he  felt  as  if 
he  had  been   wandering  in   a  strange    land^ 
where  the  lack   of  sympathy  with  his  usual 
thoughts,  had,  for  the  time,  erased  even  their 
strong  impressions  from  his  mind. 

He  had  been  struggling  with  the  paltry 
crimes,  and  the  selfishness,  and  duplicity  of 
corrupted  human  beings,  and  though  truth  by 
his  influence  had  triumphed,  it  was  with  inex- 
pressible delight  that  he  felt  the  ordeal  was 
past,  and  he  at  liberty  once  more,  to  return  to 
hold  converse  with  nature  in  her  fairest  haunts^ 
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and  employ  his  miod  witb  the  great  ] 
bjr  which  Riankind  is  directed  toefemial  g**^ 
imtexl  rrf  the  pettj-  intrigues,  md  pawMMj 
which  though  too  frequently  employed  ts  pro- 
cure immediate  advantage,  are  alike  the  off- 
Hpring  anil  the  cause  of  error  and  of  eriL 

Wnh  deep  anxiety  he  thought  of  the  danger 
impending  over  bts  country,  and  convinced 
that  only  one  assistance  could  avail  in  the 
approaching  mrugglc,  although  the  moonbeams 
were  dhiniiig  on  the  waterfatl,  be  passed  with- 
out pauae  into  his  cavern,  and  there  sinking  on 
his  knees  before  the  crucifix,  in  long  and  ear- 
nest prayer,  implored  a  blessing  upon  the  arms 
of  Switzerland.  Peace  and  hope  came  to  hia 
own  heart,  as  he  knelt,  and  with  a  steadinesa 
of  purpose  far  unlike  enthusiasm,  he  arose 
prepared  to  sacrifice  his  life  in  a  cause,  which 
he  fully  believed  be  was  appointed  by  heaven 
to  defend. 

He  went  forth  to  his  accustomed  seat;  the 
mountains  and  the  rocks,  in  huge  masses  of 
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light  and  shade,  towered  high  into  the  cloud- 
less air,  casting  their  dark  shadows  athwart 
the  deep  valley  of  pines  at  his  feet  He  looked 
towards  the  waterfall ;  the  rays  of  the  moon 
still  reached  its  sparkling  waves^  and  there 
envelopped  in  their  misty  shroud,  dimly  and 
fitfully  visible  to  his  excited  fancy,  hovered 
the  form  of  his  guardian  spirit. 

*'  Once  more  my  beloved/'  he  cried,  stretch- 
ing his  arms  towards  it,  '^  once  more  do  I 
behold  thee  upon  earth  ;  but  ere  we  part,  give 
me  some  sign,  that  I  may  hope  to  meet  thee 
when  the  grave  is  past  I" 

The  wind  sighed  from  the  valley,  scattering 
for  an  instant  the  glittering  dew  of  the  cataract, 
and  Father  Paul  fancied  he  beheld  the  figure 
of  his  beloved,  pointing  with  an  ineffable  smile 
to  the  skies,  ere  the  moon  passed  behind  the 
hill,  and  the  apparition  was  shrouded  in  dark- 
ness. Never  for  a  moment  did  the  old  man 
doubtthereality  of  this  visitation,  and  absorbed 
by    the  feelings  the  vision  had  excited,    he 


him  to  Ibc  tti^  Hit  Im«1 
boaom,  and  lo«t  ja  nrc,  the  grare  •. 
pjt  up  iu  dead,  ssd  etemit/  to  lereil  its 
myateriea  to  hi*  toul.  But  *ben  be  i 
loolied  up,  ajid  Mw  thick  clouds  had  i 
tlic  face  of  the  aL;,  the  darkncas  evoke  b 
from  hi*  trenee,  ea  advenitj  roosee  the  s 
Mful  to  activity.  He  was  jet  oo  earth,  and  be 
had  jet  carlli'it  duties  to  perform.  The;  i 
nothing  to  him,  aave  as  he  regarded  the  velfare 
of  other  nken  ;  but  it  was  long  since  be  had 
ccoaed  to  live  to  himself,  and  putting  away  all 
rcmeoibrsnce  of  the  past,  and  all  dreams  of  an 
unknown   future,    be   arose   and   entered  hia 


His  first  crnplo}-inent  there,  was  to  strike  a 
light,  and  setting  fire  to  a  long  dried  pine 
branch,  be  again  went  forth  with  tbc  burning 
torch  in  his  hand.  He  did  not  pause  as  before 
lit  tlie  mouth  of  his  rude  dwelling,  but  hurry- 
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^  on  with  a  speed  of  which  few  would  have 
Wq  cipablc^  after  the  fatigues  of  the  past  day, 
ksioeDded  from  rock  to  rock,  and  precipice 
te  ptedpioe^  to  the  summit  of  the  Righi. 

He  reached  the  peak  of  the  mountain^  whilst 
tte  fragments  of  his  torch  yet  threw  a  glitter- 
ng  light  upon  a  huge  pile  of  leaves^  and  fern, 
^  forest  branches,  that  by  his  wise  precau- 
^  bad  been  already  gathered  there.  As  he 
*^  alone  on  that  high  solitude,  for  a  moment 
^  looked  around  with  intense  anxiety,  on  the 
*^d  that  ky  wide  extended  beneath.  There 
%hUin  village,  and  in  chalet,  yet  twinkled 
^  and  wide  amidst  the  darkness. 

**  It  is  well,**  he  murmured,  ^*  the  brave  are 

^ir  to  answer  to  my  signal,  and  these  expir- 

^  embers  in  the  feeble  hand  of  age,  shall 

**^^dle  a  fire  throughout  the  land,  that  the 

^^Jies  of  mighty  nations  shall  vainly  strive  to 

'••^ch.'' 

saying)  he  laid  his  dying  torch  upon  the 
'^^^i^  and  in  another  instant  a  tall  pillar  of  light 
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•hot  up  from  Ae  inflsniBabie  mmUimiM,hr 
info  the  traoh  cf  heflifCD.  MotifintrM  ike  old 
mtn  iCood  beside  the  beacon,  gnmp  ogcrij, 
not  on  the  fire  he  had  kindlrdj  bat  on  the 
darkneM  it  had  deepened  by  its  glare.  Mi- 
nutea  paused  awaj,  jet  he  mored  not ;  the  fuiy 
of  the  flames  grew  fainter,  yet  he  sought  not 
to  replenish  the  blaze;  his  whole  sool  was 
engrossed  by  the  desire  to  ascertain  that  its 
purpose  was  fulfilled* 

At  length  a  spark  appeared  upon  the  sum- 
mit of  the  Itossberg;  a  second  on  the  Righi 
Kulm — another — and  another — now  right,  now 
lefl~now  near,  now  afar  off,  glowed  and 
glanced  upon  the  gloom  of  night.  Redder  than 
stars  they  flickered  for  a  moment,  and  then 
successively  burst  into  broad  bright  flames,  till 
the  illumed  atmosphere  was  like  a  canopy  of 
light. 

The  blood  rushed  with  the  vigour  of  youth 
to  the  Hermit's  heart,  as  he  gazed  on  the 
glorious  spectacle,  and  as  beacon  after  beaco  n 


THE  THIRST  FOR  GOLD.        209 

threw  their  wild  lights  over  the  peaks  of  the 
giant  mountains,  he  exulted,  as  if  he  had  heard 
the  answering  voices  of  his  countrymen  re- 
joicing at  his  appeal  to  their  courage  and  their 
patriotism. 

Patiently  he  waited  till  the  last  spark  of  the 
fires  had  died  away,  ere  he  returned  to  his 
cave,  and  with  high  hopes  for  the  future  liberty 
and  prosperity  of  Switzerland,  he  at  length  lay 
down  on  his  bed  of  leaves,  to  take  a  brief  re- 
pose, ere  dawn  should  renew  the  necessity  for 
his  labours. 


no 
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A  rr.  ..TBMj  at  of  dutact  Toiea^  a&d 
The  tramp  of  feet  in  martial  tmJsoB  ? 

Btkosi. 


Father  Pa  17^  was  again  astir  before  the  sun 
bad  arisen  from  behind  the  eastern  hills,  but 
he  knew  that  his  work  brooked  no  delav,  and 
no  sooner  were  his  religious  duties  concluded, 
than,  taking  his  staff  in  hand,  he  turned  his 
steps  towards  the  valley  of  Schwytz. 

High  and  holy  thoughts  were  in   his  mind, 
and  as  he  glided  rapidly  through  the  mountain 
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miats^  the  old  man  appeared  rather  like  one  of 
the  ministering  spirits,  whom  some  believe  to 
direct  by  their  intermediate  power  the  actions 
and  destiny  of  mankind,]  than  a  feeble  mortal, 
subject  himself  to  all  the  infirmities  and  pas- 
sionate frailty  of  a  fallen  nature. 

Intent  upon  his  own  ideas,  he  was,  uncon- 
scions  how  far  he  had  advanced  upon  his  way, 
when  at  a  sudden  turn  of  the  path,  he  was  met 
abruptly  by  a  man  in  a  peasant's  garb,  who 
with  breathless  speed  was  climbing  the  steep 
ascent.     It  was  Walther  Stanz. 

"  Father  Paul,*'  he  said, "  it  is  well  you  are 
thus  far  on  your  road,  for  I  come  from  Aloys 
Reding  in  search  of  you*'* 

^*  Ha !"  returned  the  old  man  eagerly,  ^*  did 
he  see  the  beacon's  blaze  ?" 
.  ^^  Ay,  and  half  Switzerland  has  beheld  it 
likewise,  for  all  night  the  men  have  been  pour- 
ing into  Schwytz  from  hill  and  valley,  and 
battle  is  the  universal  cry.  Those  who  have 
no  rifles,  have  axes,  and  scythes,  and  staves. 
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and  uckle«)  and  even  the  wild  hunters  from 
the  upper  Alps,  have  left  their  game  to  ntA  tor 
other  spoiL" 

'^  And  Aloys  Reding  is  their  leader?^ 

^  He  sends  you  this  paper,^  retomed  the 
youth  delivering  a  note  as  he  spoke,  ^  it  will 
doubtless  tell  you,  that  he  intends  to  advance 
with  his  army  near  the  Lake  of  Zog,  so  as  to 
intercept  the  Fraach  in  their  mafdi  upon 
Goldau." 

"  The  plan  is  good/*  said  the  Hermit,  **  we 
have  already  discussed  it.  Hath  he  need  of 
me,  that  you  come  hither  in  such  haste  ?^* 

^^  It  was  decided  in  last  night's  council,  that 
you  should  bless  the  banners  before  the  war  is 
commenced,  and  I  am  sent  to  tell  you,  holy 
father,  that  the  troops  will  pass  the  foot  of  this 
ravine,  soon  after  sun-rise." 

"  I  will  be  there  without  fail,«— so  much  for 
public  duty,''  said  the  priest,  then  suddenly 
changing  his  tone  to  one  of  tender  affection, 
such  as  only  Walther  had  ever  heard  from  his 
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lipsj  he  continued^ ''  my  son — my  beloved  son^ 
did  I  not  tell  you  that  troubles  were  at  hand^ 
that  the  adventures  you  craved  were  rapidly 
approaching  ?  and  even  now  they  have  come  ! 
I  see,  young  man,  you  rejoice  in  the  fulfilment 
of  my  prophecy,  that  your  eyes  flash,  and  your 
cheeks  glow  with  proud  delight  at  the  sounds 
of  battle,  though  afar  off;  bnt  better,  far  better 
would  it  be  for  you  to  cast  ashes  upon  your 
head,   and  sit  down  in  sackcloth  and  tears,  to 
deprecate  the  wrath    of  heaven.     Our  young 
corn  will  be  trodden  under  foot,  our  flocks  de* 
voured  by  the  spoiler ;  fire  will  consume  our 
dwelling  places,  the  cry  of  the  widow  will  be 
on  the  breeze,  and  the  taint  of  death  on  the 
corrupted  air  !^* 

**  We  will  conquer,  and  avert  such  evils," 
said  Walther  earnestly. 

"  The  sword  of  war  once  unsheathed,  no 
human  strength  can  avert  its  horrors.  Ah, 
Walther  !  Walther  !^'  said  the  old  man  mourn- 
fully, '^  you  wished  for  glory,  but  you  know 
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■MtthcfcaKfal  price  it  which  it  must  be  woo. 
EiCB  thoo^  tnanpk  wait  Bpon  our  arms, 
ncB  dmagli  by  tkc  merer  of  beavra  the  inTi- 
ilcn  be  dmca  vtdi  disgnce  from  our  micoa- 
qgncd  iBid,  mmccm  will  be  desriv  purchssed, 
•nddo^uui  bsune,  and  sacrow  wiU  long 
leaam  tanuric  Ae  eomse  of  the  inTaders." 

"  You  know  not.  Father  Paul,  how  manj  de- 
fenders our  rauDtiy  has  alreadj  on  foot,"  said 
the  TouDg  mountaineer,  **  tbongh  only  ao  brief 
a  time  has  elapsed  sioce  the  first  war^iote 
was  sounded  in  her  Talleys;  but  when  the 
mountains  have  caught  the  ecbocsj  ererr  goi^ 
will  pour  forth  men  full  armed  for  reliance, 
till  such  a  force  is  gathered,  that  these  insolent 
hirelings,  must  be  driven  back  with  slaughter 
and  disgrace  &om  our  wild  passes." 

"  The  will  of  ibe  Lord  be  done  t"  returned 
Father  Paul,  "  but  much  ma»  haf^n  ere  then, 
and  if  it  is  BO  ordered  that  1  survive  not  this 
wild  struggle,  when  1  am  in  the  grave,  remem- 
ber, Walther,  there  is  a  smalt  cavity  in  the  rock 
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behind  the  old  oak  coffer  in  my  cayem ;    fail 
not  to  look  for  it,  and  its  contents  will  suffice 
to  console  you  for  my  loss.  Tet,  my  son,  do  not 
forget  mel  remember  sometimes,  that  there 
was  once  an  old  man  who  loved  you  as  his  own 
child — who  clung  to  you,  as  a  miser  to  his  trea- 
sure, and  who  in  his  solitude,  blessed  you  again 
and  again  with  his  whole  soul,  as  1  do  now. 
For  once  let  me  clasp  you  to  my  heart,  and  im- 
plore you,  that    whatever    time    may    l»ing 
to  light,  you  will  not  curse  my  memory  !''  and 
he  flung  his  arms  around  the  astonished  youth, 
and  hid  his  agitated  features  on  his  shoulder* 

'^  Tou  amaze  me,  Father  Paul,''  returned 
Walther  in  broken  accents,  ^^  the  debt  of  graii- 
tude  I  owe  you,  can  never  be  repaid,  and 
though  I  march  with  Aloys  Reding,  in  defence  of 
my  country,  my  next  care  will  be  to  watch  over 
your  safety.  It  is  thought  we  shall  not  leave 
the  valley,  and  we  shall  meet,  I  doubt  not, 
frequently/' 

«  Risk  not  your  young  life  for  mine,  my  son," 
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aasn-ered  the  Hermit.  "  Go  and  fulfil  your 
duties,  you  will  thea  surely  meet  your  reward, 
here,  or  hereafter," 

"  Tet  tell  me  hefiire  1  go,  if  you  have  heard 
ODy  tidings  of  Justine !  and  if  hy  chance  you 
meet  her,  say  I  will  be  at  my  mother's 
chalet  at  midnight." 

"  Walther,"  returned  the  priest  with  deep 
solemnity,  "  this  cannot — must  not  be  1  Such 
visits  are  improper,  both  on  the  girl's  account, 
and  on  your  own  !  Leave  her  to  my  care, 
and  rely  upon   her  safety," 

"  Father  Paul,  1  will  leave  her  to  no  man's 
care!"  cried  Walther  impetuously.  "  It  is  I 
alone  who  have  deprived  her  of  home,  and 
friends,  and  wealth,  and  I  sliould  be  unworthy 
to  fight  under  the  banner  of  Schwytz,  if  I  could 
allow  even  that  duty  to  impede  the  service 
which  1  owe  to  her." 

"  But  respect  is  likewise  her  due,"  said  the 
priest,  "  and  remember,  young  man,  that  even 
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in  the  most  lawless  times,  no  honourable  man 
is  licensed  to  give  food  for  busy  tongues  to 
wound  a  maiden's  honour/' 

''  By  the  Saints,  I  would  silence  with  a  bullet 
the  man  who  dared  to  whisper  ought  to  her 
discredit,"  replied  the  young  soldier  im« 
petuously. 

« 

^Give  no  man  cause,''  said  the  Hermit, 
"  make  her  your  wife !" 

^  Ha,  Father  Paul,  do  I  hear  right !"  cried 
Walther ;  ^^  do  you  sanction  that,  which  I 
longed,  yet  dared  not  propose  ?" 

"  Why  should  1  not  ?"  was  the  reply.  **  Jus- 
tine has  now  no  protector  but  yourself;  it  will 
be  mercy  to  supersede  the  claims  of  Michael 
Graaf,  and  this  can  only  legally  be  done,  by 
one  who  calls  her  wife.  Women  were  not 
meant  to  fight  alone  with  the  world,  even  in 
tranquil  times,  and  more  especially  in  war 
have  need  of  a  husband's  protection  and  sup* 

port." 
"  You  speak  my  secret  thoughts,*'  cried  the 
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youth ;  "  but  even  coulJ  I  win  Justlue's  con- 
aent  to  an  immediate  maniagc,  1  know  not 
when,  time  or  opportunity  could  now  be  found. 
Were  I  to  leave  ray  post  by  day,  I  should  be 
branded    as    a     coward,    and    disgraced    for 


"Why  not  at  night?"  said  Father  Paul 
tranquilly.  "  Come  at  midnight  to  the  Chapet 
of  oitf  Lady,  and  you  will  find  me  ready." 

"  How  shall  I  waru  Justine  of  this  ?  how 
shall  I  win  her  consent  ?" 

"  Trust  all  to  me,"  answered  the  old  man. 
"  Perhaps  you  may  yet  one  day  discover,  that 
you  have  much  to  pardon  me,  and  I  would  fain 
do  you  this  service  ^Valthcr,  that  when  you 
make  a  summary'  of  all  my  deeds,  love  may 
weigh  down  the  balance  in  my  favour.  But 
begone !  begone !  the  mista  are  already  rising 
from  the  valley,  and  my  feet  are  less  swiR  than 
yours.  Tell  Aloys  Reding  I  will  be  true  to  my 
word." 

"  And  Justine  ?" 
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-"  Shall  await  you  at    midoight.     Farewell 
•nd  heaven  speed  our  work  !" 

^Valther  did  not  watt  to  be  again  dismissed, 
wiwith  a  hasty  salutation  he  sprang  down  the 
"igged  path,  and  in  a  few  seconds  was  lost  to 
*iew  amongst  the  brushwood.  The  old  man 
»*liile  stood  still,  after  hia  disappearance,  and 
Iwiii  thought  seemed  to  have  forgotten  the 
'Ummons  of  the  General,  but  whatever  might 
beihe  subject  that  engrossed  his  mind,  it  was 
Thickly  mastered  by  other  images,  and  with 
■sty  steps  he  resumed  his  way ;  but  no  longer 
m  the  same  direction,  and  turning  aside  ere 
"•g,  into  the  dry  bed  of  a  torrent,  that  led 
■iiidst  the  pine  forests,  he  proceeded  by  its 
•wupt  and  rapid  descent,  towards  Arth, 

The  scene  was  one  of  moat  imposing  gran- 
iftr }  the  whole  valley  of  Goldau  between  the 
*ghi  and  the  Kossberg,  and  the  deep  ravine 
n  which  lay  the  path  of  the  Hermit,  were 
^e  shrouded  in  mist,  save  when  a  hoary  mass 
i"*  rock,  or  towering  crag  was  momentarily 
i  1-3 
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\nsible,  through  some  fissure  in  the  moving 
shroud,  that  magDified  its  grandeur.  Not  a 
living  form  was  to  be  descried  amidat  the 
flitting  vapour,  and  Father  Paul  repeatedly 
paused,  and  \'ainly  listened  for  any  sounds  of 
life,  in  that  dim  solitude.  The  song  of  the 
peasant  was  still,  and  the  jangling  bells  of  the 
flocks  were  not  yet  to  be  heard  mingling  with 
the  torrent's  murmur. 

More  than  half  an  hour  elapsed,  and  the  old 
man  had  wound  his  way  far  down  towards  the 
valley,  ere  his  steps  were  suddenly  arrested  by 
the  long  sad  note  of  a  shepherd's  horn  that, 
like  the  nailing  of  an  invisible  spirit,  was  wafted 
from  mountain  to  mountain,  till  its  echoes  died 
away  into  the  skies.  But  oo  silence  followed ; 
the  strain  was  caught  by  another,  and  another, 
and  another,  in  loud,  and  long  succession,  end 
when  at  length  it  ceased,  the  Hermit  heard, 
Uke  the  gushing  of  waves  upon  a  pebbly  shore> 
the  measured  footsteps  of  a  multitude,  and  then 
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'Wihouts  of  many  thousaad  voices,  burst  wiih 
""s  accord  upon  his  ear. 

The  <UD  broke  through  the  clouds  that  had 
ronceiled  its  rise ;  the  breeze  wafted  the  mists 
'niQ  the  valley,  and  there  disclosed  an  army  of 
more  liiaQ  three  thousand  men,  drawn  up  in 
fspilar  array,  upon  a  grassy  level,  at  the  foot  of 
fte  rock  where  Father  Paul  stood,  like  the 
siHue  of  a  Patron  Saint,  whose  favour  they 
M  come  to  supplicate,  before  they  marched  on 
to  battle. 

Though  the  ranks  of  this  patriot  band  were  ir- 
K^lar,  and  its  arms  various  and  ill  assorted, 
the  men  of  whom  it  was  composed  were  ready 
^  He  in  defence  of  the  banners  of  the  Cantons 
Wound  which  they  were  clustered,  and  every 
''«»rt  beat  with  lofty  indignation  against  the 
''rench  invaders,  who  had  presumed  to  abro- 
E"e  their  ancient  laws  and  liberties.  They  were 
"(Dost  all  plain,  poor  men  ;  simple  shepherds  of 
"te  Alps ;  ignorant  alike  of  the  philosophy  and 
"(texBlity  of  their  more  civilized  enemies ;  but 
"ot  one  was  without  a  home  to  which  his  heart 
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was  bound  by  the  strong  ties  of  love ;  ties  no 
human  legislators  can  burst  aBunder ;  and  the 
whole  body  was  auimated  \ty\a  spirit  of  patriot- 
ism, that  has  frequently  sufficed  to  conquer  bv 
its  indomitable  pertinacity,  the  hired  armies  of 
invaders,  though  incalculably  superior  to  then) 
selves  in  numbers  and  in  discipline. 

As  Father  Paul  expected,  Aloys  Reding  was 
Commander-in-chief  of  these  gallant  men,  and 
Walther  Stanz  had  a  place  in  one  of  the  foie^. 
most  ranks. 

The  Sohtary  was  instantaneously  recognised, 
both  by  the  Laadshauptmann  and  his  followers, 
and  the  joyous  acclamations  that  welcomed  him, 
at  once  proclaimed  the  respect  with  which  ti 
venerable  man  was  universally  regarded. 

"  Well  met,  Father  Paul!"  cried  the  Genei 
as  soon  as  silence  was  restored,  "  you  bin 
doubtless  heard  the  wolves  have  broken  iatfj 
the  fold,  and  that  peaceful  shepherds,  as  we  a: 
we  are  compelled  to  take  up  arms  in  defence  a 
our  mountain  homes,  and  the  laws  we  uiheritcd  J 
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from  our  ancestors.  But  not  unblest  would  we 
go  forth  to  battle !  the  Lord  of  Hosts  defended 
our  fiitbersj  when  their  enemies  poured  thick 
as  locusts  on  their  yalleys,  and  again^  by  His 
aid^  we  hope  to  drive  back  the  invaders  and 
punish  their  temerity  by  defeat.  We  have 
brought  our  banners  to  be  blessed  by  your  pious 
lips^  before  they  are  unfurled,  and  our  hearts 
will  be  strengthened,  as  by  the  sound  of  a 
trumpet,  when  thus  assembled  we  have  heard 
the  holy  service  of  our  church,  though  no  canopy 
but  that  of  heaven  is  above  oui*  heads,  and  no 
walls  but  mountains  here  encompass  us. 

"  Heaven  will  guard  you,  my  son,**  cried 
Father  *  Paul,  as  he  elevated,  high  above  his 
head,  a  crucifix  he  had  drawn  from  his  bosom, 
'^  The  Lord  careth  for  the  just  man,  and  he 
who  in  his  utmost  need  puts  trust  in  him.  We 
wiQ  implore  his  blessing  I'*  and  falling  on  his 
knees,  with  clasped  hands  and  upturned  coun- 
tenance, he  prayed  in  a  full  and  earnest  voice. 

Aloys  Reding  and  his  followers  all  knelt  in 
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d«ep  devotion,  before  Iiitn,  aod  vrith  heart  and 
voice  joined  iu  bis  orisons.  It  was  a  solemn 
scene,  of  nliich  the  moral  grandeur  seemed 
wildly  tu  iissiniilate  nitli  the  vast  forms  of  na- 
ture, rising  around  like  silent  witnesses  to  these 
piaus  men,  of  the  measureless  strength  of  that 
power  they  invoked. 

When  this  brief  praj'er  was  ended,  two 
priests,  who  hod  been  summoned  from  the 
mountain  chapel,  joined  F»tlter  Paul  in  the 
celebration  of  mass ;  and  the  bell  was  rung,  and 
and  the  Host  was  raised,  and  religion  lent  her 
sauctifj'ing  aid  to  strengthen  and  confirm  the 
courage  of  the  rugged  patriots.  Then  banner 
after  banner  received  the  Hermit's  blessing,  ere 
he  unfurled  it  on  the  breeze,  and  restored  it  to 
the  hands  of  the  Bannerets.  Laat  of  all  the 
flag  of  Schwytz,  was  giveu  to  Aloye  Reding, 
with  a  solemn  benediction  by  Father  Paul. 

"  The  safety  of  Switzerland  depends  on  you 
alone,"  murmured  the  old  man  in  «  voice 
audible  only  to  the  General,  "  may  the  blessing 
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^^eaTen  be  upon  you,  my  gallant  friend^  not 
^  tlum  on  your  banner." 

^  I  will  die  ere  it  is  the  spoil  of  the  enemy^'^ 
^  officer  returned  in  the  same  tone^  and  be 
^"^fiand  resumed  his  place  at  the  head  of  hi& 
'^unent. 

A  deep  stillness  universally  prevailed ;  stem 
^"^  pious  confidence  had  replaced  the  former 
"^ifty  enthusiasm  of  this  patriot  band,,  and  as 
^^y  resumed  their  march^  and  wheeled  in  long 
*^>cceasibn  around  the  rock,  where  Father  Paul 
^th  outstretched  arms  blessed  them  with  pious 
'^tvour  as  they  passed,  no  sound  was  to  be 
'^^ard  in  the  valley,  save  their  heavy  tread  upon 
^e  dry^hard  ground,  the  clatter  of  their  various 
^capons,,  and  the  lazy  flapping  of  theirloosened 
'^nncrs-on  the  breeze. 

A.t  length  all  vanished  amidst  the  pine  woods,. 

^^  the   Hermit  was  left  once  more    alone.. 

^▼«n  the  two  priests  who    had  assisted  in  the 

f^rmance  of  mass,  had  followed  in  the  wake* 

of  the  soldiers. 

l5/ 
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CHAPTER    XI. 


"  Aliu  wlierG  ■hallthc]'  dmdL    ),  t^jfi 
liitk  I  liark  I  Deep  souudB  and  deeper  Mill 
Are  howling  from  tlie  mouataiii']  buiom. 

Btson. 

Wi»  fnini  and  gusty,  and  tlie  mouudin  anowi 
BeguL  (0  glitter  viHb  ibe  climbing  noon." 


Many  were  the  fearful  prognostics  that  durii^ 
the  progress  of  that  day  gave  warning  of  ttu 
approaching  horrors  of  war  throughout  t^t 
whole  Canton  of  Schwytz,  but  a  noble  spirit  ( 
resistance,  alone  animated  its  inhabitants,  and 
ignorant  of  the  miseries  for  ever  attendant  oa 
invasion,  their  enthusiasm  was  yet  unshadowed 
either  by  regret,  or  apprehension.    The  excU&- 
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ment  was  universal^  and  the  shepherds  came 
bounding  with  wild  joy  from  their  mountains, 
to  join  the  army  of  Reding,  as  to  a  festival. 
Women  in  bands  flocked  to  aid  the  common 
cause  by  their  labour,  and  the  old  lamented 
with  sad  hearts,  that  they  could  bear  no  part 
in  the  glorious  campaign.  But  not  a  gun 
that  day  was  fired. 

The  French  General  found  sufficient  occu- 
pation in  levying  heavy  contributions  on  the 
wealthy  citizens  of  Lucerne,  and  Michael  Graaf 
being  of  essential  service  in  pointing  out  objects 
for  plunder,  was  treated  with  the  utmost 
courtesy  by  the  Generals,  to  whom  he  lost  no 
opportunity  of  ingratiating  himself,  by  the 
meanest  and  basest  services.  His  wealth  was 
untouched,  and  the  favour  of  the  invaders,  even 
afforded  him  many  opportunities  of  increasing  it. 
Yet  the  old  man  was  miserable.  However  well 
he  might  stand  in  the  estimation  of  the  French, 
his  good  name  was  gone  for  ever,  amongst  his 
fellow  citizens,  and  the  despair  that  made  him 
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reckless  of  his  conduct,  deprived  its  rewards  of 
half  their  value  in  his  estimation.  Nor  could 
he  forget  Justine.  She  had  long  been  the 
single  object  of  his  otfection,  and  though  at 
tirst  enraged  at  her,  for  appearing  against  him 
as  a  witness  on  his  trinl,  when  his  danger  was 
past,  he  made  many  excuses  for  her.  He  had 
lost  all  confidence  in  those  around  bun,  and  he 
lacked  her  sympathy. 

Moreover  he  had  strong  misgivings,  that 
notwithstanding  the  profesBcd  friendship  of  the 
French,  were  the  extent  of  his  wealth  sus])ected 
by  them,  he  should  in  turn  be  made  the  victim 
of  their  rapacity,  and  restless  and  suspicious, 
before  four  and  twenty  hours  had  elapsed,  after 
the  arrival  of  the  invaders,  he  bad  fully  resolved 
to  emigrate  with  all  speed  to  some  distant 
country,  where  his  wealth  would  procure  him 
the  deference  of  those,  to  whom  his  history  was 
unknown.  But  he  determined  not  to  go  with- 
out Justine,  for  with  all  his  avarice  and  all  hia 
vanity,  he  shruult  from  the  idea  of  dwelling  foc^ 
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^    remainder  of  bis  life,  in  a  strange  land, 

^Uiout  thef  society  of  one  human  being  whom 

'^  had  ever  known^  or  loved*    For  the  poor 

Pil's  own  happiness  he  cared  little ;  be  scarcely 

^^Ught  of  the  misery  she  might  be  exposed  to, 

^Icft  with  the  mountameers  during  the  ap- 

P>^Mching  conflict!    it  was  his  own  feelings 

^lone  he  sought  to  gratify,  and  his  hatred  of 

^alther  Stanz,  had  a  large  share  in  his  prompt 

'^^■olution  to  exert  his  present  power  for  the 

•"•covery  of  his  fugitive  niece*. 

But  it  was  past  sunset  before  his  plans  were 

^^Uy  matured,  and  long  before  he  attempted 

^'^^  execution,  the  Swiss  army  under  the  com- 

'^^^Ud  of  Aloys  Reding,  fatigued  by  the  labours 

^^  the  past  night  and  day,  had  lain  down  to  re* 

^^ie  upon  their  arms,  and  no  signs  of  war  re- 

^^^^ed  in  valley,  or  on  hill,  save  the  watch 

^^  that  at  intervals  threw  their  lurid  light, 

^r  rock  and  forest. 

Peace  seemed  to  have  resumed  her  empire, 
lod  as  midnight  approached,  all  appeared  wrap-. 


:3iMFr  mnm 


."-:  n  -&  ia*aig 


jramc 


ct 


rr  fioB    her 


m  iftocr,  snd  thiakiag  h  poBsibk 
thai  alarmed  br  the  proxiicity  of  the  enemT, 


THE    THIRST    FOR    GOLD.  2:31 

who  in  scattered  parties  had  been  all  day 
'■^uging  the  country,  they  might  have  sought 
■teiter  and  protection  at  the  Hospital,  he  de- 
•oiuined  to  proceed  thither  without  further 
Way;  yet  his  heart  shrunk  from  the  iinder- 
hking. 

Tlans  was  not  a  superstitious  man,  but  he  was 
ta  &Dm  courageous,  and  though  by  dint  of 
llWjng  at  full  speed,  he  had  contrived  to  reach 
'^  chalet  with  tolerable  composure,  by  a  path, 
*itH  which  he  was  well  acquainted,  the  matter 
**•  now  much  changed. 

He  discarded  the  idea  of  spirits  with  becom- 
'"B  Contempt,  but  he  could  neither  forget  thnt 
"*  French  were  at  Lucerne,  nor  that  maraud- 
'"t^'paities  might  be  abroad  by  night,  as  well 
'•Hl^day,  and  he  trembled  in  every  limb,  when 
**  leaves  of  a  solitary  tree  were  shaken  by  the 
""id,  or  the  rolling  pebbles  his  own  footsteps 
"placed,  went  clattering  amongst  the  rocks, 
^  expected  every  moment  to  see  the  flash  of  a 
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rifle,  or  some  tnll  figure  in  the  Frencli  uiiiromi, 
start  up  to  intercept  his  way. 

But  his  fears  irere  nU  groundless,  no  signs 
of  life  irere  on  the  mountain,  even  ihe  goats 
had  been  driven  away  by  the  ponsantry,  and  se- 
cured in  less  accessible  folds;  yet  he  knewihat 
this  tranquillity  could  not  be  of  long  duration, 
nnd  he  quickened  his  steps  accordingly. 

The  stars  were  out,  and  the  night  eloridless, 
so  that  thongh  th«  moon,  being  past  the  full, 
had  not  yet  arisen,  he  could  discover  the  hiUe 
clustered  buildings  of  the  Hospital,  lying  dark 
in  the  rnvine  at  his  feet,  for  sometime  before 
their  outline  was  distinctly  visible.  He  was 
beginning  to  be  weary,  and  rejoiced  in  the 
prospect  of  repose  they  aSbrded,  even  if  Lena 
were  not  there  to  be  found,  when  all  his  terrors 
were  renewed  by  the  distant  apparition  of  four 
figures,  slowly  descending  the  path  he  followed, 
at  only  a  short  distance  before  him. 

His  first  thought  was,  that  he  had  yet  time 
to  run  away. 
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^*  If  they  are  soldiers  it  will  be  no  discredit 

^  Yun  from  four  such  blood-thirsty  fellows/' 

ne  considered.    ^^  I  hate  a  Frenchman  with  all 

'^y  ^uly  particularly  with  a  gun  in  his  hand. 

^^  now  I  see  better,  those  cannot  be  soldiers 

^'her.    I  could  4wear,  even  at  this  distance, 

^^^ft  are  two  of  them  in  petticoats,  and  who 

'''ows,  but  they  may  be  Lena  and  Justine  after 

^    That  is  Father  Paul's  voice^  and  that  is 

^y  sister's,  sure  enough ;  heaven  be  praised !" 

^  exclaimed,  when  pausing  fof  a  moment  he 

dift^ctly  heard  the  conversation  of  those  below. 

He  lost  not  a  moment  in  calling  far  louder 

^I^an  was  necessary,  for  the  little  party  to  stop 

till  lie  came  down  to  them,  and,  at  the  same 

^i>ie  increasing  his  speed,  he  quickly  overtook 

'^  friends.    ^^  I  am  glad  I  have  found  you," 

'^  Cried,  ^^  and  that  you  are  all  safe  out  of  the 

^*^alet,  for  there  is  no  time  to  be  lost.'' 

**  What  mean  you  ?"  inquired  Father  Paul. 
'  lieard  only  at  sunset  that  the  enemy  will  not 
^^^nce  from  Lucerne  till  to-morrow." 
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"  Then  I  suspect  they  have  changed  their 
mioda,"  returned  Hans  without  relaxing  his 
pace,  "  and  at  all  events  the  men  have  full 
liberty  to  plunder  where  they  please.  They 
have  heen  out  in  parties  all  day,  driving  in 
cattle  from  the  other  aide  of  the  Lake.  Many 
n  poor  girl  is  left  to-night  without  a  cow  to 
inillc,  and  moreover  Father  Paul,  you  know  as 
Weil  as  I,  there  are  shrewd  Swiss,  who  mil  not 
let  slip  such  an  opportunity  to  take  revenge 
upon  their  private  enemies.  A  foreign  army 
cover«  a  muliitude  of  native  sins.  Eh,  Hoiy"^ 
Father,  what  think  you  of  Michael  Graaf  ?" 

The  Hermit  started. 

"  What  of  Michael  Graaf?"  he  inquired  in  i 
low,  anxious  voice. 

"  He  has  lost  his  character,  and  that  he  can- 
not help ;  the  more  is  the  pity,"  answered  the 
tailor,  "  for  he   cannot  easily  purchase  a  >ieWj| 
one.     He  has  lost  his  niece,  and  though  mosr 
men  might  think  thai  a  lesa  serious  concern,  h6^ 
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vniore  impatient  uuder  it,  for  it  is  more  easily 
Jonedied." 

Sy  what  means?"  demanded  the  Recluse, 
fiy  getting  her  back  into   bia  clutches," 
*>*  the  reply. 

Ko !    no!"    exclaimed  Justine   who  had 
■*ioualy  listened  to  this  brief  dialogue.  "  No- 
ig  shall  ever  tempt  me  under  his  roof  again, 
^a  he  were  dying,  bqcI  sought  my  forgive- 

*'  I  dare  say  not,"   returned   Hans,   ir.   his 

^ual  squeaking,  careless  tone,  "  when  a  young 

■^den  has  a  handsome  lover,  it  is  most  likely 

^*«  prefers   hia  company   to   that  of  a  cross 

S^'BJned  old   uncle.     But  don't  be   afraid,  he 

on't  trouble  himself  to  tempt  you  I" 

"  Then  what  have  I  to  fear  ?"  demanded  the 

:&I,  who  did  not  like  the  tone  of  his  speech. 

"  force  !''  answered  Hans  abruptly,  "  He 
i^  the  whole  French  army  at  hia  disposal ;  he 
has  bribed  the   scoundrels  with   other   men's 
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gold ;  he  has  thrown  dust  in  their  eyes^  and  for 
a  week  at  least,  he  may  do  what  he  jdeaaea  in 
Lucerne.  But  it  shan't  be  my  fault  if  they  do 
not  find  him  out  by  that  time,  and  in  the  mean- 
while, you,  for  once,  have  got  out  of  hia  trap/* 

^^  What  do  you  mean  ?''  exclaimed  the  whole 
party  in  a  breath. 

'^  That  Michael  Graaf  intends  this  very  night 
to  lead  a  party  of  soldiers  to  Lena's  chafet*  for 
the  arrest  of  Justine.  How  I  learnt  this  is  no 
matter,  but  you  know.  Father  PbvI,  I  am  very 
cunning  at  making  out  secrets  ;  and  moreover,'' 
he  added,  '^  I  would  advise  both  you  and  Wal- 
ther,  to  take  care  of  yourselves,  for  he  has  not 
forgiven  you.  But  it  seems  as  if  you  had  been 
warned  of  all  this,  before  I  reached  you  !" 

^^  We  have  neither  heard,  nor  suspected  any- 
thing,"returnedLena,  ^*  but  it  is  well  you  over- 
took us,  Hans,  or  we  might  have  returned 
without  fear  to  the  chalet,  when  our  work  was 
done.*' 
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^  Bui  whither  go  you  ?"  was  the  rejoinder. 
*  to  the  Chapel  of  our  Lady/'  was  the  brief 

'  **  What  in  the  name  of  all  the  Saints,  are 
1^  going  to  do  in  such  a  place  at  midnight  ?' 
'^To  edebrate  a  weddings'*  was  the  Hermit's 
nswer. 

"And  Wahher  Stanz  is  waiting  for  you? 
W,  aow  I  mnderstand  it  all.    Ah,  Father  Paul, 
^keve  is  no  disputing,  you  are  an  overmatch  for 
^fiehsel  Graaf ;  and  for  my  part,  I  shall  be 
bis  equal  too,  in  some  points,  when  I  can  rub 
^y  htnds  and  call  the  Fraulein  Justine  my 
^i^iece.    He  may  be  as  proud  as  he  pleases,  but 
^^  is  liis  greatest  honour  after  all.    But  are 
^c  candles  lighted  ?  is  the  priest  ready  ?  for 
^Rid  we  must  make  haste,  or  he  may  chance 
^  give  us  his  company  unbidden  at  the  wed- 
>g.    Look,  look,  Lena !  Surely  those  lights 
moving    round    your  chalet !     There  are 
^<S^U^3  too  !  I  see  them  plainly  on  the  edge  of 
^  iHountain,  between  us  and  the  sky." 
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"  Loott,  Father  Paul,  look  !"  murmured 
Justine,  laying  her  hand  on  the  Hermit's  arm, 
"  what  he  says  is  but  too  true  1" 

"  They  are  burning  my  poor  dwelling !"  ex- 
claimed Lena,  wildly  clasping  her  bands,  as  a 
thin,  spiral  flame  shot  up  from  its  vrooden  roof. 
"  My  husband's  home — my  child's  birth-place 
— why  am  I  not  there  to  stifle  the  flames  !" 

"  Woman,  are  you  mad  !"  cried  Father  Paul, 
grasping  the  shepherdess  by  the  arm,  as  with  a 
wild  start  she  seemed  about  to  rush  towards  her 
blazing  chalet,  "  Rather  rejoice  you  are  not 
there,  to  perish  Ukeivise,  and  return  thanks  to 
the  benignant  providence,  that  has  so  marvel- 
lously rescued  you  from  death." 

But  poor  Ijcna,  deaf  to  the  Hermifs  conso- 
lation, continued  to  lament  aloud  in  accents  of 
the  wildest  distress,  as  wider  and  broader  the 
flames  enveloped  the  whole  of  her  humble, 
but  much  loved  dwelling-place. 

"  Alas,  alas,"  she  cried,  "  I  have  no  longer 
where  to  lay  my  head,  nor  a  home  for  my  old 
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^ff^  i  the  labours  of  my  life  are  gone  like  a 

di'^eaiDi  and  my  poor  helpless  child  left  desti- 

tate,''  and  she  stood  still  and  wept  bitterly. 

**  Lena,  for  shame  I  I  thought  you  had  been 

.  t  wiser  woman/'  said  her  brother,  though  he 

Ms  not  unmoved  by  the  mother's  natural  grief^ 

"  yoa  have  plain  proof  there  is  not  a  moment 

to  be  lost,  yet  here  you  stand  lamenting  by  the 

vay  side^  and  staring  like  Lot's  wife,  at  the  ruin 

jou  have  escaped." 

^  Ah,  Hans,  but  mine  was  the  home  of  inno- 
ttQcc,"  returned  the  aiBicted  woman.  ^^  My 
l^bind  dwelt  there — ^my  child  was  bom  there, 
""d  there  I  hoped  to  have  laid  down  my  head 
^  peace.  But  my  feet  shall  no  more  cross  its 
^'^'^c^old,  and  when  the  morning  sun  arises,  it 
^  be  a  heap  of  dust  and  ashes." 

^^  Such  will  be  many  dwellings  besides  thine, 

^  another  week  has  passed  over  this  distracted 

®^Untry,"  said  the  Hermit  solemnly.    «  But 

^*^  will  nothing  avail,  and  the  ways  of  the 

"^^tl  are  his  own.    The  Lord  giveth  and  the 
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Lord  taketh  away.  Without  trials  there  would 
be  110  triumph  fur  the  christian.  Though  afflic- 
tion may  surprise  us,  it  behoves  us  to  remember 
our  duties.  UecoHect,  Lena,  wherefore  we  are 
here,  and  come  without  further  delay  to  the 
chapel,  or  we  roust  hasten  thither,  and  leave 
you  alone  to  watch  the  progress  of  the  flames." 

"  Ah,  yes,  the  Chapel !  1  had  forgotten  !'* 
she  replied.  "  Walther  will  be  there,  and  Wal- 
thcr  never  yet  deserted  me,  cither  in  sorrow  or 
in  need,"  and  without  opposition,  she  suffered 
herself  to  be  led  to  the  holy  building, 

Justine  meanwhile  had  scarcely  spoken. 
Wild  and  tumultuous  were  the  thoughts  of  her 
young  heart;  half  anguish — half  delight,  half 
tear — half  hope,  and  joy,  as  she  strove  to  rea- 
lize to  herself  the  idea  of  the  approaching 
oereniony.  Even  when  she  entered  the  Chapel 
ynd  saw  the  candles  lighted  on  the  Altar,  and 
Father  Paul  standing  at  her  side,  she  could  not 
persuade  herself  to  feel  as  if  she  had  come 
thither  to  be  married — to  be  united  by  the  in- 
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i     fittoluble  bonds  of  wedlock,  to  Walther  Stanz, 

^  ^ly  playmate — her  long  loved  Walther. 

^^  felt  as  in  a  dream.    But  she  spoke  not ; 

^  agitated  feelings  were  too  changing  for 

^^  to  have  expressed  them,  nor  did  she 

*^h  to  do  so.     She  thought  only  of  Walther. 

^et  her  lover  was  not  there,  and  perplexed 
^d  anxious,  she  leaned  trembling  against  a 
P''lar,  and  drooped  her  head  upon  her  breast. 

The  tall  tapers  threw  their  flickering  light  on 

'«^e  young  bride,  the  Hermit  and  their  anxious 

^^^panions  gathered  in  a  cluster  at  the  foot  of 

^■^c  steps  leading  to  the  altar,  on  which  they 

'^'inied,  but  though  their  rays  pierced  to  every 

^■^nny  of  the  little  white-washed  building,  not 

^  Bving  creature  was  there  to  be  seen,  save 

themselves.    Father  Paul  kept  his  eyes  anxi- 

^^\y  fixed  on  the  open  door,  through  which 

*^na  continued  to  watch,  with  sorrow,  the 

^^*truction  of  her  blazing  dwelling ;  and  the 

^^p  silence  of  suspense  had  become  oppressive 

^^  the  clock  of  the  Chapel  struck  the  first 

"^<>l^.   If.  M 


liour  of  the  new  bom  day.  But  no  Walther 
appe&red.  The  flamea  on  the  mouotaia  grew 
fainter  and  fainter,  jet  atill  the  brid^room 
came  not. 

Hans  at  times  went  forth  to  listen,  but  do 
approaching  footsteps  were  audible,  only  the 
shouts  of  the  soldiers  around  the  burning  ruin 
at  times  reached  him,  till  at  length  another 
deep,  hollow,  sullen  sound,  of  yet  more  fearful 
import,  rolled  at  intervals  on  the  air.  It  was 
the  long  reverberation  of  a  distant  and  almost 
incessant  discharge  of  guns. 

The  Hermit,  aa  he  listened  to  it,  thought 
with  increased  anxiety  of  the  prolonged  ab- 
sence of  Walther,  and,  troubled  and  alarmed, 
he  gazed  alternately  at  Justine  and  (he  d5ing 
fire  on  the  mountain,  as  if  uncertain  what  course 
to  pursue.  The  poor  girl  betrayed  no  im]iati- 
ence ;  she  did  not  utter  a  word  ;  but  she  wept 
bitterly,  for  she  felt,  even  more  deeply  than 
Father  Paul  himself  did,  that  nothing  bnt  death, 
or  a  battle  in  which  he  must  be  momeutarily 
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exposed  to  it,  could  that  night  have  made  her 
lover  fail  in  his  appointment.  The  posaibilily 
of  blaming  himi  or  suspecting  his  truth,  never 
for  one  moment  flashed  on  her  mind,  and  rely- 
ing with  confidence  on  his  unalterable  constancy 
she  trembled  with  apprehensions  for  his  danger* 

More  than  an  hour  passed  in  this  dreacU 
ful  suspense  yet  still  the  same  hollow  sounds 
of  war  continued  at  intervals  to  roll  amongst 
the  mountains,  and  though  Father  Paul  forbore 
to  communicate  his  thoughts,  he  truly  divined 
the  cause  of  Walther's  delay.  Poor  Lena's  grief 
for  the  destruction  of  her  cottage  was  at  length 
entirely  engrossed  by  her  yet  deeper  anxiety 
for  her  son,  and  she  was  scarcely  conscious  that 
the  exhausted  flames  had  ceased  to  throw  their 
red  glare  on  the  sky,  and  the  figures  that  lit  it| 
had  disappeared,  when  the  Hermit  sndd^ily 
exclaimed  that  he  heard  steps  ascending  to  the 
chapel. 

All  the  party  except  Justine  instantaneoualy 
rushed  to  the  door,  but  her  strength  fiadled,  and 
M  3 
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she  clime  trembiing  to  the  nik  of  die  ahv. 
Aimouaiv  did  she  listen  fiir  Wahiia's  vdl 
known  yqux  to  diapd  the  fesn  that  dulled  her 
heart ;  bnt  she  heird  ic  not,  md  the  erfhima 
tioos  of  Lena  and  Father  Vwal  looa  niflSccd  to 
convince    her    that    her    hopes    were   but    m 


^  Brother  Ambnsse  ?*  cried  the  Hennil,  when 
after  a  few  moments  of  anxloos  expectation,  he 
recognised  in  the  approaching  figure  one  of  the 
priests  who  had  assisted  at  the  performance  of 
mass  that  morxiiDg;  ^  irhat  has  sent  you  back 
from  the  armv  at  such  an  hour?" 

^  Alack,  alack,  I  am  out  of  breath  !  I  am 
half  famished/'  returned  the  panting  monk, 
with  a  pause  to  take  breath  between  every 
phrase.  ^  It  was  a  prompting  of  the  evil  one  of 
a  surety,  that  made  me  ever  go  thither  I  have 
not  broken  my  fast  since  we  parted,  and  there 
are  such  doings  down  yonder  below  Arth !  such 
doings  !  don't  you  hear  the  guns  ?  there  they 
are  again ;  boom-^boom — boom — every  time  I 
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hear  thenij  I  feel  as  if  a  bullet  went  through 
my  brain/* 

^'  Have  the  French  attacked  our  people  ?'' 
inquired  Father  Paul  anxiously. 

'^  Oh  yeS)  the  French— nothing  but  the 
French ;  there  are  myriads  of  them.  It  is  no 
use  resisting  them — they  are  like  the  plague  of 
Locusts.  Brother  Bernard  found  a  musket 
somewhere;  how  he  could  meddle  with  the  tool 
of  Satan  1  know  not,  but  though  I  warned  him 
he  would  have  to  do  penance,  he  would  fire,  in 
spite  of  all  I  could  say.  For  my  part,  I  thought 
I  had  better  come  back  as  fast  as  I  could,  and 
implore  the  assistance  of  our  Lady,  for  withdtit 
that,  or  some  miracle  in  our  favour,  every  Swiss 
that  does  not  run  away,  must  be  killed  before 
morning,  for  they  are  not  one  to  ten,  and  those 
French  move  in  long  lines  like  a  mower's 
scythe,  cutting  down  our  people  like  grass; 
flash,  flash,  went  their  guns  from  one  end  to  the 
other,  and  at  every  flash  a  bullet  flew  into  some 
brave  fellow's  heart.    I  thought  at  one  time  I 
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had  not  a  whole  bone  la  my  skin,  but  I  piajred 
stoutly,  and  thanks  to  my  patron  Scunt,  1  don't 
believe  now  I  have  30  much  as  a  ecrntcb  about 
me,"  and  the  poor  monk  began  most  anxioualf 
to  feel  his  little  fat  person  from  bead  to  foot,  to 
be  more  fully  assured  of  the  miracle  peribrmed 
in  his  favour. 

"  Saw  you  anything  of  Walther  Stanz  ?**  d^ 
manded  Lena ;  and  Justine  pressed  auxiooify 
forward  to  hear  his  reply. 

"  Walther  Stanz !  what  should  I  know  of  hiB 
in  such  a  din  and  hubbub  as  that  ?  1  was  puz- 
zled enough  to  know  anything  about  myaclf." 

**  But  did  you  never  see  him  in  the  battle  ?" 
inquired  the  girl. 

"  Perhaps  I  might,  if  it  bad  not  been  jntch 
dark,"  returned  the  monk  ;  "  but  yes—  yes— 
now  I  remember,  when  I  was  close  beside  one 
of  the  watch  tires,  he  stepped  in  between  me 
and  a  great  French  grenadier.  The  feUow  was 
six  feet  at  high  at  least — ^yes,  I  remcmbi 
bayonet  was  within   an  inch  of  my  I 


□c  leuow  was        I 
^member,  hia        I 
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I™  given  mjself  up  for  lost,  but  I  prayed  to 
ourLajjy — she  never  deserts  her  servants  at  a 
pioch,  and  in  popped  Walther  Stanz,  sure 
tnougb.  Yes,  yes,  so  he  did  ;  it  was  the  great- 
fit  piece  of  luck  that  ever  befel  me  !" 
"  But  what  happened  then  r"  cried  Justine. 
"  By  the  Saints  I  cannot  say  exactly !  either 
Wilther  killed  the  Frenchman,  or  the  Frencii- 
>nui  killed  him,  but  which  it  was,  to  save  my 
Kfe,  1  could  not  tell." 

"Surely  you  would  remember  if  he  fell," 
'  ^  rejoined. 

"In  truth  I  was  not  permitted  to  see,"  said 
"fother  Ambrose,  "  for  though  my  legs  are 
•"tinewhat  shorter  than  other  peoples,  and  little 
•Kmtomed  to  violent  exercise,  I  never  knew 
•"jlhing  more  about  the  matter,  till  I  found 
Dvielf,  all  on  a  sudden,  more  than  a  mile  from 
Ibe  battle.  It  was  a  miracle  of  a  surely,  and  if 
t  bad  not  still  beard  the  guns  going  boom — 
3j  I  should  have  esteemed  the  whole  con- 
ouly  an  illusion  of  the  evil  one,  for  my 
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head  was  still  spinning  round  like  a  top.  But 
alack,  alnck,  it  is  all  true,  and  but  for  our  Lady's 
mercy,  we  shall  have  these  blood  thirsty  fellowa 
all  here  cutting  our  throats  before  sunrise. 
Alack,  alack,  that  ever  I  should  have  lived  to 
see  the  day  !"  and  overcome  with  fatigue  and 
terror,  the  poor  monk  sunk  on  his  knees  before 
the  altar,  and  began  dropping  his  beads  with 
the  utmost  velocity. 

Intense  emotion  for  awhile  kept  the  remain- 
der of  the  party  silent.  Father  Paul,  with  hU 
arms  folded  on  hia  breast,  gazed  with  sorrow 
on  the  weeping  Justine,  whilst  his  troubled 
thoughts  wandered  to  Walther  Stanz  and  the 
battle  field,  grief  for  the  troubles  of  his  afflicted 
country,  mingling  with  his  anxiety  for  his  be- 
loved pupil. 

But  there  was  one  of  the  party  whom  no  ap- 
prehension of  distant  evils  could  ever  abstract 
from  his  care  for  present  safety ;  and  that  was 
Hans  Brunk.  He  thought  it  very  likely  that 
resistance  to  the  invaders  would  soon  be  proved 
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useless ;  he  thought  it  more  than  lik elj^  that 
some  of  the  victorious  marauders  would  find 
their  way  to  the  Hospital  before  mornings  but 
he  felt  quite  certain  that  Michael  Graaf  would 
lose  no  time  in  pursuing  his  search  for  his  niece, 
and  he  considered  every  moment  they  lingered 
in  the  chapel^  to  be  exposing  her  needlessly  to 
danger.  He  went  out  to  listen — all  i^peared 
still  in  the  surrounding  solitude,  but  his  fears 
were  not  removed,  and  wondering  how  a  wise 
man  like  Father  Paul  could  continue  to  linger^ 
when  no  chance  existed  of  the  arrival  of  the 
bridegroom,  he  proceeded  boldly  to  remind  him 
that  they  had  better  seek  a  safer  asylum. 

^Mt  is  what  I  was  myself  about  to  propoie/*^ 
said  the  Hermit,  ^  only  I  am  uncertain  whither 
we  had  best  direct  our  steps,  for  should  the 
French  prove  victorious,  the  whole  valley  of 
Ooldau  will  be  at  their  mercy/*' 
'*  Say  rather  Switzerland  \^  rejoined  Lena* 
**  You  speak  truth,"  returned  Father  Paul 
solemnly,  ^'  and  though  we  may  seek  to  fly 
h5. 
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from  individual  vengeance,  we  can  do  where 
escape  the  calamities  of  our  land.  We  will  de- 
scend the  mountain  therefore  with  all  speed." 

"  We  shall  reach  the  first  house  in  the  mea- 
dows before  daylight,"  said  Hans,  "  and  as  I 
have  made  all  the  coats  of  the  family  for  the 
last  thirty  years,  I  have  no  doubt  they  will  give 
us  a  breakfast." 

"So  be  it,"  returned  Father  Paul,  "Jus- 
tine my  child — dry  your  tears,  though  your 
hopes  are  now  disappointed,  forget  not  that 
when  the  night  is  saddest  and  datkcst,  yet  joy 
Cometh  in  the  morning,  to  the  patient  and  faith- 
ful. Lean  on  me,  my  poor  girl,  for  the  way 
is  steep,"  and  taking  her  hand,  he  gently  drew 
her  arm  through  his,and  led  her  towards  the  door. 

Overcome  by  words  of  kindness,  Justine 
gave  a  free  vent  to  her  tears ;  but  she  wept  not 
for  herself,  and  could  she  have  felt  sure  that 
Walther  was  in  safety,  the  delay  of  their  mar- 
riage, would  have  been  a  trilling  sorrow.  Un- 
resistingly she  accompanied  the  Hermit,   for 
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though  at  every  personal  risk,  she  would  fain 
have  lingered  there  till  mornings  in  the  fond 
hope  that  Walther  might  at  length  arrive^  she 
had  not  courage  to  oppose  the  commands  of  one 
of  whom  she  habitually  stood  so  much  in  awe. 

Lena  followed  with  her  poor  dumbboy^  cast- 
ing many  a  sorrowful  glance  to  the  side  of  the 
mountain,  where  her  home  had  been. 

^*  And  what  is  to  become  of  us  poor  monks  ?^ 
ruefully  exclaimed  Brother  Ambrose,  seizing  the 
tailor  by  the  skirts  o(  the  coat,  as  he  was  about 
to  quit  the  chapel. 

f^  You  must  stay  with  our  Lady  of  the  Snows 
to  be  sure,^  replied  the  little  man  endeavouring 
to  release  his  garment,  *^  no  doubt  she  will  take 
good  care  of  you.** 

'^  But  Brother  Paul  is  away — and  Brother 
Andrew  has  not  come  back  from  Schwytz,  and 
I  shall  be  here  by  myself;  all  our  provisions 
have  been  sent  to  the  camp,  and  if  no  pious 
soul  bring  me  a  fresh  supply — '^ 

*^  Then  you  must  starve,  thatV  all  !**  said  the 
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tailor  coolly,  "  But  don'l  be  uneasy  about  that, 
friend  Ambroae,  the  French  will  kindly  come 
to  settle  your  destiny  before  fasting  has  made 
you  a  pound  lighter,  depend  upon  it." 

"  You  don't  say  so  \"  cried  the  terrified  monk. 

"  I  do !  and  moreover  1  think  it  too,  so  a 
merry  breakfast  to  you,  Brother  Ambrose,  for 
1  warrant  it  will  be  your  last." 

"  You  can't  mean  it !"  was  the  sole  reply  of 
the  poor  man^  from  whom  Hans  vainly  strove 
to  escape. 

"  Come,  come  sir,  this  won't  do  1"  cried  the 
tailor  releasing  himself  with  a  jerk  ;  "  go  to 
your  prayers.  Our  Lady  neverfails  to  help  her 
friends  at  a  pincb,  you  know." 

"  But  I  can't  pray,  friend  Hans,  and  I  am 
uot  going  to  stay  here  to  be  starved,-or  may  be 
shot  by  those  raacatly  French.  1  will  not  be  left 
all  alone  in  this  dismal  place,  and  I  will  go  with 
you,  or  by  the  Saints  you  shall  stay  and  keep 
me  company,"  and  with  dogged  resolution  be 
follow  ed  Hans  into  the  open  air. 


THE      THIRST   FOR   GOLD. 


253 


CHAPTER  XIL 


"  Come  on,  we'll  quiddy  ikid  a  surer  footing, 
And  somethinf^  like  a  pathway,  which  the  torrent 
Hath  wa>h*d  since  winter.     Come,  'tis  bravely  done. 
You  should  have  been  a  hunter.     Follow  roe.'* 

Bybon. 


The  moon  was  shining  brightly,  when  Brother 
Ambrose  and  the  tailor  left  the  Hospital^  and 
turned  down  the  path  leading  to  Goldau. 
Lena  and  her  companions  were  already  out  of 
sight;  beyond  a  turn  in  the  path^  and  Hans^ 
impatiently  chiding  the  monk  as  the  cause  of 
his  being  left  in  the  rear,  repeatedly  ui^ed  him 
to  quicken  his  pace* 
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Grumbling  and  murmuring,  ibey  bad  not 
advaaced  far  when  loud  shouts  echoed  through 
the  ravine,  and  before  they  could  give  utterance 
to  their  terrors,  they  behtid  Father  Paul  rush 
from  behind  a  broken  bank  with  Justine  in  bis 
arms,  and  dart  at  full  speed  towards  the  chapel, 
whilst  close  behind  him,  foUotved  a  figure  in 
pursuit,  and  then  another,  and  another,  in  such 
quick  succession  that  escape  appeared  im- 
possible. 

But  neither  Hans  uor  the  monk  thought  of 
rendering  hira  the  least  assistance,  nor  did  they 
so  much  as  pause  for  a  moment  to  ascertain  his 
fate.  By  a  simultaneous  impulse,  without 
uttering  a  syllable,  they  both  turned,  and  dart- 
ing behind  the  shadow  of  a  neighbouring  rock, 
fled  in  an  opposite  direction. 

The  Hermit  meanwhile,  by  exertions  of 
which  only  hia  mountain  life  could  have  made 
an  old  man  capable,  kept  in  advance  of  his 
pursuetB.  Forsaking  the  ordinary  path,  when 
the  foremost  of  the  party  was  close  at  hia  beela 
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h^  sprang  at  one  bound  over  the  swollen  torrent 
of  the  Aa»  and^  whilst  his  baffled  enemies  were 
yet  at  faulty  rushed  away,  like  a  hunter  when 
the  game  is  started^  over  rock  and  fissure.  The 
flash  of  a  firelock  was  for  a  moment  reflected 
on  the  torgid  water,  and  then  the  mountain 
echoes  caught  the  quick  report  of  a  musket  and 
repeated  it,  again  and  again,  as  if  two  files  of 
soldiers  kept  up  a  rapid  discharge  against  each 
other,  from  the  opposite  sides  of  the  valley. 

An  eagle  startled  from  its  roost,  flew  up 
screaming  in  the  moonlight;  a  sound  more 
awful  than  the  hollow  thunder  that  aroused 
it,  and  then,  even  amidst  that  wild  commotion. 
Father  Paul  heard  a  voice  that  to  his  ears  was 
yet  more  ominous  than  either.  It  was  that  of 
Michael  Graaf;  harsh,  grating,  and  unnatural 
— strained  far  beyond  its  power,  till  it  more  re- 
sembled the  shrieking^  of  a  demon  than  the  cries 
of  a  human  being.  Tet  he  knew  it,  and  like  a 
spell  it  restored  his  nearly  exhausted  strength^ 


256 


THE  THIRST    FOR      GOLD. 


and  redoubled  the  velocity  of  his  slackened 
movements. 

"  Confusion !  did  I  not  command,  no  shot 
was  to  be  fired,"  it  exclaimed.  "  A  hundred 
crowns  to  him  who  takes  the  fugitives  alive  !'* 

Money — money — money — was  ever  the  force 
on  which  Michael  Graaf  relied  for  accomplish- 
ing all  things  in  this  world !  it  was  always 
uppermost  in  his  own  heart,  and  perhaps  he 
was  not  wrong  in  believing  that  in  a  corrupted 
society,  it  is  almost  omnipotent.  But  it  is 
utterly  helpless  agtunst  nature ;  against  the 
determined  will  of  a  man  who  despises  all  it 
can  procure,  or  against  the  gentle  feelings  of  a 
devoted  heart,  that  only  values  gifts  that  money 
is  insufficient  to  bestow  ! 

Money  indeed  lent  speed,  and  energy,  and 
jMjrseverance  to  the  agents  of  the  Treasurer, 
but  Father  Paul  had  a  higher  insperation  and 
mere  human  strength  was  as  powerless  to 
arrest  him,  as  it  would  have  proved  to  stay 
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^^le  that  wheeled  in   wild  circles  above   his 

^^^.    Even   the  drooping   form  of  Justine^ 

*oo  half  insensible  dung  with  the  convulsive 

B'Mp  of  terror  to  her  supporter^  seemed  scarce- 

V  a  dieck  upon  his  movements^  and  well  ac- 

Vuiated  with  every  track  upon  the  rugged 

QlQaatain^  he  had  greatly  the  advantage  of  his 

P^Usuers,  who  were  not  only  ignorant  of  the 

^'^trictj  but  unaccustomed  to  traverse  such 

^^^flkult    and    precipitous    paths^    nor    could 

'Michael  GraaPs  repeated  and  increasing  pro- 

''^S^es  of  reward^  long  excite  them  to  keep  up 

^^  rapid  pace  with  which  they  had  commenc- 

*^    their  pursuit. 

*Xhe  Hermit  was  in  his  own  region !  the 
^'^^^nt  forms  of  nature  were  his  fortress,  and  the 
^^^hty  rocks  that  impeded  the  progress  of 
^^^  enemies,  familiar  to  his  steps,  were  his 
'^v^parts  and  barriers  of  defence ! 

^le  knew  it  was  vain  to  seek  refuge  at  the 
^^^Kxiinit  of  the  mountain,  whence  immeasurable 
pn^cipices  would  preclude  all  further  flight, 
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and  mulling  a  suddea  turn  nhUat  the  eoldien 
were  still  on  tlie  opposite  side  of  the  torrent, 
he  darted  down  the  ravine  along  the  steep  side 
of  the  bank,  where  it  seereied  that  scarcely  (he 
foot  of  a  chiimois  could  have  clung.  The 
movement  >vas  instantaneously  perceived.  Re- 
peated shouts  burst  on  the  air  ;  he  heard  the 
splashing  of  the  waters  beneath  him,  and  in 
apice  of  Graaf's  prohibition,  another  gun  was 
fired.  But  he  never  turned  his  head.  Oo> 
and  on,  he  went;  Leaping,  running,  or  sliding 
down  the  precipices  by  turns,  towards  ths 
dark  pine  wood  that  covered  the  lower  vail 
He  knew  if  he  could  once  gain  its  shadows, 
no  step  could  track  him  amidst  its  labyrinths, 
and  thither  with  an  ever  increasing  impetus, 
he  pressed  forward  with  the  might  of 
whole  soul. 

But  though  his  spirit  was  indomitable,  he 
began  at  last  to  feel  that  time  and  sorrow  had 
somewhat  shorn  him  of  his  strength.  Uis 
burthen   seemed   to   wax  heavy   in  his  arms. 
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once,  whiUt  on  the  very  brink  of  a  precipice, 
^e  missed  bU  footing,  and  he  tottered  for  a 
oionient  over  the  frightful  abyss  that  yawned 
Mneath ;  not  only  the  voices,  but  the  very 
itepa  of  his  pursuers  were  audible  ;  he  felt  they 
^Ded  rapidly  upon  him,  but  still  he  looked 
oot,  the  wood  was  before  him  only  a  few  paces 
dittaut,  the  dark  pines  spread  their  impene- 
tnble  shadows  like  a  grave  to  welcome  him; 
iMre,  be  knew  no  step  could  trace  him,  and 
"■M  buried  in  its  deep  recesses,  he  should  be 
**fe  for  a  time,  from  the  pursuit  of  the  wicked, 
**  >o  the  last  asylum  of  misfortune. 

Not  two  paces  divided  him  from  the  forest ; 
toe  tall  trees  seemed  to  wave  their  dark  arms 
*"  the  night  wind,  to  give  him  welcome,  and 
"*  other  sounds  were  lost  in  the  rustling  and 
^'^aning  and  cmckhng  of  these  old  children  of 
^®  mountain,  as  the  wind  went  howling  over 
•"^ip  summits,  when  an  iron  grasp  seized  the 
'^Ulder  of  the  Hermit,  and   a   harsh  and  ex- 
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ig  voice  proclaimed  him  a  prisoner. 
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The  old  man  turned — he  was  in  ihe  gripe  of 
n  French  grenndii^r  ;  three  others  were  coming 
rapidly  upon  thcni,  but  he  did  not  lose  his  pre- 
sence of  mind.  He  knew  that  the  destiny  of 
Justine  and  Walther  Stanz  depended  upon 
that  moment,  and  ere  his  captor's  cry  of  tri- 
ninph  had  expired,  he  snatched  a  dagger  trom 
his  girdle,  and  plunged  it  to  the  hilt  in  his  side. 

The  soldier  fell  uilh  a  heavy  groan,  and 
Father  Paul  clasping  his  arms  around  Justine, 
plunged  at  one  bound  into  the  recesses  of  the 
forest. 

For  a  time  the  report  of  musketry,  and  the 
shonts  of  his  enemies,  fblloned  him  as  he  fled  ; 
but  at  length  all  died  away,  and  nothing  broke 
the  stillness  of  those  trackless  wilds,  but  the 
fall  of  his  ow  n  footsteps  on  the  withered  leaves ; 
the  very  winds  seemed  to  have  gone  to  rest,  and 
nuture  to  have  found  complete  repose.  The 
Hermit  then  at  length  ventured  to  slacken  his 
pace,  though  he  still  continued  his  way. 

Tlie  moon  only  at  intervals  pierced  the  thick 
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foliage^  yet  it  was  marvellous  with  what  skill  he 
directed  his  steps,  between  the  tall  pillars  of  the 
forest  aisles^  and  ere  the  grey  light  of  dawn  had 
glided  from  the  summits  of  the  mountains  into 
these  deep  retreats,  he  had  trodden  many  a 
difficult  pass,  and  stood  on  the  brink  of 
a  huge  mass  of  i*ock,  from  whence  all  further 
progress  seemed  impracticable. 

Amidst  the  ivy  and  trailing  brambles  that 
half  concealed  its  surface.  Father  Paul  never- 
theless found  a  path,  and  placing  his  feet  in 
certain  cavities  of  the  stone,  known  only  to 
himself,  he  descended  with  Justine  in  his  arms 
by  this  rugged  stair,  to  a  little  grassy  platform 
that,  embosomed  in  foliage,  lay  like  a  nest  at 
its  base. 

Here,  for  the  first  time,  he  ventured  to  arrest 
his  steps,  and  laid  down  the  exhausted  maiden 
on  a  bed  of  dried  leaves  the  winds  had 
gathered. 

A  cold  dismay  filled  the  heart  of  the  Hermit 
as  he  gazed  on  the  poor  girl,  who,  though  not 


IB- ins  bmad 
wilkB  Asp^^iteRpnmBk  bark  opoo  her 

At  bad  saiA  talD  ■  deep  dBmber,  Fatber  I^ol 
■oo^t  no  repose. 

Wbeo  the  bUnt  raja  of  the  naing 
athwart  that  graaay  Dook,  be  ma  still  tber^ 
kneeling  by  the  aide  of  the  maiden.  Bts  bead 
vas  bowed  npoQ  his  clasped  bauds,  bis  long 
white  beard  swept  his  bosom,  andheprajed 
»t  inttrrvals  in  a  deep,  sad,  solemn  voice  ;  then 
again  be  suddenly  relapsed  into  profound  silence 
as  if  he  had  forgotten  the  words  of  ibe  ortsonj 
which  he  had  half  recited. 

The  pant,  the  sad  and  shadowy   past, 
world    in  which    he  habitually  bved,    though 
awhile  forgotten  during  the  hurried  incidents 
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of  the  nighty  was  again  before  him  ;  and  when 
Justine  at  length  awoke  from  her  slumber^  and 
her  eyes  met  his  wild  and  mournful  gaze^  her 
heart  grew  chill  beneath  its  power.  She  felt 
that  he  had  heard  some  fearful  tidings^  yet  her 
palsied  tongue  refused  to  question  him;  she 
could  only  murmur  the  name  of  Walther. 

^'  Ay^  Walther  !  who  knows  what  may  have 
befallen  him/'  he  returned^  rather  as  if  con- 
tinuing the  train  of  his  own  thoughts^  than 
addressing  his  companion.  '^  I  have  heard 
the  report  of  guns  even  until  mom^  ever  nearer 
and  nearer,  and  doubtless  Aloys  Reding  has 
been  driven  from  his  position^  and  pursued  by 
the  enemy  into  the  very  bosom  of  our  moun- 
tains." 

^  Let  us  hope  better  things,*'  said  Justine 
though  her  eyes  filledwith  tears,  and  she  sighed 
deeply  as  she  spoke. 

•*  Poor  child,"  answered  the  Hermit,  **  hope 
if  thou  canst,  whilst  yet  thy  heart  is  young, 
the  time  soon  comes  when  the  song  of  the 
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charmer  can  no  more  beguile;  it  has  long 
ceased  to  allay  my  sorrows,  and  in  truth  I  would 
fain  learn  some  cerlain  tidings  of  the  night's 
conQict,  for  my  heart  hath  sad  misgivings  of 
evil." 

"  And  yet  for  my  sake  you  tarry  here,  Father 
Baul,"  said  the  girl,  who  had  arisen  from  her 
bed,  and  seated  herself  on  a  fallen  pine  tree, 
"  But  go— go — I  entreat  you.  Nobody  will 
liarm  me — nobody  can  discover  me  here  I  if 
the  disastere  you  drcsd  have  happened,  there 
will  be  great  need  of  your  wise  counsel  to  di- 
rect our  people." 

"  I  cannot  leave  you  here  to  perish,"  replied 
Fath»  Paul,  *'  yet  to  attempt  to  take  you  with 
me  in  your  present  exhausted  slate  is  inip06- 
sible." 

"  Holy  father,"  she  returned,  "  I  pray  you 
think  not  of  such  fi  wortldess  being,  as  I  am. 
I  already  owe  you  more  than  my  life  can  repay, 
and  must  no  longer  encroach  upon  your  kind- 
ness at  a  time  like  this.     If  our  'army  is  dis- 
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V^t^sed,  your  voice  alone  will  suffice  to  recall 
^^  Swiss  around  their  banners;  if  Aloys 
"^^Qg  is  slain,  who  but  yourself  will  be 
obeyed  by  the  disheartened  troops^  and  if 
■^^alther  Stanz  is  either  wounded,  or  a  prisoner, 
you,  and  you  alone,  have  the  power,  and  the 
will  to  assist  him  !  Oh,  go,  I  implore  you  go 
Father  Paul!  every  moment  you  tarry  with 
^  appears  an  age,  when  I  think  how  needful 
^^J  be  your  presence  elsewhere." 

"  But  my  return  may  be  prevented,"  he 
'^ined,  ^^  and  I  have  no  food  here  to  give 
Jou,  Justine  !  no,  no,  say  what  you  will,  I  can- 
^^  leave  you  to  perish !" 

*'  Wherefore  should  I  not  descend  to  the 
^ley  with  you,'*  she  persisted.  "  I  am  strong 
^^^,  and  no  doubt,  Michael  Graaf,  by  this* 
***Ue,  has  returned  to  Lucerne.  Perchance  I 
'^^•y  6nd  Lena,  and  her  boy  again.'* 

**  Poor  child,"  said  Father  Paul, "  you  know 
^^  what  you  ask.  If  the  enemy  has  forced 
^^  pass,  the  valley  is  no  place  for  thee,  and  to 

VOt..   II.  N 


1  dm^  I  sbdl  bwe  paths  to 


"  Thai  lcn«  nc !  ibcfc  is  oo  danger  of  tDjr 
haaf  JiicBTtw  il  here,  and  before  sunset  you 
viU  Knd  or  oome  avain." 

**  Xo^  Justine,  that  cannot  be,^  said  the 
llermit,  *^  bat  Ukb  1  will  do ;  I  have  food 
mj  cavmi,  and  iboofh  nAer  tlte  puianH 
last  uigbt,  I  durst  not  take  thee  thither.  I 
Tcnture  there  mjBclf,  and  bring  it  thee.  1 
shall  not  be  two  hours  absent.  From  the 
beighta  I  can  asoertain  if  the  buinera  of  France, 
or  Switzerland,  are  flying  in  tbc  vnllcy  of 
Goldau,  and  shall  then  kaow  better,  what 
coarse  ia  advisable  for  us  to  pursue.  I  pro- 
tuiacd  Aloys  Iteding  to  join  him  at  dawn, 
and  do  not  deny,  that  1  am  uuuiUtng  to  ro- 
inaiu  here  inactive,  when  my  country  has  such 
earnest  need  of  the  zealous  services  even  of 
the  huinbleet  of  her  children.  My  abseuce 
will  be  brief,  and  heaven  guard  thee  till 
return." 


me 
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^'  I  will  not  more  from  this  spot^  till  I  see 
you  again^  Father  P&ul^"  answered  Jnstiney 
and  the  Hermit  having  once  more  assured  her^ 
that  she  was  in  perfect  safety,  as  none  knew 
the  way  to  her  hiding  place  but  himselff  again 
ascended  the  secret  stair^  and  disappeared 
amidst  the  hanging  woods  above. 

For  a  time  Justine  continued  to  listen  to  the 
rustKng  of  the  underwood  he  disturbed  in  his 
progress,  with  that  vague  and  listless  misery, 
that  frequently  follows  intense  emotion ;  but 
when  those  sounds  ceased,  the  image  of  Wal- 
ther  Stanz,  which  was  rarely  absent  from  her 
mind,  returned  to  engross  her  whole  thoughts. 
The  bright  hopes  she  had  indulged  whilst  has- 
tening at  midnight  with  Father  Paul  to  the 
Chapel,  contrasted  sadly  with  her  present 
forlorn  position,  and  exhausted  by  fatigue  and 
distress  of  mind,  she  felt  as  if  the  happiness 
of  her  life  was  blighted  for  ever ;  that  the  mar- 
riage she  had  fondly  believed  on  the  point  of 
celebration,  was  destined  never  to  take  place^ 
N  3 
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^ai  Aat  en*  if  Wr  |g««K  uffl  In«d,  miafactaiic 
lAcr  udbvbne  vooU  insc,  to  divide  them 
fbr  ever  from  each  otbrr,  in  this  meld  of  woe. 

Br  turns  she  prayed,  br  tans  she  wept^  and 
then  agdn  abc  ■nJoiwly  strove  to  calculate  the 
kogth  of  At  HoMii's  ibsenoe  by  the  progress 
of  the  SDobeams  on  the  nA.  She  was  thus 
efnfdojed,  when  she  was  startled  by  dlstajit 
Toices  aacendiog  the  defile,  but  loud  and  harsh, 
they  bore  no  rtsemblance  to  that  of  Father 
Paul. 

For  a  few  minutes  slie  was  alarmed,  but  then 
remembenng  ho«  far  all  souods  were  audible 
in  that  still  solitude,  she  eodeavoared  to  per- 
suade heiwlf  thai  ihe  speakers,  whether 
French,  or  Swiss,  would  pass  on  without  dis- 
covering her  biding  place.  Xeverthelcss  she 
was  soon  distinctly  and  fearfully  aware,  that 
Ihpy  rapidly  drew  nearer  and  nearer,  and  the 
deep  barking  of  a  dog,  every  minute  echoed 
louder  and  louder  through  the  woods. 

A  nevi'  terror  seized  her,  and  as  the  harsh 
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growl  of  a  blood  hound  approached  her  retreat, 
she  started  up  and  for  an  instant  meditated 
flight,  but  the  next  moment  remembering  her 
promise  to  the  Hermit,  she  determined  to 
abide  by  it,  whatever  might  be  the  conse* 
quence. 

Pale,  trembling  and  dismayed,  she  stood 
with  clasped  hands  and  eager  gaze,  wildly 
listening  to  the  shouts  and  footsteps  as  they 
drew  nigh.  There  were  two  men,  and  she 
distinctly  heard  them  speak  the  language  of 
her  country,  but  this  afforded  her  no  comfort, 
for  the  voice  of  one  brought  terrible  recol- 
lections to  her  mind.  It  was  too  remarkable 
to  be  mistaken,  and  as  if  to  increase  her  terror, 
they  paused  immediately  beneath  the  spot 
where  she  stood,  and  consulted  as  to  the  direc- 
tion of  their  course. 

They  speedily  determined  to  ascend  to  the 
cavern  of  Father  Paul,  in  search  of  the  gold 
they  appeared  convinced  he  had  there  con- 
cealed, and  the  fears  of  Justine  were  for  a 
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tempting  to  take  one  of  her  hands,  which  she 
firmly  resisted,  "  who  expected  to  find  thee 
aI(Hie»  like  a  dove  without  its  mate,  in  this  wild 
spot.  Why  thou  art  shaking  as  if  it  were  a 
Christmas  frost;  but  there  is  no  need,  for  I 
mean  thee  no  harm,  though  I  owe  thee  little 
gratitude,  Down,  Wolf,  down,  sir !  the  dog 
shall  not  hurt  thee ;  and  by  all  the  Saints  I 
swear,  there  is  nothing  on  the  face  of  the  earth, 
I  love  half  so  well  as  thyself.'  But  what  dost 
thou  here?  wilPt  thou  not  answer  me  that 
simple  question — will't  thou  not  speak  ?  Nay, 
this  is  cruel,  when  there  is  nothing  I  would  not 
do,  even  at  peril  of  my  life,  to  give  thee  a 
moment's  pleasure." 

^  Then,  begone  I  I  pray  you  only  to  begone  P' 
was  the  girl's  brief  reply,  and  withdrawing  her 
hands  for  a  moment  from  her  eyes,  she  cast 
on  him  such  a  glance  as  would  effectually 
have  discomfitted  any  ordinary  wooer,  but 
Staffer  was  proof  against  such  looks. 

"  Begone  ?"  he  repeated  with  a  provoking 


laugh,  "  yes  assuredly,  but  not  without 
1  have  beeo  searching  the  woods  for  yon,  ever 
since  sunrise,  aud  wheo  at  last  1  have  had  the 
good  fortune  to  Bnd  you,  I  should  be  a  foul 
deed,  to  let  you  slip.  1  learnt,  from  a  pratiojj 
old  tnoak,  you  vere  last  night  at  the  ci 
with  Father  Paul.     He  told  me — ' 

"  And  what  may  be  your  busiaess  with  me, 
sir,  that  gives  you  a  right  to  be  a  spy  upon  my 
movements,  and  bunt  me  with  your  blood 
bounds  like  a  criminal  ?"  demanded  Justine. 
turning  suddenly,  and  fixing  on  him  her  full, 
dark,  flashing  eyes,  with  a  look  of  haughty 
indignation. 

Even  Staffer  was  for  a  moment  confused. 

"  Thou  bast  a  lover,  Justine,'*  he  began  with 
hesitation. 

"  Ay — and  I  glory  in  it"  she  replied.  "  One 
whose  name  thou  art   not   worth; 
what  of  him?" 

•'  He  was  in  the  battle  yesternight,"  returned 
the  farmer  pausing,  and  for  a  moment  hiding 
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his  features  with  his  hand^  as  he  brushed  the 
hair  from  his  brow ;  ^  he  was  in  the  battle 
yesternight — " 

"  Well,  and  what  of  that  ?   all  brave  men 
doubtless  were.*^ 

"  And  it  had  been  bett^  for  some  of  them  to 
have  been  tending  their  goats/*  he  returned 
shrugging  his  broad,  heavy  shoulders,  ^^  for 
many  a  flock  will  never  see  its  shepherd  again/' 
**  But  what  of  Walther  Stanz  ?"  inquired  the 
maiden,  in  a  low,  tremulous  voice  of  tenderness, 
that  so  inflamed  the  jealousy  of  him  she  ad- 
dressed, that  it  was  with  difiiculty  he  could 
command  his  temper  sufficiently  to  reply  with 
assumed  composure. 

"  What  if  I  were  to  tell  thee,  that  this  fine 
fellow,  this  peerless  favorite  of  thine,  like  a  low 
born  cur  as  he  is,  showed  his  base  blood  at  the 
tirst  onset,  and  no  sooner  smelt  powder,  than 
he  took  to  his  heels,  and  ran  ofl^  as  fast  as  his 
legs  could  carry  him/* 

**  I  would  deny  the  charge,  though  you  bur- 
N    5 
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tbened  your  conscicDce  by  calling    on  every 
Saint  in  the  calender  to  witness  Its  truth !" 
**  But  could  I  prove  it?" 
"  I  defy  thee  !'' 

"  Were  I  to  tell  thee  then,  that  this  beardless 
hero,  this  valorous  bondman,  this  herder  of 
other  men's  goats,  had  fought  like  a  second 
Tell,  and  died  with  twenty  buUeta  through  hta 
breast,  what  would't  thou  say  to  that?" 

"  That  I  believe  it  as  little !  for  yoa  would 
not  have  delayed  so  long  to  id!  me  tidings  of 
such  great  softoht.  Your  exultation  would  have 
been  too  great  for  concealment  \" 

"  Say  you  so,  my  fair  maiden  !"  retorted 
Staffer,  with  a  face  as  red  as  scarlel,  "  thou 
hast  a  rare  spirit,  so  mayhap  when  I  tell  you 
that  Walther  Stanz  ia  neither  dead,  nor  dis- 
graced, but  most  grievously  wounded,  thou 
wilt  be  equally  slow  of  belief,  and  though 
moved  to  pity,  when  I  saw  him  at  the  point  of 
death,  1  forgot  our  old  quarrels,  and  at  bis  re- 
quest set  out  in  search  of  thee,  thou  wUt  still 
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'f^ae  to  oome  with  me,  to  receive  his  last 
lessingl^ 

^  Oh  i  Herr  Stafler  \  diatnct  me  no  more/' 

vied  the  poor  girl  wildly  clasping  her  hands, 

*  liMfe  if  yon  have  not  lost  all  feelings  of  pity, 

Ul'  woe  the  truth,  and  nothing  but  the  truth/^ 

■=^  Confound  the  damsel,  I  believe  she  takes 

*»  for  a  greater  liar  than  the  town  dock !'' 

cried  the  fiurmer;  ^^  I  have  told  you  the  whole 

•mj,  and  if  you  won't  believe  me,  what  more 

«a  1  say/' 

'  ^  I  prny  yon  bear  with  me.    You  hove  told 

^  Bo  many  different  stories  in  a  breath,  that  I 

™o^  not  which  to  believe.    Is  Walther  really 

•"^nded,  or  not  ?'* 

'*  Well,  then  girl,  on  the  word  of  an  honest 

*^>  Walther  Stanz  had  not  ten  hours  of  life  in 

'^^  when  I  left  him  this  morning  in  a  hut  on 

^  lower  mountain.    What  can*st  thou  say  to 
th%t?» 

^  That  I  will  go  to  him  with  all  speed,"  cried 
^  girl,  utterly  forgetting  Father  Paul ;  "  oh ! 
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Herr  StatFer,  why  did  you  not  tell  me  this 
nt  once,  and  I  would  have  lost  leaa  time,"  and 
she  hurried  to  the  edge  of  the  bank,  by  which 
the  farmer  had  ascended. 

"  Justine,"  he  said  taking  bold  of  her  gar- 
ments, "  whither  goeat  thou  ?" 

"  To  Walther ;  where  should  1  go?"  was  her 
simple  reply. 

Staffer  stared  at  her  pale  aiid  innocent  face, 
with  a  eearching,  triumphant  look,  beneath 
which  ber  eyes  sunk  to  the  ground. 

"  And  where  wilt  thou  find  him  ?"  he  said 
with  a  harsh  laugh, 

"  Will  you  not  tell  me?" 

"  Oh  yes,  with  all  my  heart,  and  a  pluissnt 
walk  thou  art  hke  to  have  thither,  my  pretty 
damsel.  All  the  lower  passes  are  awarmiag 
with  Frenchmen,  like  ants  round  a  neat  in  sum- 
mer, and  they  are  gallants  who  are  keen  Judges 
of  beauty." 

"  But  they  will  surely  never  notice  a  poor 
peasant  girl,"  replied  Justine. 
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*  They  will  teach  you  another  lesson,   if  you 

nture  amoDgst  them  alone,"  returned  Staffer ; 

but  there  is  no  need  of  that  surely,  for  I  ancl 

ly  friend  I  left  in  ihe  wood,  and  my  good  dog 

Wolf,  are  ready  to  escort  you,  if  you  don't  [ire- 

fep  Worse  company." 

And  you  will  take  me  straight  to  the  place 
^liere  he  is  to  be  found,"  said  Justine  raising 
"C  Soft  tearful  eyes  with  a  look  of  doubtful  en- 
l*iiry  to  the  face  of  the  farmer. 

"To  be  sure  I  will,"    he   carelessly  replied. 

Has  he  not  sent  me  in  search   of  you,   and 

nat  brought  me  hither  do  you  think,   but  the 

Monk's  assurance  that  I  should  6nd  you  in  the 

^oods." 

Justine  again  looked  anxiously  at  the  speaker ; 
wder  any  othercircumstances  he  was  a  man 
*ue  so  entirely  disliked,  that  she  would  have 
•cwnfully  refused  his  preferred  escort ;  but 
"ow,  though  she  feared  him  as  much  as  ever, 
'be  remembered  that  he  was  accounted  honest, 
>M  her  eager  desire  to  haateD  to  \Valther> 
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mastered  every  other  feeling.  She  ftu^ot 
promise,  she  forgot  her  fatigue,  her  hunger  and 
the  imminent  danger  Ehe  was  ahoui  to  encoun- 
ter, she  saw  only  Walther,  her  betrothed  hus- 
band—her  idol — her  beloved — wouuded  and 
dying. 

"  I  will  go  with  you,"  she  said,  and  though 
Staffer  took  her  ^lender  fingers  in  his,  to  help 
her  through  the  brushwood,  they  no  longer 
struggled  in  his  horny  hand,  but  she  followed 
him  with  the  meekness  of  a  lamb. 

For  a  time  there  was  no  other  means  of  de- 
scent, but  over  rugged  masses  of  stone,  and 
broken  ground,  hung  with  brambles,  and  wood- 
bine, and  hazel,  and  the  poor  girl  soon  found 
her  strength  was  little  equal  to  the  task  she  had 
undertaken  ;  faint  and  trembling  she  submitted 
in  patient  silence,  when  Staffer  glad  of  tho  op- 
portunity, passed  his  strong  arm  round  her 
slender  waist,  and  lifted  her  down  the  most 
difficult  parts  of  the  pass.  He  felt  her  breath 
upon  his  cheek,  her  hair  brushed  hia   foreheaiF^ 
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id  vithout  an  attempt  toresist  the  temptation. 
She  was  about  to  press  his  lips  to  hers,  when  in 
■*n  instant  she  was  gone  !  like  a  wave  from  a 
'^utitain,  she  had  glided  from  his  hoW,  and 
'•pringiog  from  the  rocks  went  flying  amongst 
the  trees  that  covered  the  more  level  ground 
beneath. 

■  "  Ha !  ha  I  my  young  mistress,  there  is  still 
■ODoe  life  in  thee !"  roared  the  huge  farmer, 
**  hut  it  will  not  last  long,  and  when  thy  breath 
*■  spent,  I  shall  catch  thee  tvithouC  running,  I 
^arrant !"  and  followed  by  hia  man  Jaques, 
'*lio  had  joined  him  at  the  foot  of  the  rocks,  he 
'^ntinued  to  advance  without  at  all  quickening 
"*s  pace. 

Nor  was  he  mistoken  in  his  calculation,   fur 

^e  exertion   Justine  had   made,  was  the  last 

^*^umph  of  the  mind  over  an  exhausted  frame, 

^^i!  before  many   minutes  had    elapsed,   her 

^^rmenter  again  came  up  with  her. 

She  iras  resting  half  fainting  at  the  base   of 
^*»of  the  wooden  crosaet,  that  marhed  the 
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■"  The  ^aail  'le  tiv-  ■▼ue  nter  lil."  he  duniiEiit 

^  mri  XCicnaei  '^rrnaf  «huJ  pay-  ma  back  mj 
jr^Ul.  ;infi  i  zood  ioTer  inro  die  barzun !  Father 
Paul  may  be  a  ^choiarror  au:rtic  I  know«  and 
Walther  Sranz  aia-  he  herrer  con^hc  than  fifd, 
hut  I  7 ill  prove  a  match  for  both  of  them  jet ! 
bnt  there  \%  neither  priest,  nor  dower  to  be  bad 
here^  to  we  must  e^cn  make  the  best  of  our  way. 
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i^a^iiea,"  he  said  turnlDg  to  his  compauion,  "  I 
<9lu>uld  not  wonder  if  the  girl  locked  food  !" 
>.    "  Truly  she  looks  as  pale  as  a  nuQ  at  the  end 
pt  i,enl,"  was  the  reply,  "  shall  I  unfasten  my 
-wallet?" 

"  We  are  as  aafe  here,  as  we  are  like  to  he 
*0-day,"  said  Staffer,  '•  and  by  my  faith,  we 
have  been  abroad  since  dawn,  and  need  break- 
■*8t.  Let  us  Bce  what  thy  dame  has  provided 
for  iiB." 

'  Before  these  words  were  concluded,  the  pea- 
**n.t  had  untied  a  knapsack  from  his  back,  anil 
'n  two  seconds,  an  ample  sopply  of  coarse  cakca 
*o.*l  mountain  cheese  was  spread  upon  the 
K'^s.  Jaques  then  unbound  a  leathern  bottle 
^^ta  his  girdle,  and  handed  it  with  a  drinking 
^up  of  the  same  material  to  his  master.  But 
"taffer,  for  once,  thought  of  another  before  him- 
*^lf,  and  turning  to  Justine,  insisted  on  her 
'^allowing  a  small  portion  of  the  wine  ere  he 
exceeded  to  satisfy  his  own  hunger  and  thirst. 
'  ^^  9f.  the  Bainu  she  is  half  tarnished  1"  c^ied 
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common  path  from  the  Hospital  to  Goldau^  the 
waj  was  comparatively  eaay^and  tbogirl  strea* 
uously  refused  all  the  £Eirmer*s  offers  of  assist- 
am^  ;  though  he  repeatedly  addressed  her^  she 
maintained  the  most  determined  silence^  nor 
did  even  an  exclamation  escape  her  lipsj  till  at 
length  emerging  from  the  woods,  the  whole 
valley  lay  widely  sprea4  before  them. 

It  was  one  of  those  cold,  dreary  spring  days 
common  to  mountainous  countries,  when  the 
heavy  grey  clouds  completely  veil  the  sun,  and 
the  iace  of  nature^  and  the  spirit  of  man,  seem 
equally  oppressed  and  saddened. 

But  even  the  sombre  pine  forests  on. the 
Righi,  in  that  funereal  light,  were  a  more  cheer- 
ful spectacle  than  the  vale  of  Ooldau,  which 
on  the  previous  day  seemed  a  terrestrial  para^ 
dise,  where  rich  productive  gardens*  aronnd  the 
cottages  were  intersected  with  walnut  trees  and 
orchards  laden  with  blossom,  where  the  young 
corn  made  the  upper  lands  as  green  as  the 
meadows  near  the  margin  of  the  lake  of  Zug, 
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gular  array,  hedges  of  pikes  glittering  along 
every  rank. 

The  drum,  and  the  clarion,  and  the  fife,  made 
harsh  dissonance  ^ith  the  solemn  voice  of  na* 
ture,  in  these  her  wild  and  hallowed  haunts, 
but,  as  if  she  scorned  the  mockeries  of  man,  ever 
and  anon  the  fall  of  some  far  a  blanche,  the 
rushing  of  the  torrents,  or  the  crashing  thun- 
der of  a  rock  that  rolled  from  its  airy  pinnacle 
into  the  fathomless  abyss,  seemed  to  crush  all 
other  sounds  beneath  their  might,  and  the  cla- 
rion, and  the  fife,  and  the  drum  were  silenced 
by  the  mighty  din  of  the  elements. 

The  tricoloured  flag  was  flying  far  and  wide, 
and  not  less  than  ten  thousand  French  were 
stationed  between  Morgarten  and  Arth,  but  to 
the  consternation  of  Justine,  not  a  single  Swiss 
was  visible.  Their  dwellings  were  deserted,  or 
consumed ;  their  fields  foi'saken  ;  and  as  far  as 
her  eye  could  reach,  not  a  living  creature  ap- 
peared to  dispute  the  possession  of  the  country 
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*»  Ihey  call  it,  whilst  if  they  had  let  the  French 
We  their  own  way,  matters  would  have  gone 
imooth  eaough,  and  no  man  the  worse  for  it. 
But  Aloya  Reding  and  Father  Paul  have  stirred 
up  the  rebellion,  and  they  are  learned  men  ;  it 
•ifHjs  is  your  learned  men  who  are  at  the 
boitom  of  mischief.  Thank  the  Saints,  no  learn- 
UgTfls  ever  knocked  into  my  brains,  to  teach 
"ioa  that  black  is  white,  and  white  black !  it 
■»aja  brings  a  man  to  ruin  sooner  or  later." 

"But  where  is  Walther  Stanz?"  said  Jus- 
^  without  having  heard  a  single  syllable  of 
'^  \ong  tirade. 

"Thou  wilt  know  that  soon  enough  my 
pretty  damsel,"  he  returned,  "  but  come  along," 
Mdhe  again  continued  his  way.  He  carefully 
woided  the  valley,  and  keeping  along  the  side 
'"  the  mountain,  he  traversed  the  woods  by 
"fficult  paths,  where  the  solitude  and  poverty 
^  the  land  had  not  yet  tempted  any  of  the 
'*CQ^  marauders  to  penetrate.  Justine  fol- 
W^ed  him  without  a  murmur,  only  occasionally 
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breaking  silence,  to   inquire   with    mereoamg 
anxietv  tbr  her  lover. 

More  than  another  half  hour  had  thus  poaaed, 
when  thev  came  suddenly  in  front  of  a  little 
chalet,  perched  like  a  nest  in  a  narrow  reoesa  of 
the  rocks.  It  was  a  wretched  hovel,  deserted 
and  forlorn,  vet  the  poor  girFa  heart  leapt  with 
jov  when  her  conductor,  pointing  to  it,  told  her 
thev  had  reached  their  destination. 

Her  whole  frame  trembled  with  agitation, 
and  Qo  sooner  had  he  pushed  open  the  door, 
than,  eagerly  calling  on  Walther,  she  rushed 
into  the  wretched  dwelling. 

It  consisted  onlv  of  one  room,  and  that  room 
was  empty.  Not  a  trace  was  there  to  be  seen 
of  any  recent  inhabitant,  and  the  loud  and 
mocking  laugh  of  Staffer,  as  he  stood  on  the 
threshold,  at  once  convinced  the  wretched  Jus- 
tine how  fearfully  she  had  been  deluded^  and 
wildly  wringing  her  hands  in  utter  despair,  with 
a  faint  cry  she  fell  senseless  to  the  ground. 


THB      THIRST  FOR   OOLD.  289 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

lU  no  in  makin  muckle  malr, 

To  make  us  truly  blest ; 
If  happiness  has  not  her  seat 

And  centre  in  the  breast. 
We  maj  be  wise,  or  rich,  or  great, 

But  never  can  be  blest. 
Nae  treasures^  nor  pleasures 

Could  make  us  happy  tang ; 
The  heart,  aj's  the  part,  aj, 

That  makes  us  right  or  wrang. 

BCBNS. 

^^t  disappointment  of  Micliael  Graaf  at  the 

^•^pc  of  his  niece  was  unbounded^  but  he  was 

yet  more  provoked  that  Father  Paul  had  eluded 

^^  power.     His  soul  thirsted  for  vengeance  on 

^  Hermit.     He  had  disliked  him  from  his 

^Best  years,  and  the  part  he  had  acted  in  the 

"^^nt  trial  of  Walther  Stanz,  and  his  own  con- 

^'^nation,  had  so  roused  all  the  darkest  pas- 
^'ol.  II.  o 


eions  of  his  nature,  that  though  habitually  only 
merciless  when  he  judged  leniency  iuexpedient) 
lie  now,  from  absolute  hatred,  longed  to  efieet 
his  destruction.  Step  by  step  sin  had  gener 
rated  sin,  till  even  his  horror  of  shedding  blood 
waa  overpowered  by  the  activity  of  evil  ia  bm 
heart. 

In  this  mood  he  had  offered  a  large  reward, 
for  the  Hermit's  capture,  but  in  vain.  The 
night  passed  on  without  Ihe  hunters  after  hu- 
man blood  bringing  any  food  to  sate  his  venge- 
ance ;  morning  dawned,  and  do  trace  of  the 
fu^tivea  had  been  discovered.  The  cavern  of 
Father  Paul  was  searched ;  he  was  not  wit 
its  raccsses ;  the  deserted  Hospital  was  i 
racked,  but  he  was  not  there  to  be  found,  i 
the  Treasurer  was  at  length  obliged  to  dismiss 
bia  weary  followers,  without  his  wishes  beli^ 
accoiapUshed. 

But  whilst  his  desire  of  vengeance 
rather  aggravated  than  allayed  by  disappoint- 
ment, other  feelings  mingled  wildly  in  this 
man's  disordered  mind. 
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He  had  seen  whilst  in  the  Hermit's  cave^ 
though  his  companions  did  not,  a  lai^  coffer 
half  hidden  by  the  deep  shadows  of  the  place. 
He  had  trembled  at  the  time  lest  other  hands 
should  rifle  it,  and  now,  when  all  else  seemed 
unattainable,  his  brain  felt  absolutely  throbbing 
with  his  strong  desire  to  ascertain  the  contents 
of  this  n^ysterious  chest. 

If  his  foot  bad  been  on  the  throat  of  Father 
Paul,  and  a  dagger  in  his  hand,  one  feeling 
could  have  had  power  to  arrest  his  vengeance — 
his  visionary  affection  for  the  child  of  his  ima- 
gination, his  longing  for  an  heir  to  his  hard' 
earned  wealth,  and  his  eager  desire  to  unravel 
the  secret  of  its  destiny,  it  might  be  said  of  its 
very  existence,  which  he  firmly  believed  that 
the  Hermit  and  no  other  living  man  could  re- 
veal to  him.  For  this  he  would  have  spared 
even  the  being  he  esteemed  his  worst  enemy ; 
for  this  he  would  have  pardoned  all  his  injuries, 
he  would  have  heaped  wealth  upon  him^  he 
08 
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vould  have  blessed  liim,  and  with  all  the  idea 
of  the  coffer  strangely  mingled. 

Other  men  were  thinking  of  the  awfnl  crisis 
of  their  country's  fate;  of  the  fearful  progress 
nf  the  enemy,  and  the  horrors  and  the  ravages 
of  the  past  night ;  and  their  hearts  were  en- 
grossed by  the  mighty  interests  of  the  passing 
hour,  or  by  deep  anxiety  for  the  approaching 
calamities  that  threatened  their  people.  But 
when  his  followers  left  Michael  Graaf  in  the 
old  forest  of  the  Righi,  standing  alone  by  the 
brink  of  the  torrent,  though  the  roll  of  the 
enemy's  cannon  continually  broke  upon  the 
solitude,  no  concern  for  the  deep  calamities  bis 
cupidity  had  brought  upon  his  country,  no 
repentance  for  having  sent  a  flaming  sword  into 
her  peaceful  valleys,  and  slaughter  amidst  her 
children,  for  a  moment  disturbed  his  mind.  He 
was  thinking  only  of  Father  Paul  and  the 
mysterious  cotfer. 

Amidst   the    greatest  calamity,  and  sorrow 
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apparently  the  most  engrossing,  were  the  truth 
confessed,  there  is  frequently,  some  unbidden 
thought  intrudes  on  the  mind  of  the  sufferer, 
ud  from  the  noblest  feelings,  the  loftiest,  or 
dK  most  generous  sympathy  of  which  human 
Mure  is  capable,  brings  him  back  to  self,  and 
•he  petty  cares  of   material  existence.     The 
'"Ightiest  minds  have  moments  of  weakness  to 
"fnund  them  of  their  frailty.    But  when  the 
'oiage  of  the  Hermit's  chest  arose  before  Mi- 
chael   Graaf,    amidst  the  vast    and    solemn 
Ptadeur  of  the   mountains,    it  expelled    no 
'^bler  ideas  from  his  mind.    As  we  have  before 
■•>d,  he  uras  no  observer  of  nature,  and  though 
^*Pable    of     fervent    individual    attachment, 
•^nevolent  sympathy  with  his  fellow  creatures 
^^  had   never  felt.     He  cared  no  more  for  a 
°'^"is8,  than   a  Frenchman ;  an  inhabitant   of 
^•''is,  or  Lucerne,   was  all  the  same  to  him ; 
^^y  were  welcome  to  cut  each  others  throats 
^^  nnything  he  cared,  provided  they  neither 
""^^Icsted  him,  n :)r  his  property,  and  so,  whilst 
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the  vital  struggle  was  ragiog  around  Ilud  I 
thought  only  of  the  oU  black  coffer. 

Again  and  again  he  marvelled  what  it  con- 
tained, and  though  in  reahtj  there  was  nothing 
extraordinary  in  Father  Paul's  having  such  i 
possession,  he  saw  in  it  the  deepest  myetei 
He  thought  over  all  be  knew  of  the  Hermit^ 
early  history,  of  his  strange  knowledge  of  his 
own  former  life.  The  known  and  the  unknowD, 
the  true  and  the  imaginary,  jostled,  and  flittc 
and  mingled  with  his  burning  wishes,  in  wiU 
and  perplexing  confusion,  till  in  the  coffer,  oat 
in  the  coffer  only,  he  was  convinced  he  shoul 
tind  the  solution  of  his  perplexing  doubts. 

With  a  dark  and  disturbed  mind,  he  turm 
to  retrace  his  steps  to  the  cave ;  yet  it  was  1 
place  he  never  even  thought  of  without  aw 
associated  as  it  was  \vith  the  image  of  Fall 
Paul,  for  he  feared  the  recluse,  even  more  than 
he  hated  him,  and  though  the  Treasurer,  except 
by  his  hypocrisy,  never  acknowledged  to  him 
self  any  respect  for  virtue,  there  was  a  loA 
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grandeur  in  the  Hermit's  pious  life  that  abashed 
and  humbled  him.  The  ghost  of  his  own  crimes 
seemed  ever  ready  at  his  call  to  upbraid  him 
with  the  past,  and  the  very  name  of  his  dwell- 
ing place,  at  all  times  brought  a  host  of  such 
images  before  his  mind. 

Yet  thither  he  persevered  in  going;  con- 
vinced that  from  Father  Paul  himself  he  had 
nothing  that  day  to  dread,  and  eager  to  avail 
himself  of  his  absence,  he  proceeded  up  the 
mountain  with  such  unwonted  celerity,  that 
soon  after  sunrise  he  stood  on  the  narrow 
terrace  before  the  cavern. 

It  was  an  oratory,  where  the  Hermit  was 
wont  to  lift  his  heart  to  heaven,  in  grateful 
adoration  for  the  prospect  of  natural  sublimity 
and  human  happiness  displayed  in  the  moan- 
tains  and  valleys  it  overlooked ;  but  Michael 
took  no  note  of  either. 

A  little  way  before  him,  darted  down  the 
chrystal  cataract,  where  the  guardian  spirit  of 
Father  Paul,  was  wont  to  appear  to  him  in  fair 
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and  shaduwv  ,;uue.  but  the  waters  had  no 
UiimbiciaL  sbr  ^lim.  jmi  the  cascade  to  his  sight 
was  au  axore  chan  a  lalling  torrsnc.  The  one 
man  ^saw  a  suui  in  my  chin^^  ro  the  other^  all 


Ich  keener  ^crotinT.  he  surveired  the  dark 
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recess  he  was  about  to  enter,  for  though  it 
appeared  as  silent  and  lonely  as  he  had  recently 
Lett  it.  he  shrank  with  his  wonted  reluctance 
ficom  the  hallowed  sanctuonr.  It  was  not  that 
he  dreaded  to  and  the  Hermit  there,  such  a 
possibility  never  occured  to  his  mind,  but 
thou^  the  broad  sun  tell  tar  within  the  thres- 
hold, the  thoughts  ot  his  oxrn  brain  made  him 
dirink  from  advancing. 

He  sat  down  on  the  stone  seat  at  the  entrance 
— he  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  brow ; 
he  looked  around  on  the  rocks,  the  waterfall, 
the  stump  of  an  old  tree,  as  if  to  convince  him- 
self that  he  was  still  in  his  senses  ;  he  upbraid- 
ed himself  for  his  folly,  for  his  terrors ;  he  looked 
at  the  sun,  and  calculated  how  long  it  would  be 
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before  he  eould  get  back  to  Lucerne ;  he  watched 
the  evolutions  of  a  French  regiment  on  the 
plain,  and  considered  how  many  days  the  Swiss 
would  be  able  to  continue  their  resistance ;  then 
he  remembered  Justine^  and  the  necessity  of 
flying  with  his  ill-gotten  wealth  within  two 
days  at  furthest. 

Then  again  he  thought  of  the  coffer,  of  the 
evidence  concerning  his  child^  that  must  be  ob- 
tained before  his  departure,  or  lost  to  him  for 
cver^  and  without  allowing  time*  for  his  former 
apprehensions  to  recur,  he  rushed  into  the 
cavern. 

For  a  few  moments  he  could  discern  no  ob- 
jects in  the  gloom  that  pervaded  it,  but  gradual- 
ly  the  outline  of  the  old  crucifix  became  visible^ 
with  a  death's  head  standing  on  the  missal  at 
its  base.  Michael  crossed  himself ;  he  was  no 
devotee,  but  to  the  hardest  heart  it  was  an 
awful  and  a  startling  sight  to  behold  those 
sacred  emblems  of  death  and  immortality^  as 
the  advancing  suiibeams  at  that  moment 
o  5 
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bathed  them  in  radiance^  leaving  all  beyond 
darkneu  as  inBcratablej  as  the  eternity  whe 
the  glory  of  the  Cross  alone  is  visible  as      ' 
beacon  to  the  footsteps  of  man. 

His  limbs  trembled  ;  the  heart  of  the  widest 
was  moved.    For  the  first  time  in  his  life, 
felt  that  though  he  had  prayed^  and  gone 
mass,  and  given  alms,  and  fasted  in  due 
confessed  and  received  absolution,  there  was 
hope  in  heaven  for  him ;  for  the  first  time 
his  life  he  felt  the  spirit  of  the  religion  of  whkrSi 
he  had  hitherto  regarded  only  the  forms,  sm^ 
he  knelt  down  before  the  crucifix  and  wqiL 

How  long  he  thus  remained  in  a  trsnce  ^^^ 
terror,  rather  than  repentance,  it  would  be  iam." 
possible  to  say,  but  the  sunbeams  had  in  th.^ 
meanwhile  continued  to  travel    onwards,  aa 
lichen  the  wretched  man  again  looked  up,  the; 
shone  full  on  the  old  black  coffen 

Michael  started  up ;  all  his  fears  of  the  ne^-'^ 
w^orld  were  instantaneously  obliterated  by  tlm^ 
recurrence  of  his  habitual  qares  for  this,  &i^^ 
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forgetting  everything  but  the  object  that  had 
brought  him  thither,  he  hastened  to  acoompliih 
his  infamous  purpose. 

But  the  utmost  efforts  of  his  strength  were 
unequal  to  raise  the  ponderous  lid  of  the  chest, 
for  in  addition  to  its  weight,  and  it  was  heavily 
clamped  with  iron,  a  massive  lock  efiectually 
precluded  the  possibility  of  opening  it.  He 
bruised  his  hands,  he  tore  his  nails  in  his  efforts 
to  force  it,  but  all  in  vain  ;  he  might  as  well 
have  attempted  to  raise  the  mountain  that  was 
piled  above  his  head. 

In  this  dilemma  it  occurred  to  him  that  it 
was  possible  the  key  might  be  concealed  in 
some  part  of  the  cave.  It  was  evidently  of 
large  dimensions,  and  it  was  not  unlikely,  that 
Father  Paul  instead  of  carrying  it  about  with 
him,  might  think  it  sufficiently  secure  in  some 
secret  nook  of  that  inaccessible  place.  He  de- 
^termincd  at  all  events  to  make  a  search,  whea 
if  he  did  not  discover  the  key  itself^  he  might 
perhaps  find  some  tool  to  burst  open  the  coffer. 
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For  long  hA  saxmht  in  Taiiiy  but  his  ani  lent 
him  potieiice,  uid  ac  lenstk  to  lus  i"^*"^  de» 
ligbty  whea  he  nearlv  despaired  of  suceeVy  he 
fijond  a  small  bundle  of  dried  weeds^  thrust 
into  a  hole  in  the  rock,  and  in  the  middle  of  this 
was  a  huge  old  key.  He  dew  with  it  to  the 
box  ;  it  exactly  fitted  the  kev*hole  ;  it  tomed 
in  the  lock  without  difficultv^  and  in  another 
moment,  with  infinite  exultation*  Michael  Groaf 
raised  the  ponderous  lid. 

There  was  a  close,  mustv  smell  in  the  coffer, 
as  if  it  had  not  been  opeu(:d  for  years,  a 
white  linen  was  closely  spread  over  its  contents, 
and  when  the  sunbeams  darted  within  it,  and 
the  Treasurer  raised  a  corner  of  the  cloth,  he 
felt  as  if  he  had  let  the  light  and  air  into  a  long 
buried  cofiin,  and  was  raising  the  shrond  from 
the  face  of  the  dead.  Yet  still  he  persevered  ; 
no  roan  but  himself  could  know,  or  divine  the 
powerful  feelings  that  urged  him  to  the  scru- 
tiny. But  at  first  he  found  nothing  to  fulfil 
his  expectations. 
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^^  was  a  decent  suit  of  male  attire^  that 

l^'^^bly  usually  worn  by  Father  Paul,  when 

■^  QUde  long  excursions  from  his  mountain 

'<^;  there  was  a  case  of  mathematical  instru- 

*>QU,  tfnd  a  tew  books.    All  these  Graaf  care- 

^y  removed  one  after    another,    diligently 

*<iirehing  each,  to  ascertain  that  no  M.S.  was 

wden  amongst  them.     When  this  was  done, 

^  farther  contents  of  the  box  were  concealed 

I7  another  sheet.    The  hand  of  Michael  trem- 

Ued  as  be  raised  it ;  he  felt  as  if  an  evil  demon 

*M  crouched  upon  his  shoulder,  and  grinning 

^mphantly  at  his  work  ;  yet  he  persevered. 

But  no  sooner  did  his  eye  fall  on  that  which 
•y  beneath,  than  with  a  heavy  groan  he  rc- 
^^Ked  his  hold  and  clasped  his  hands  in  agony. 
^'  a  spirit  had  arisen  before  him  from  the 
R'^vc,  he  could  scarcely  have  been  more 
appalled.  Yet  there  was  nothing  there  to  have 
^^'rified  any  other  man ;  it  was  only  the  picture 
^  •  very  fair  woman,  on  which  the  eyes  of 
^^^tiaf  had  fallen. 
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^  ■  •        •  • 

ytq^T^  itut  maws  ot  ^2ar  -Mnnam  3BULe«cr sefani 

'»n#To^rt«t  ti3w?nT€!rv.  ret  jv  tesree&  '•iieii  he 
rfrmfumtyfrPun,  .1  '▼as  memty  i  picture.  hi»  cuu- 
rf>^  ry*f iim^fL  ELs  <iid  :iar  e^en  xvcrt  his  eres 
whi»n  he  a^asn  iirt^d  the  covering,  buc  daed 
them  f^woliiteiy  on  the  portraic.  The  fiMe, 
fhfm^  ^Im  and  beaatxtiiL  was  Terv  sad :  &r 
M^ler  thAn  he  remembered  to  haive  ever  seen  it. 
He  well  knew  wherefore,  and  a  deep  siefa  heaved 
the  htmnm  of  the  wretched  Treasurer,  aa  he 
tfirnf  li  hill  f^Hze  to  other  objects. 

f^et  no  rnan  belicre  that  guilt  goes  unpun- 
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ished  in  this  world ;  it  may  smile  and  glitter, 
but  the  dagger  is  meanwhile  in  the  heart,  and 
were  its  secret  agonies  revealed,  even  thou^ 
they  be  but  momentary,  the  innocent  would 
shrink  with  horror  from  the  sad  spectacle. 

Michael  Graaf  continued  his  search,  buHt 
was  only  to  multiply  his  pangs.  The  next 
thing  he  found  was  the  dress  of  a  female.  It 
had  nothing  remarkable  in  it,  but  he  knew  it  at 
a  glance.  It  was  the  garment  his  wife  wore, 
the  day  be  gave  her  into  the  power  of  another. 
To  search  further  it  was  necessary  to  lift  it  out 
of  the  trunk. 

Reader,  have  you  ever  unclosed  the  coffers  of 
the  dead  after  they  are  mouldering  in  the 
grave  ?  Do  you  know  their  dank  and  earthly 
smell  ?  Have  you  ever  dropped  tears  over  the 
well  known  attire,  you  have  seen  again  and 
again,  on  one  who  hath  now  no  need  of  any  but 
a  winding  sheet  ?  Have  you  felt  a  chill  awe 
creep  over  you,  as  you  lifted  the  empty  gar- 
ments, creased  and  useless,  yet  each  instinct,  as 
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it  Here,  vilh  the  face  ftod  figure  of  their  fornier 
owaer?  Hsve  you  felt  ad  you  looked  at  their 
quaint,  and  obsolete  lasliioD,  and  thought  h 
an  immort.ll  creature  had  delighted  in  tbog 
rags,  how  vain  and  worthless  is  nil  save  lavj 
and  faith,  that  perishing  mortaU  value  here? 
Have  joyful  days,  and  happy  smiles,  come  flit- 
ting before  you?  Have  sweet  voices,  '""g 
hushed  by  death,  sounded  vainly  on  your  e 
till  you  started  from  the  trance  to  weep  ot^ 
the  youth,  ftnd  joy,  aud  hope,  that  like  I 
ovrner  of  these  sad  relics,  bad  departed  for  ever? 
Header  I  even  if  you  have  cxjierienced  all  this, 
unless  you  have  bceu  the  destroyer  both  of  the 
(lead,  and  of  your  own  happiness,  you  can  form 
only  a  faint  coDceptian  of  Micharl  Graafa  feel- 
ings, when  he  dared  \i  ith  impure  bands  to  touch 
the  garments  of  the  departed  Clarice.  But  be 
mastered  them !  He  lifted  out  the  various 
erticles  of  attire,  one  after  another,  and  laid 
them  on  the  floor  by  his  side.  An  overwbela 
iiig  jHLssion  animated   his  heart,  under  whi 
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influence  he  would  have  recklessly  hiuried  to 
the  veiy  brink  of  destruction.  At  length  the 
work  was  done;  nothing  remained  in  the 
coflfer,  but  a  small  leather  box.  He  eagerly 
seized  it.  It  was  not  locked^  and  contained  a 
little  paper  parcel^  carefully  sealed  on  every 
side. 

The  iniquitous  search  of  the  Treasurer  had 
hitherto  been  requited  only  by  pain  and  disap- 
pointmeniy  and  with  anxious  impatience  he  tore 
off  the  fastenings  of  the  packet.  In  it  he  found 
two  locks  of  hair — one,  long,  black  and  shining; 
the  other,  short,  curled,  and  golden,  like  a 
wedding  ring;  one  of  those  bright  glittering 
things  that  cluster  round  the  head  of  infancy. 
They  were  evidently  the  relics  of  a  mother  and 
her  child.  So  amazed,  so  heart  stricken  was 
the  Treasurer,  that  several  moments  elapsed 
before  he  saw,  that  withiu  the  paper  these 
words  were  written  in  a  tremulous,  and  almost 
illegible  hand,  ^^  The  hair  of  Clarice  and  her 
child  ;'^  but  no  sooner  had  he  done  so,  than 
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Willi  ihe  t"BpfnieB8  of  a  maniac  he  seized  the 
fiolileii  curl,  he  pressed  it  to  his  lips,  aguin  and 
flpiin,  he  wcgit,  he  raved  hy  turns  in  rapture 
niid  despair ;  he  paced  the  cave,  he  returned  lo 
ihe  cdfl'cr,  npiin  he  knelt  down,  and  again  pe- 
ni^ed  the  i>recioii9  wriiing,  as  if  he  had  lost  the 
power  ftiUr  to  imiierstami  its  meaning.  All  he 
knew  (listinetly  was,  that  he  was  a  ^her  j  that 
the  M  j^hes  of  his  lifs  vcrc  fulfilied,  and  Clarice 
lind  hecn  n  mother  before  she  died.  His  off- 
Hprinf^  had  liveil  and  hreaUied ;  there  was  its 
]irvciuii9  ringlet  \ 

Then  in  a  moment  flashed  on  his  mind  the 
horrihle  apprehension,  that  nothing  more  re- 
mained of  it  Ujion  earth ;  or  why  would  ibal 
golden  curl  have  been  wrapped  in  the  same 
cover  with  the  dark  tress  of  the  dead.  It  seemed 
scarcely  possible  to  doubt  that  the  infant  and 
the  mother  had  both  gone  to  the  grave.  And 
yet,  there  was  a  chance  that  it  was  not  so !  that 
he  might  live  to  discover,  to  claim  and  acknow- 
ledge bis  child  as  his  own ;  that  he  migfat  jet 
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be  relieved  from  the  agony  of  lox&eliness^  and 
not  go  unlamented  to  the  grave. 

Then  bitterly  and  deeply  did  he  curse  Father 
Paul,  for  having  so  long  concealed  the  fact. 
Never  once  did  he  think  of  the  love^  which  had 
prompted  the  poor  Hermit  to  retain^  as  his  sole 
earthly  treasure,  these  worthless  remains  of  the 
dead ;  never  did  he  once  remember  with  grati* 
tude,  the  kindness  this  holy  man  had  extended 
to  the  poor^  abandoned  victim  of  his  avarice,  or 
the  sufferings  which  it  was  evident  had  been 
entailed  on  him  for  life^  by  his  supplanting  him 
in  the  affections  of  Clarice  I  No !  when  the 
image  of  Father  Paul  did  arise  before  him,  it 
was  neither  with  gratitude,  nor  pity ;  but  with 
hiatred  and  jealousy  the  most  intense.  It  dis- 
tracted him  to  think,  that  whilst  he,  childless 
and  unloved,  had  wasted  his  life  in  vain  re* 
searches  for  his  offspring,  he  would  have  given 
half  his  wealth  to  behold,  tliis  man,  the  object 
of  his-  utmost  detestation,  had  been  the  master 
of  his  secret,  and  the  silent  witness  of  his  agony. 
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He  envied  him  even  the  lock  of  hair,  and  for- 
getting his  own  dark  decda,  he  cursed  the  Her- 
mit repeatedly  as  the  Gole  creator  of  his  miserjr. 
The  laat  pcreon  a  man  accuses  is  himself! 

He  If  turned  to  the  coffer;  he  again  Icnelt 
doM-n,  and  without  any  of  his  former  reluctance 
once  more  turned  over  its  contcnta,  in  search 
of  some  further  evidence  of  his  child's  existenct'. 
But  there  vrns  nothing  more  to  be  found. 

It  was  evident  thai  from  Father  Paul  alone> 
could  be  learnt  the  tale  he  thirsted  to  discover. 
A^arious  schemes  lor  hia  arrest  ]>assed  iti  bis 
mind,  and  in  the  meantime  he  held  the  golden 
curl  in  his  hand  ;  he  left  the  woman's  tress  up- 
on the  ground ;  it  had  no  value  in  his  eyes ; 
hut  the  infant's  hair  he  folded  carefully  op, 
intending  to  keep  it  nest  bis  heart. 

"  I  have  got  this  at  least,  from  the  villain," 
he  murmured,  "  and  though  I  lavish  every 
farthing  I  am  worth,  he  shall  be  caught  ;  the 
story  of  my  child  shall  be  ivrung  (rotn  his  lips, 
or  one  of  us  shall  die  !" 
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At  this  moment  there  were  steps  behind  him ; 
still  holding  the  lock  of  hair^  he  sprang  from 
the  ground^  and  beheld  with  speechless  amaze- 
mentj  the  Hermit  himself^  striding  rapidly  to- 
wards him,  with  an  expression  of  lofty  indigna- 
tion in  his  gestures  and  movements,  and  such 
a  flashing  light  in  his  deep,  dark  eyes,  that  the 
coward  crouched  before  him  to  the  earth,  as  he 
would  if  he  had  beheld  an  enraged  lion  about 
to  spring  upon  him. 

"  Ha,  villian  !'*  cried  Father  Paul  seizing  his 
collar  with  an  iron  grasp,  '^  what  hast  thou  been 
doing  here !  not  content  with  plundering  the 
public  treasure-house,  hast  thou  clambered  to 
the  cell  of  the  Hermit  to  rifle  his  poor  stores  ? 
But  thou  hast  been  fitly  rewarded  for  thy 
pains !  callous  as  thou  art,  couldst  thou  pre- 
sume to  touch  those  garments,  to  scatter  them 
in  the  dust?  shame  on  thee  Michael  Graaf, 
shame  on  thee.  A  common  tbief  would  have 
more  respected  them,  had  he  known  as  thou 
dost,  the  delicate  being  to  whom  they  once  be- 
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longed.  And  the  biur — by  all  the  Saints  thou 
hadt  not  dared  to  break  the  seals,  to  pollute 
with  thy  foul  fingers  that  last  relic  of  thy  vic- 
tim ?  What  do  I  see !  the  raven  lock  of  poor 
Clarice,  the  treas  I  cut  from  her  pale  brow, 
before  I  laid  her  in  the  grave,  trodden  beneath' 
your  feet !  unfeeUng  wretch — brute — worst 
than  the  brute  that  nerver  had  a  soul!  have 
twenty  years  of  crime  yet  taught  thee  no  re- 
pentance," and  dashing  the  Treasurer  nearly  to 
the  further  end  of  the  cave,  he  knelt  down,  and 
pressing  tiie  dark  hair  to  his  lips,  whilst  bis 
eyes  were  dimmed  by  tears,  he  kissed  it  with 
the  utmost  reverence. 

"  Pure  angel,"  he  murmured,  "  cannot  death 
exempt  thee  from  insult,"  and  he  bowed  his 
head  and  wept. 

Michael  Graaf  from  a  dark  corner  of  Iheca* 
vern  watched  him  intently.  At  another  time 
he  would,  with  his  habitual  cowardice,  have 
seized  the  opportunity  to  escape,  but  now  lie 
reranined  patiently  watching  till  the  first  vio- 
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lence  of  the  ILermit^s  emotioa  bad  subaided^ 
that  he  might  haye  a,  better  chance  of  gaining 
his  object. 

For  a  time  Father  Paul  seemed  to  forget  him 
and  every  thing  the  world  contained,  save  the 
frail,  dry  lock  of  hair  in  his  hand,  till  suddenly 
another  idea  flashed  upon  his  mind*  He  looked, 
eagerly  around,  he  examined  the  little  box,  but 
he  found  not  what  he  sought. 

'*  Piti&l  scoundrel/'  he  said,  then  tuming 
towards  the  Treasurer,  ^^  what  hast  thou  done 
with  the  fair  curl  ?" 

^  It  is  mine !  mine  for  ever  I"  returned 
Michael ;  '^  it  grew  on  the  head  of  my  own 
child,  and  by  every  law  both  human  and  divine, 
it  is  mine,  and  mine  only." 

**  Ay,  if  thou  hadst  not  sold  thy  wife  P'  re^ 
turned  the  Hermit,  in  a  low,  deep  voice  of 
scorn,  "  if  thou  hadst  not  driven  the  fair  young 
innocent  thing,  that  hung  for  her  sole  support 
upon  thy  love,  to  seek  mercy  from  strangers, 
and  her  daily  bread  from  the  hand  of  charity.^' 
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"  But  still  her  child  was  mine !" 
"  II  might  be  bo,"  was  ihe  Herroil's  caustic 
reply,  "  and  yet  I  manel,  Michael  Graaf,  how 
such  an  honorable  man  can  seek  to  revive  the 
memory  of  these  dark  iraaEactions,  now  Clarice 
is  (lend,  and   I   am   content  to  let  the  whole 
matter  rest  in  oUivion  1" 
"  Uatil   DOW  you  never  acknowledged   faer 
death,"  returned  the  Treasurer.     "  Father  Paul 
you  have  cruelly  revenged  her.     Had  I  been 
certain  of  her  decease,  I  might  have  taken  ano- 
ther helpmate,  I  might  have  seen  other  childreu 
rising  around  me,  yet  whilst  you  concealed  from 
mc,  tliat  I  was  already  a  father,  you  robbed  i 
of  all  theaa  blessings." 

'*  Have  you  deserved  them  I"  answered  t 
Hermit,  in  a  voice  that  made  his  listener's  flesh 
creep  upon  his  bones.     »'  What  have  you  done 
that  children  should  cluster  round  your  knei 
whilst  my  hearth  is  desolate,  that  their  bi^ 
laugh  should  gladden  your  home,  whilsl  mine 
echoes  only  the  moaning  blast  ?  what  Iiave  }'ou 
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done  that  love  should  smooth  your  path  to  the 
grave,  whilst  mine  is  rugged  and  forlorn  ?  Tell 
me  that,  Michael  Graaf,  and  tell  me  why  you 
should  expect  me,  above  all  men,  to  be  the 
artiticer  of  your  joy  ?  why  one  on  whom  you 
have  inflicted  every  agony  that  tongue  could 
name,  whose  love  you  betrayed,  whose  hopes 
you  destroyed,  whose  heart  you  have  broken, 
should  bestow  on  you  even  a  beam  of  happi- 
ness?*' 

^^  By  all  things  sacred,  I  am  ready  to  swear 
I  never  sought  to  injure  you !"  said  the  Trea- 
surer submissively. 

"  No  matter !  for  my  own  wrongs  I  have 
forgiven  them  long  ago,  but  listen  to  me, 
Michael  Graaf.  When  I  first  discovered  your 
perfidy  in  friendship  and  in  love,  when  poor 
Clarice  pined  and  died  the  victim  of  your  heart- 
lessness  and  sin,  I  thought  all  men  were  villains. 
I  forswore  their  converse^— I  buried  myself  like 
a  savage  in  these  wilds.  Time  awore  away  this 
feeling,   and   1  became  again   convinced  that 
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there  were  still  kind  and  gentle  hearts  upon  the 
face  of  the  earth.  But  yours  was  not  amongst 
the  number.  No !  the  more  I  gave  credit  to 
human  virtue,  the  more  your  crimes  were  mag- 
nified, and  though  Clarice  had  borne  you  fifly 
children,  and  all  had  been  in  my  keeping,  I 
would  sooner  have  slain  them  with  my  own 
hiinds,  than  have  condemned  the  poor  inno- 
cents to  be  trained  to  iniquity,  by  a  wretch  so 
vile,  as  I  know  lliee  to  be." 

"But  does  my  child  yet  hvc?"  persisted 
Michael,  mastering  his  wrath,  "  surely,  surely, 
even  your  vengeance  might  be  sated,  by  the 
long  years  of  solitude  you  have  doomed  me  to." 
"  I  have  desired  no  vengeance,"  returned 
Father  Paul,  "  but  if  you  will  know  more,  this 
1  will  tell  you  !  when  Clarice  on  her  death-bed 
placed  an  infant  in  my  arms,  she  bade  me 
swear,  by  every  saint  in  heaven,  to  conceal  both 
from  you,  and  the  child,  the  secret  of  its  birth. 
'  I  would  not  have  it  trained  in  sin,'  she  said, 
*  lest  the  gates  ofheaven  might  be  closed  againtt 
it  for  ever,'  Under  one  circumstance  alone,  i 
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gave  me  permission  to  reveal  the  mystery,  and 
that  has  never  happened.  I  have  kept  my  pro- 
mise as  you  know ;  all  entreaties  are  unavail- 
ing, I  will  keep  it  to  the  end/' 

'^  This  is  madness,  Father  Paul !"  said  the 
distracted  man.  *'  If  I  know  not  my  child,  in 
these  civil  discords,  his  hand  may  be  against 
me,  and  mine  against  him.'' 

"  Then  his  blood  be  upon  your  own  head ; 
but  how  know  you  it  was  not  a  daughter,  Mi- 
chael Graaf ?"  rejoined  the  Hermit,  with  sar- 
castic composure. 

"  This  is  no  longer  to  be  borne  V*  cried  the 
Treasurer  pale  with  rage ;  "  I  am  alone.  Father 
Paul,  so  you  presume  to  insult  mc,  but  remem- 
ber, the  whole  French  army  is  ready  to  do  my 
bidding.  You  have  sought  to  prove  me  a  per- 
jurer and  a  thief,  in  the  eyes  of  my  country ; 
you  have  torn  my  niece  from  my  arms,  and 
now  you  dare  openly  to  boast,  that  you  have 
robbed  me  of  my  own  child.  It  was  but  lately 
1  had  your  neck  almost  upon  the  block,  and  by 
p  3 
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ihc  mass  it  sball  be  there  yet,  before  another 
week  is  over,  or  I  will  die  for  it.'* 

"  Vain  man,"  replied  the  Hermit,  "  well  you 
know,  that  by  one  effort  of  my  strength,  I  could 
casl  you  over  yonder  precipice,  to  roll  a  shape- 
less mass  into  the  torrent  at  its  base  j  that  by  one 
Hash  of  this  pistol,"  and  he  drew  one  from  his 
f^iidle,  as  he  spoke,  "  I  could  lay  you  a  corpse 
ill  my  feet,  did  1  not  remember  the  injunctions 
of  my  Redeemer.  Get  thee  gone  to  thy  money 
bags,  poor  boasting  miser  !  return  thanks  that 
the  care  of  no  soul  but  thine  own,  has  beeo 
committed  to  thy  keeping,  and  rejoice  that  thou 
hast  this  hour  to  deal  with  a  priest,  and  not  a 
aoldier.  But  give  me  that  golden  curl  before 
thy  departure,  it  is  too  pure  a  thing  to  remain 
in  thy  keeping." 

"  Never !"  answered  Michael,  with  a  courage 
derived  from  the  knowledge  that  his  life  was  in 
no  danger,  "  if  my  cliild  is  torn  fiom  mc,  this 
nt  leas',  shall  be  mine  ;  and  moreover  I  will  not 
depart  till  1  have  learnt  whither  you  have  con- 
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veyed  my  niece.  I  presume  you  have  sworn 
no  oath  that  compels  you  to  make  her  your 
prisoner !" 

^'  Walther  Stanz  will  take  good  care  no  ill 
betides  her/'  was  the  Hermit's  laconic  reply. 

"  Were  she  with  me,  she  would  have  no  need 
of  such  a  beggar's  protection,*'  said  the  Trea- 
surer. 

^  Find  her  then !"  said  Father  Paul,  "  she  is 
no  ward  of  mine."  '' 

'^  Deny  all  knowledge  of  her  if  thou  wilt/' 
cried  the  angry  Michael,  "  yet  I  saw  her  in 
thine  arms  last  night  upon  the  mountain." 

"  She  is  free  to  return  to  you,  whenever  she 
prefers  being  in  your  custody/'  returned  the 
Hermit  calmly,  **  but  now,  Michael  Graaf,  if 
you  have  nothing  else  to  say  to  me,  I  should  be 
glad  to  be  left  alone ;  my  time  is  too  precious 
to  be  longer  wasted  in  worse  than  useless  dis- 
course." 

^*  Traitor !  1  kuow  thy  plots,"  cried  Graaf 
**•  and  if  I  had  a  band  of  soldiers  at  my  back. 
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thou  shouldit  not  be  free  another  instant.  But 
thy  reign  will  soon  be  at  an  end." 

The  Hermit  laughed  aloud. 

"Thou  hast  grown  wondrous  valiant,  me- 
thinks,  H err  Treasurer,"  he  said,  "  since  I  told, 
thee  I  was  no  spiller  of  blood ;  but  I  advise 
thee  to  be  silent  and  begone,  for  there  are  many 
in  this  neighbourhood,  who  are  not  likely  to 
be  thus  lenient." 

Scarcely  had  Father  Paul  uttered  these  words, 
when  the  sound  of  numerous  and  heavy  steps 
was  distinctly  audible,  as  if  almost  at  the  mouth 
of  the  cavern. 

Every  limb  of  the  Treasurer  shook  ;  hia  pale 
face  turned  as  livid  as  a  corpse ;  yeE  he  eagerly 
waited  the  result ;  for  it  was  equally  possible 
for  the  intruders  to  be  his  friends,  as  hia  ene- 
mies,  and  if  the  former,  he  Jell,  with  malignant 
Joy,  that  the  Hermit  was  utterly,  and  inextri- 
cably in  his  poll  er. 
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CHAPTER    XIV, 


•he  felt 


A  gushing  from  his  heart,  that  took  away 
The  power  of  speech. 

WeRDSWOBTH. 

I  think  we  shall  not  meet  again, 
'Till  it  be  in  that  worid,  where  never  change 
h  known,  and  they  who  love  shall  part  no  more. 

SouTHEV, — Roderick. 


The  well  known  voice  of  Walther  Stanz,  call- 
ing Father  Paul  by  his  name,  quickly  dispelled 
the  pleasing  illusions  of  Michael  Graaf,  and, 
terrified  and  dismayed,  he  had  scarcely  time  to 
crouch  into  the  darkest  recess  of  the  cave,  ere 
the  young  mountaineer,  with  five  stout  peasants 
at  his  back,  all  fully  armed,  appeared  upon  its 
threshold.  He  knew  he  could  not  be  seen 
where  he  lay,  and  hoping  that  that  the  Hermit 
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might  forget  his  prcseuce,  he  anxiously  anuilctl 
th«  result. 

"  Father  Paul !"  e:cclaimed  Walther,  "  I  re- 
joice to  find  you  here,  for  we  come  by  the 
ortler  of  Aloys  Reding  to  escort  you  to  the 
camp  with  nil  speed.  Twice  he  sent  hither, 
before  dawii>  for  he  has  great  need  of  your  ad- 
vice, but  you  were  neither  to  be  seen  nor  heard 
of  I" 

"  But  you  came  not  at  midnight !"  returned 
Father  Pant  in  a  tone  that  sufficiently  conveyed 
his  meaning  to  Walther,  without  its  being  ne- 
cessary to  betray  their  secret  agreement  to 
those  around. 

"  Our  outposts  were  surprised  only  ai:  hour 
before,"  he  answered,  "  and  our  little  band  of 
patriots  found  themselves  engaged  in  the  dark- 
ness, with  nearly  the  whole  French  army. 
Their  shot  fell  on  our  ranks,  sweeping  down 
men  like  the  ripe  ears  in  harvest  time ;  and 
hves  were  precious  to  our  country  then,  u 
gems  in  a  king's  diadem.     A  little  band  fought 

nd  the  banner  of  Schwytz,  till  the  earth  was 
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slippery  with  their  blood,  but  no  man  fled,  and 
when  our  General  at  length  commanded  our 
retreat,  with  most  unwilling  hearts,  our  army 
left  the  field  in  perfect  order.  It  was  then  near 
dawn,  and  1  trust  you  will  no  longer  marvel, 
why  I  came  not  at  midnight/' 

"  All  this  we  imagined,  and  forgave  you," 
replied  the  Hermit. 

"  Went  you  to  the  chapel  ?"  was  the  young 
man's  eager  demand* 

"  I  did.'' 

^*  Alone  ?*' 

"  Most  surely  not,  and  those  who  waited  for 
you  there  are  safe  !** 

"Ha!  what  do  I  see  !  a  spy, — an  enemy  is 
amongst  us  !"  exclaimed  Walther,  as  his  eye 
at  that  moment  caught  the  figure  of  Michael 
Graaf,  gliding  along  amidst  the  gloom  at  the 
opposite  side  of  the  cavern. 
TheTreasurer  was  alreadynear  the  entrance  and 
the  backs  of  the  soldiers  were  towards  him,  so  aa 
completely  to  obstruct  the  passage  of  the  youog 
p  & 
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when   he    endeavoured   to 


mountaineer,  ' 

forward  to  arrest  his  flight. 

Father  Paul,  who  alone  understood  Walther's 
esclamationa,  had  no  n^ish  that  he  Ehould  tuake 
Graaf  his  prisoner,  and  ere  the  soldiers  compre- 
hended what  was  passing,  the  old  man  had 
effected  his  escape  from  the  cavern,  and 
running  full  speed  down  the  defile. 

"Let  him  go,"  said  the  Hermit,  "he  wii»| 
not  here  without  my  knowlede;e;  and  row  my 
friends,  when  I  have  replaced  the  contents  of 
this  coffer,  I  am  ready  to  follow  you  where  ever 
you  please,  only  this  I  muBt  stipulate,  that  one 
I  left  viaiting  for  me  in  the  wood  below,  muftt 
be  my  companion,*'  and  with  the  utmost  haste 
he  returned  into  the  old  hiding  place,  all  that 
Graaf  had  so  ruthlessly  disturbed ;  all  except 
the  tress  of  poor  Clarice's  hair.  "  I  may  never 
live  to  return,"  he  thought,  and  whilst  no  one 
ob&erved  him,  hehid  that  in  the  folds  of  hU 
frock. 

Ilista^k  was  speedily  done,  and  in  less  than 
five   minutes   after   the  disappearance   of  the 
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Treasurer,  Father  Paul  and  Walther  Stanz, 
^cre  hurrying  side  by  side,  along  the  moun- 
^^  paths,a  little  in  advance  of  their  companions^ 

*  he  young  man  eagerly  seized  the  opportu- 
^^^y  to  enquire  after  Justine. 

She  is  safe,**  replied  the  Hermit,  without 
™Dking  it  necessary  to  recount  the  dangers  of 
'***  past  night,  "  and  it  is  she  whom  I  am 
oesirous,  should  accompany  us  to  thecamp.^* 

Is  she  with  my  mother  ?*' 

*  ^o  !  Lena  has  fled  with  Fritz,  I  know  not 
^nit'h^,.^  and  Justine  remained  alone,  beyond 
yon  poiut  of  the  rock,  whilst  I  ascended  to  my 
^^^  in  search  of  food  for  her  !'' 

*  \ferciful  heaven  !  alone.  Father  Paul  ?" 
Even  so !"  returned  the  Hermit  calmly. 

**  She  was  too  feeble  to  climb  the  moun- 
^*^^  and  I  had  no  choice  but  to  leave  her, 
***   ^ee  her  die  of  hunger.** 

*'  You  chill  my  very  heart,"  said  the 
'^Uth  redoubling   his  speed.     "  I   have  heard 

t^rts  that  Michael  Graaf  is  abroad  in   pur- 
^lof  her,  and  if  they  be  not  true,  yet  such 
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bands  of  Uwless  men  are  roving  like  savages 
in  spjircli  of  plunder,  over  hill  and  vallej,  that  1 
am  half  maddened  to  think  of  the  fate 
may  have  befallen  her." 

"  The  nook  vrbere  I  left  her,"  replied  the 
recluse,  "  is  far  from  all  the  beaten  tracks, 
and  I  believe  known  only  to  myself;  yet  1 
would  we  were  there,  for  I  promised  to  re- 
turn to  her  long  before  this." 

Wullher  made  no  reply,  but  he  uncon- 
sciously quickened  his  pace,  till  it  was  with 
great  diHiruhv  that  Father  Paul  could  keep 
tip  with  the  rapidity  of  his  movements.  Since 
he  parted  troiu  Justine  at  Lucerne,  thonj 
bis  sense  of  duty  had  kept  him  for  from 
engaged  in  the  public  service,  he  liad  nevi 
ceased  to  think  of  her  with  the  deepest 
xiely,  and  the  most  impatient  longing  to  be- 
hold her.  The  Hermit's  proposition  to  unite 
them  on  the  previous  night,  in  the  holy  bonds 
uf  wedlock,  had  filled  his  heart  with  rapture, 
und  though  when  the  shepherds'  horiw 
sounded  to  balllei  and  the  guns  of  the  enei 
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woVe  tViflstillDessofthe  night,  and  surprised  and 

nearly  BurrouDded  them;  the  reckless  courage  of 

the  Swiss  army  alone  saved  Ihem  from   being 

entirely  cut  to  pieces,  he  felt  that  both   honor 

ind  (Jmy  equally   constrained   him  to   remain 

*""  share  the  dangers  of  his   countrymen,    yet 

*^^'^  amidst  that  wild  struggle,   the  image   of 

■"stuip  was  for  ever  before  him.     None  that 

*'6hi  fought  more  nobly,  yet   in  every  pause 

*'  '^attle  his  heart  wandered   to  the   Hospital, 

""i  his  love  inspired    his   gallant  deeds,  even 

'^^  than  his  long  and  ardent  desire  to  prove 

""iself  worthy   of  that   respect,  his    humble 

*"-h  denied  him. 

Souring  the  retreat  that  followed  the  conflict 

*  Dian  could  give  him  any  tidings  of  Father 

'•U!;  and  Aloys  llcding  felt  the   greatest    sur- 

«e  that  the  Hernsit  should  have  apparentlyde- 

^•*ted  him,  at  the  moment  of  danger,  when  he 

"»ed  on  his  holy  eloqneT]ce,and  boundless  influ- 

OeoverthepeftsantrVjtoinfusenew  courage  and 

k«lut)on  into  his  broken  ranks.   Nevertheless,. 

fth  he  and  Wiilther  knew  the  old  man  too, 
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weil  to  suspect  him  one  moment  of  treacherj, 
luid  when  the  latter  heard  that  Lena  and  his 
dumb  brother  Fritz  had  been  seen  flying  be- 
yond Lowertz,  he  felt  the  deept^st  apprvlien- 
sions,  not  for  the  Hermit  alone,  but  for  Juatim 
Brother  Ambrose,  and  Haas   Bmnk,  were  I 
nc^t  evil  messengers ;  but  as  they  bad  tmlTi 
taken  at  once  to  flight,  without  staying  to  ascer- 
tain tiie  nature  of  the  attack   on  Father  PauJ 
they  could  give  no  clear  account  of  the  a6'*aiij 
and  knew  not  that  Mjchnel  Graaf  had  been   i 
instigutor.     Their    narrative,    in    fact,  provd 
nothing  but  their  own  cowardice,  and  that  j 
detachment  of  the  enemy   had  ascended   the 
Righi;  but  it  decided  Aloys  Reding  to  send^ 
without  delay,  a  parly  in  quest  of  Father  Pai)J 
BufSciently    strong    to    assist  him    in    case 
danger ;  and  of  this,  much  to  his  satisfaction, 
Walther  Stanz  was  appointed  leader.  The  signs 
of  the  devastations  of  the  previous  night  hM 
filled  him  with   anxiety  as  he  uscendtd  lo  th] 
cavern,  but  it  was  not  till  be  arrived  at  the  spql 
where  the  Hermit  had  luft  Justine,  and  foundil 
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deserted,  that  his  agony  of  mind  completely 
mastered  him.  All  that  he  had  felt  till  that 
moment  was  absolutely  composure  in  compari- 
son; his  darkest  terrors  had  been  till  then 
chequered  by  the  light  of  hope,  but  from 
thenceforward,  there  Mas  nothing  but  evil  to 
expect. 

Father  Paul  himself  was  utterly  dismayed ; 
he  remembered  with  dread  how  recently  Mi- 
chael Graaf  had  left  his  cave,  but  as  he  had  not 
been  recognised  by  Walther,  he  forbore  to  tell 
him  this,  wisely  judging  it  useless  to  add  to  his 
first  poignant  sufferings.  But  though  neither 
his  religion,  nor  his  judgment,  prevented  his 
sympathising  with  the  young  man's  distress,  he 
remembered  the  time  when  passion  held  the 
mastery  in  his  own  heart,  and  he  forbore  to 
insult  his  despair,  by  words  of  consolation.  He 
waited  till  the  violence  of  Walther's  feelings 
had  somewhat  abated,  and  then  pointed  out  the 
broken  branches,  and  trodden  grass,  which 
marked  the  side  of  the  wood  by  which  Justine 
had  departed. 
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Walther,  impetuous  in  all  tilings,  eagerly 
seized  on  the  new  hope  these  traces  afibrded 
him,  aud  followed  by  the  Hermit  and  his  com- 
paiiioiis,  pursued  the  very  footsteps  of  Staffer. 
At  length,  when  they  reached  ihe  public  putH, 
all  decided  guide  was  gooe,  and  Walther  no 
longer  advanced  with  the  same  confident 
energy. 

Bui  ere  long  his  spirit  was  revived ;  he  dis- 
tinctly saw  the  marks  of  small  footsteps  on  the 
soft  ground,  and  at  length  on  the  Btraggljitj 
branch  of  an  old  thorn,  he  found  a  Iragment  i 
the  maiden's  dreas.  This  was  at  the  vtr^ 
corner  of  the  path,  which  turned  from  the  tuain 
road  towards  the  chalet,  whither  Staffer  had_ 
conducted  her. 

At  first  the  little  party  hesitated  which  fi 
pursue,  but  the  print  of  a  woman's  foot  agaiv 
directed  tliem,  and  directed  them  aright. 

la  a  very  brief  space  they  too  arrrived  at  the 
deserted  hovel.  But  to  enter  it  was  impossible. 
It  was  one  mass  of  fire.  The  roof,  already  con- 
■umed,  had  fallen  in  ;  the   flames  ctirling  ttod 
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hissing  around  the  dry  timbers  of  which  it  was 
composed,  threw  a  frightful  glare  over  the  rocks 
as  with  a  dull  roaring  sound,  like  that  of  rush- 
ing water,  they  were  driven  on  one  side  by  the 
wind,  and  such  was  the  furious  progress  of  the 
devouring  element^  that  it  seemed  to  threaten 
destruction  to  the  whole  surrounding  forest. 

Had  Walther  Stanz,  known,  as  he  gazed  on 
this  spectacle  of  ruin,  how  recently  Justine  had 
been  a  prisoner  in  that  building,  he  would  have 
looked  on  it  with  very  diflFerent  feelings.  As  it 
was  it  never  occurred  to  any  of  the  party  that  a 
human  being  might  be  within  its  blazing  walls, 
and  considering  all  attempts  to  extinguish  the 
flames  would  be  vain,  Walther  after  regarding 
the  conflagration  with  wonder  and  regret  for  a 
few  moments,  anxiously  proposed  that  they 
should  continue  their  way. 

But  there  was  no  longer  any  track  to  guide 
them ;  the  path  by  which  they  had  ascended, 
evidently  led  no  further  than  the  chalet,  and 
only  at  one  other  point  of  the  terrace  on  which 
it  stood,  did  it  appear  possible  for  the  step  of 


330 


TUB    TlliaST    FOR    OOl 


man  to  find  a  fugting.  U  vras  a  wild  and  rug- 
ged banlc,  unshadowed  by  cither  tree  or  shrub, 
and  descending  by  a  gradual  though  etecp 
declivity  to  the  plnin. 

From  the  spot  where  they  stood,  they  com- 
manded a  view  of  all  that  part  of  the  mountain, 
aod  the  only  living  object  ihcy  could  descry, 
was  a  party  ol'  French  soldiers  about  a  quarter 
of  a  Diilc  beneath,  marching  with  all  speed 
towards  a  larger  detachment,  nhose  fiag  lloated 
above  an  orchard,  yet  lower  in  the  valley.  Father 
Paul  and  Walther  had  no  doubt  Lhey  were  the 
destroyers  of  the  Chalet,  but  purauit,  it  was 
quite  evident,  would  be  useless.  At  this  moment 
when  the  young  mounlaincer  appeared  half 
bewildered  by  distress  of  mind,  he  would  wil- 
lingly hiive  made  the  attempt,  had  the  Hermit 
not  represented  to  him,  the  danger  and  folly  of 
such  a  proceeding.  He  reminded  him  that 
they  had  already  deviated  from  their  road, 
though  tiieir  presence  was  urgently  desired  at 
the  camp,  and  that  as  they  had  no  longer  any 
trace  to  guide  them  in  their  search  for  Justiuc, 
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it  would  be  not  only  unprofitable^  but  a  mani- 
fest breach  of  duly,  any  longer  to  protract 
their  absence. 

Poor  Walther  gazed  vacantly  on  the  recluse 
as  if  he   scarcely  understood   his  words,  but 
broken  hearted  and  despairing,  suffered  him  to 
lead  him  whither  he  pleased.     All  his  dreams 
of  patriotism  and  glory   were   gone,  like   the 
mists  of  the  morning ;  and  as  the  Hermit  led 
him  through  the  forests,  and  strove  to  reani- 
mate his   courage  and  enterprizing  spirit,  by 
discoursing  of  the  troubles  of  his  country,  and 
pointing  with  indignation  to  the   French  stan- 
dards waving  over  every  part  of  the  plain,  the 
words  of  the  old  man  fell  like  a  dull  cadence  on 
a  weary  ear ;  he  heard,  but  heeded  them  not. 
The  time  he  had  long   sighed  for,  the  time  of 
of  action  had   arrived ;  yet  the  happiness  his 
visions  had  inseperably  connected  with  it,  was 
still  wanting,  and  with  deep  regret  his  thoughts 
flew  back  from  that  scene  of  war,  and  desolation 
and  lawless  might,   to   the  calm   and  peaceful 
hours,  unvalued  as  they  past,  when  ignorant 
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of  BID,  or  real  sorrow,  'he  had  aat  watching  his 
sheep  in  sight  of  Justine's  dwelling,  his  thoughts 
alternately  engaged  by  some  book  of  the  Her- 
mit's, or  wandering  unconsciously  away,  to  the 
pleasant  fancies  of  love,  and  viaioua  of  a  future 
never  to  be  realised. 

He  had  yet  to  learn  the  truth  of  what  Father 
Paul  had  often  told  him,  that  auch  imaginiogs, 
are  fruitless  blossoms  whose  only  real  worth  is 
in  their  own  beauty,  and  that  when  happiness 
is  vouchsafed  to  ua,  it  comes  not  in  the  likeness 
of  our  prescient  wishes,  but  in  such  atrunge  and 
unexpected  guise,  that  like  an  angel  visitant 
man  often  fails  to  recognise  the  heavenly  guest, 
tilt  it  hath  spread  its  hidden  wings  and  depart- 
ed for  ever. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


God  hath  upheld  her< 


She  bean  this  last  and  heaviest  of  her  grie6  patiently,  like  one 

who  finds  from  Heaven  a  comfort  which  the  world  can  neither 

give  nor  take  away. 

Souths  Y.     Rodkrick. 


When  Justine  revived  from  her  swoon  in  the 
chalet  to  which  Staffer  had  conducted  her^  she 
was  greatly  amazed  to  find  herself  entirely 
alone.  The  entrance  and  the  shutters  of  a 
small  window  at  the  further  end  of  the  room, 
were  closed,  but  sufficient  light  streamed 
through  their  fractures  and  crevices,  to  prove 
that  her  conductor  was  no  longer  there* 
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Her  6rst  idea  was  to  endeavour  to  escape, 
and  attempt,  at  every  hazard,  to  make  her  wtj 
to  the  Swiss  army.  There,  she  felt  assured, 
she  should  fiod  Walther  8tanz,  with  whom 
alone  she  hoped  to  be  in  safety.  The  story  of 
his  wounds  she  no  longer  believed,  and  how- 
ever desolate  her  present  position,  her  heart 
was  greatly  cheered  by  the  conviction  that 
Staffer  had  fabricated  the  whole  narrative  of 
her  lover's  danger.  Fortunately  for  hei-self, 
she  was  well  acquainted  with  all  the  intricate 
paths  of  that  wild  country,  and  though  the 
idea  of  being  made  prisoner  by  the  French  was 
fraught  with  terror,  she  feared  them  less  than 
Staffer,  and  in  momentary  apprehension  of  his 
return,  she  determined  to  fly  without  further 
delay. 

But  vain  were  all  her  plans  and  hopes,  both 
the  doors  and  windows  were  securely  lyirred 
without,  and  .  firmly  dc5cd  all  her  feeble  efforts 
to  force  them  open.  In  vain  she  pulled  and 
shook,  till  her  strength  was   exhausted  ;   and 
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weary  and  disappointed  she  sunk  down  on  the 
floor  and  wept. 

There  she  sat  like  a  statue  of  despair;  her 
long  hair  fieilling  dishevelled  around  her  torn 
and  disordered  dress^  her  lovely  face  pale  with 
fisktigue  and  weepings  and  her  bosom  heaving 
with  her  sobs.  The  single  ray  of  light  that 
pierced  the  broken  shutter^  gleamed  full  upon 
her,  and  when  the  first  violence  of  her  grief 
was  spent,  she  began  with  bewildered  apathy 
to  watch  with  vacant  interest  the  moats  that 
were  dancing  with  restless  velocity  in  the  long 
sunbeam.  She  was  happy  once,  and  could 
dance  as  carelessly  as  they  did,  she  thought, 
but  then  Staffer  and  her  uncle,  the  uncle  that 
was  in  other  days  all  kindness,  had  come  like 
a  cloud  between  her  and  the  sun,  and  there 
was  nothing  but  darkness  for  her  now. 

All  the  while  she  was  revolving  a  thousand 
such  thoughts  in  her  mind,  and  her  tears  drop- 
ping fast  on  the  groimd,  she  was  watching  the 
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gUtteiing  moats,  as  they  vo\e  their  fantastie 
dance. 

"  Alas,  io  this  dark  world,  there  are  but  few 
bright  streams  of  sunshine,"  she  murmured, 
and  scarcely  had  she  uttered  the  words,  vhea 
even  that  ray,  was  suddenly  and  almost  entirely 
obscured. 

Her  mind  was  instantaneously  recalled  to  a 
distinct  consciousness  of  ber  position,  and  still 
keeping  her  eyes  6xed  upon  the  lattice^  she 
soon  became  convinced  it  was  by  a  human 
head  the  light  was  obstructed.  Ere  long,  with 
infinite  terror  she  in>agined  she  could  distin- 
guish a  face  pressed  against  the  rent  in  the 
shutter,  and  an  eye  glistening  through  It,  as  it 
gazed  intently  upon  her.  She  feared  either  to 
move  or  breathe. 

If  it  were  an  enemy  1  one  of  those  French- 
men of  whom  since  the  massacre  of  her  country- 
men in  Paris  the  darkest  apprehensions  had 
been  impressed  upon  her  mind,  she  dared  not 
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think  what  might  be  her  fate  ;  and  she  felt  it 
would  be  madness  to  give  a  sign  to  betray  the 
solitary  presence  of  a  helpless  being  like  her- 
self in  such  a  place. 

Then  she  remembered  that  sufficient  light 
still  made  its  way  though  the  upper  part  of  the 
aperture,  for  her  figure  to  be  distinctly  visible 
to  any  one  without,  and  trembling  from  head 
to  foot,  sat  expecting  the  result  with  inde- 
scribable terror. 

For  a  few  moments  the  shadow  likewise 
remained  immoveable. 

A  profound  stillness  prevailed  around,  and 
Justine  whose  fear  momentarily  increased,  was 
conscious  of  nothing  but  that  terrible  eye, 
glaring  at  her  through  the  rent  in  the  shutter, 
till  to  her  utter  amazement,  she  heard  her  own 
name  pronounced  in  a  shrill,  cracked  voice. 

**  Hans  Brunk  !'*  she  exclaimed  starting 
wildly  up,   and  rushing  towards   the   window, 

can  it  be  possible,  or  are  my  senses  wander- 
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'^  Yes^  M amselle  Justine  ;''answered  the  &m.n 
squeaking  voice^  '^  it  is  Hans,  sure  enough,  Y>u 
in  the  name  of  all  the  Saints^  what  has  brougfti 
you  to  sit  poking  in  this  dismal  place  by  jonr- 
selff  like  a  cow  that  is  ruminating  ?^ 

^  Let  me  out^  I  implore  you,  let  me  out,  ui 
then  I  will  answer  every  question  you  pleiaeto 
put  to  me/'  replied  the  girl  in  hurried  tcoents. 

^^  Tou  don't  mean  to  say  you  are  a  prisoner?^ 
rejoined  Hans. 

"  Oh  yes !  yes  I  so  pray  let  me  out !  th^ 
door  is  fast^  and  I  have  tried  till  I  am  weary  to 
force  it  open.    But  if  you  came  round,  ^^ 
doubt  you  could  undo  the  bolts  on  the  outside^ 

'*  I  am  pretty  expert  in  matters  of  that  w*^ 
and  will  be  there  in  a  twinkling/'  cried  tS^ 
tailor,  with  the  little  short  cough  that  usuaTK 
followed  his  announcement  of  his  own  perft^^ 
tions  ;  and  in  less  than  two  minutes  afterwanf  ^ 
Justine  heard^  with  a  bounding  heart,  that  1^^ 
had  commenced  the  work. 

"  Clumsy  fellows  that  did  this,  as  ever  I  ^ 
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in  my  life^"  said  he  meanwhile ;  ^^  they  never 
were  bred  to  the  business^  that  is  quite  plain, 
and  if  they  had  no  better  idea  of  handling  a 
needle^  why  I  would  not  trust  them  to  patch 
my  worst  doublet,  that  is  alL" 

'*  Cannot  you  get  it  open  ?''  cried  Justine 
eagerly. 

^^  Oh  yes,  Mamselle,  all  in  good  time ;  it 
might  puzzle  many,  no  doubt,  and  here  is  a 
knot  some  fellow,  I  daresay,  thought  he  was 
very  cunning  to  tie,  but  he  was  no  match  for  a 
tailor." 

^^  Oh,  cut  it,"  exclaimed  Justine  impatiently, 
^  only  let  me  out,  or  Staffer  will  be  back 
again !" 

'^  Ha  !  ha  !  Staffer  did  you  say  ?  so  it  was 
not  the  French  made  you  a  prisoner !  well,  well 
so  I  thought !  men  that  have  their  clothes  made 
with  such  a  superior  cut,  would  never  have 
done  such  a  bungling  business  as  this,  or  have 
left  a  pretty  girl  moping  in  a  dark  hole  by  her- 
self, when  they  could  have  given  her  their  own 
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There  is  not  even  a  wooden  bowl  left  in  it," 
**P^^cd  Justine.     **  What  did  you  expect  ?" 

Oh  nothing !  nothing,'*  he  returned   with 

.*feoted  carelessness,  "  only  I  thought  if  there 

'^cre  any  trifles  to  be  picked  up,  I  might  as 

,^^U  take  them,  as  leave  them  for  those  rascally 

.French.     Don't  you  think  so  ?  In  fact,  I   came 

here  for  nothing  else;  for  poor  people   whjsn 

they  run  off  in  a  hurry,  and  the  guns  are  rat- 

tliiigj  behind  them,  are  apt  to  forget  a  trifle  now 

•'^d  then.     But  if  there  is  nothing  as  you  say, 

wn  there  is  nothing,  and  the   sooner  we   are 

8®ne  the  better,   it  is  a  wretched  hole  certainly, 

^  ana  sorry  I  lost  my  time  clambering  so  far  to 

*^j  only  I  let  you  out,  and  that  will  vex  Michael 

P«'aaf  at  all  events.'* 

During  all  this  long  speech,  Justine  was 
P^^'petually  interrupting  him  with  entreaties  to 
^gone,  but  only  replying  to  her  by  an  impa- 
**nt  shake  of  the  head,  he  continued  peeping 
'^^Uisitively  about  the  chalet,  in  the  anxious 
^■"^*"  of  finding  something  worth  carrying  away 

b5 


THR  THinsr  1 


with  htm.  His  business  being  iotemipted  by 
the  wBr,  and  his  cowardice  preventing  him 
joining  the  ranVs  of  the  patriots,  the  idea  had 
that  morning  occurred  to  his  mind  that  he 
■night  derive  some  advantage  from  the  misfor- 
tunes of  his  fellow  creatures,  by  appropriating 
any  of  their  stray  possessions  to  his  own  use. 
Common  tlieft  be  held  in  utter  abhorrence,  but 
the  little  acquisitions  he  might  make  iu  this 
way,  he  esteemed  as  lawful  plunder,  and  his 
conscience  no  more  reproached  him,  when  he 
pocketted  a  purse  of  gold  he  found  in  a  closet  of 
a  deserted  farm  house,  than  w'hen,  according  to 
the  privileges  of  his  trade,  he  cribbed  from  a 
Baillie's  mantle,  suflicient  cloth  to  make  him- 
self a  comfortable  winter  waistcoat. 

Hans  was  one  of  those  honest  men  who 
never  openly  violate  the  law,  yet  avail  them- 
selves of  every  advantage  which  chance  places 
in  their  way  ;  and  whilst  he  lustily  abused  the 
French,  he  thought  himself  quite  privileged  to 
make  a  harvest  of  the  ruin  they  occasioned. 
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Justine  at  another  time  would  have  taken  him 
to  task  for  his  peculations^  but  she  was  then 
too  agitated  to  pay  much  attention  to  his  pro« 
ceedings.     She  only  implored  him  to  depart. 

"  Yes,  yes,**  he  said,  *^80on  enough.  What 
beggars  the  people  must  have  been  that  dwelt 
here.  If  the  French  had  found  no  richer  nests 
to  rob  in  Lucerne,  they  would  not  have  been 
paid  for  their  powder!  But  mercy  on  me, 
don't  you  hear  some  people  singing  in  that 
copse,  just  under  us  ?  yes  surely,  and  in  French 
too  !  Mercy  on  me,  what  will  become  of  us  I 
there  must  be  half  a  regiment  of  them  at  least, 
to  raise  such  a  clatter  as  that." 

^^  Indeed,  indeed  Hans,  we  had  better 
begone,"  returned  Justine,  and  the  tailor  now 
no  longer  opposed  her  wishes,  but  even  more 
terrified  than  herself,  by  the  conviction  that  a 
party  of  the  enemy  was  rapidly  approaching, 
he  hurried  her  with  all  speed,  under  the  covert 
of  the  brushwood  that  clothed  the  steep  accli- 
vity, at  the  back  of  the  chalet. 
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The  stunted  beech  grew  too  short  to  conC^ 
them  bad  they  stood  upright,  but  the  advax^ 


of  the  soldiers  rendered  it  impossible  to  g0^ 
the  open  path,  and  by  the  whispered  advice 
her  companion,  Juhtine  crept  after  him,  uq< 
the  waving  branches,  along  the  steep  face 
the  mountain,  where  none  but  a  native  of 
wild  land  could  have  kept  their  footing. 

They  heard  the  Frenchmen  laughing  ai»^ 
shouting  beneath  them,  and  then  with  loo.^ 
oaths  give  vent  to  their  indignation,  when  lil<  < 
Hans,  their  hopes  of  plunder  were  proved  viiraj 
and  they  found  not  even  a  cheese  remaining  >^ 
the  hovel,  to  reward  them  for  the  labour  *>* 
climbing  the  rugged  mountain. 

"  It  is  well  we  got  off,  or  they  would  hav^ 
vented   their  spite   upon  us,'*   whispered  th^ 
tailor,  and  scarcely  had  he  uttered  the  uord^^ 
when    a    sudden   blast  of  wind    raising  tb^ 
branches  under  which  he  crept,  the  round  f*^ 
person  of  Plans  Brunk,  crawling  along  upon  a** 
fours,  was  fully  disclosed  to  view. 
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"  Holla,  what  goes  there  !"  cried  one  of  the 
soldiers  below,  who  iDStantly  observed  this 
strange  object,  clinging  like  a  huge  bat  to  the 
precipice  above ;  and  forthwith  a  bullet  whizzed 
close  past  the  ears  of  the  terrified  fugitive,  and 
the  report  of  a  musket  echoed  far  and  wide 
amongst  the  mountains. 

"  On,  Justine,  on  for  our  lives  !"  exclaimed 
Hans,  ^'  we  shall  be  shot  like  squirrels  on  an 
oak  tree,  if  we  do  not  get  round  that  brow  of 
the  cliff  before  us,  in  less  than  a  minute/'  The 
girl  as  nimble  as  a  goat,  sprang  upon  her  feet, 
and  before  the  shout  that  hailed  her  appearance 
died  away,  had  gained  the  desired  shelter.  But 
Hans  was  less  fortunate.  His  limbs  were  nei- 
ther so  agile,  nor  his  body  so  slender  as  it  had 
once  been,  and  ere,  by  the  help  of  an  old  stump 
of  a  tree,  he  could  raise  himself  on  his  legs,  a 
whole  volley  of  shot  was  rattling  amongst  the 
leaves  around  him,  and  he  did  not  overtake 
Justine  till  the  contents  of  a  musket  had  rent 
the  tails  of  his  coat  into  shreds. 
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^H  The  Freachmea  uttered  loud   imprecations 

^1  when  they  saw  the  fugitives  get  beyond  the 

^B  reach  of  their  guns,  and  several  of  them>  with 

^M  coarse  jettts  on  the  tailor's  figure  and  misfor- 

^M  tune,  strove  to  ascend  the  mountnin  in  pursuit 

^M  of  them.     But,  encumbered  ivith  their  arms, 

^M  they  soon  found  it  impossible  to  scale  the  rugged 

^1  cliff,  and  after  mounting  about  twice  the  height 

^f  of  the  chalet,   breathless  and  giddy  they  were 

obliged  to  desist,  nor  was  it  without  mouien- 
tary  danger  of  being  plunged  by  one  false  step 

tdown  the  precipice  that  they  accomplished 
their  descent  to  the  chalet.  In  the  pure  wan- 
tonness  of  mischief,  their  next  act  was  to  set 
fire  to  the  forsaken  dwelling,  and  whilst  Hans 
^M  and  Justine  continued  to  advance  slowly  along 

^M  the  rocks,  the  sight  of  the  rising  flames  afforded 

^M  them    additional  reason   to    rejoice    at    their 

^1  escape.     Yet  still  their  progress   was  attended 

^M  with  extreme  peril.     Path  there  was  none,  and 

^1  the  broken  stones  repeatedly  rolled  awayi  even 

^H  from  beaeatb  the  Lght  footsteps  of  Justine]  i 
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^•^nt  leaping  from  point  to  point  down  the 
"i^Unlain,  till,  awift  as  light,  tliey  were  lost  in 
the  abyss  beoeatli ;  frequently  the  slender  twigs 
iTe  held  gave  way  in  hep  hand,  and  with  difli- 
Mlty  she  rpgaiued  her  halance,  or  caught  at 
■"Oie  |es9  insecure  8U])i)ort.  But  ahc  had  not 
••eeling  of  terror,  and  without  giddiness,  or 
•i^mour,  she  slid  down  the  gratsy  steeps,  she 
*I*^ng  from  rock  to  rock,  or  clinging  to  the 
pfojecting  points  of  the  crags,  glided  like  a 
^»«ii  along  the  naiTow  ledges  of  the  mountain. 
To  Hans  all  this  was  much  more  difficult; 
°Ut  the  love  of  life  makes  even  a  coward  per- 
""m  many  exploits,  for  which  nature  seems 
"♦^er  to  have  intended  him  ;  and  when  ail  was 
**^'tr,  the  tailor  repeatedly  declared,  that  the 
*hnle  wenlth  of  the  Indies  could  not  bribe  him 
***  retrace  the  perilous  way  he  had  that  day 
*^dden. 

Nevertheless,  both  he  and  Justine,  about  two 
"*Urs  afier  noon,  were  so  f.ir  in  advance  of  the 
*^nch  troops,  that  they  at  length  veotured  to 
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leave  the  copse,  and  proceed  openly  along-  the 
Hr»t  bi'Otcii  cmck  ihey  found.  Huus  was  well 
annrt-  tUnt  Aloys  Kidding  had  uken  up  a  po- 
litian  uoiir  tl)c  Lake  u(  Luwenz,  and  thither 
HCconliiigly  tlicy  directed  their  way.  Nor  *ra» 
it  luTig  till  they  obtained  tt  full  vjenr  of  xlie 
litllo  hamlet,  nn;!  tho  m^adoivs  where  the  umiy 
rrpotifd. 

The  wounded  were  ))ln('ed  in  the  vncnnt  cat- 
hiftvn  o( i\.e  (\\g\t\va  jieaeRntry  ;  but  thetreuches 
hnslily  thratvii  up  in  front  of  the  potiition  were 
dislinclly  to  be  6»on  ;  outposts  were  stationed 
In  the  very  edge  of  the  Lake,  and  the  banners 
uflhf  Canton  were  everywhere  fluttrring  over 
ihc  green  paeture-lantts  that  sloped  up  the  side 
of  tho  M)thcn. 

But  though  Hans  cotiKI  exactly  point  out  llie 
spot  where  the  General  and  his  ollieers  hail 
fixed  their  tempomry  dwelling,  hccoiilj  iiotaiii 
nply  to  Justine's  anxious  inquiries,  afford  her 
tlic  slightest  inform atigii  either  conccri^fug 
Walther,  or  Lena ;   and  ignorant  if  dthtrr  of 
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tofm  was  iQ  the  camp,  it  was  with  momenta- 
rilj  iDcreasiog  timidity  and  apprehension,  that 
^  poor  girl  approached  a  scene,  so  utterly  at 
'^riance  with  all  her  previous  habits.  But  in 
"W  search  for  her  lover,  even  her  fears  could 
*•*  alter  her  resolution. 

She  felt  there  was  no  one  else  in  the  world 
*pOij  whom  she  could  depend,  hut  himself; 
■Id  when  at  length  the  scattered  ranks  of  the 
lUrgents  thickened  around  her,  and  her  heart 
wtik  at  finding  herself  the  object  of  iheir  scru- 
^  ly,  one  thought  of  his  kind,  sweet  counte- 
**tice,  restored  her  perseverance,  if  not  her 
rage,  and  almost  fancying  she  heard  the 
™ice  she  so  much  loved,  cheering  her  on  her 
*"*?,  her  strength  was  renewed  and  her  faint- 
"*e  hopes  revived. 

Il  was  her  wish  to  proceed  at  once  to  the 
l^srtcrs  of  Aloys  Reding,  as  she  was  there  most 
'*ely  to  obtain  news  of  Walther,  or  Father 
P»Ul;  but  to  this  Hans  decidedly  objected,  as 
g*  McognHion  then  would  at  oace  put  an  end 
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dly  called  him,  no  one  answered  to  her  cries, 
She  Bat  down  perplesed  and  disconsolate  on 
tM  brinl*  of  the  well,  to  await  his  return,  till 
*Mii  the  sinking  sun  threw  its  level  beams, 
'ite  a  pillar  of  gold  along  the  Lake  of  Zug,  she 
weame  convinced  it  was  useless  to  protract  her 

Ill  the  disturbed  state  of  the  country  she 

'Wonk  with  terror  from  remaining  all  night 

"'^Oe  and  unprotected  in  that  exposed  situa- 

™Q ;  yet  to  pursue   her  former  purpose,  now 

'■ic  had  lost  her  companion,  appeared  scarcely 

**»  formidable.    The  insurgents  were  around 

"^  on  every  side,  she  heard  the  clatter  of  arms, 

■"d  the  beating  of  drums  ;  and  the  loud  notes 

°f  the  shepherds' horns,  once  most  musical  to 

*'cr  ears,  now  perverted  from   theu-  use,  filled 

••^r  young  heart  with  dread.     After  a  brief  re- 

'^ction,  she  felt  convinced  that  in  whatever  di- 

^^tion   she   turned  her  steps   she  should  he 

"dually  li;iblc  to  interruption,  and  perhaps  in- 

^Wtjurtiitstno  where  ahould  ahe  have  the  aaitie 
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chance  of  discovering  Walther  Stanz,  as  at  (he 
GcDcral'a  quarters  ;  and  thither,  as  she  at  first 
intended,  she  resolved  at  last  to  go. 

The  heart  that  is  under  the  influence 
strong  piission,  though  it  may  hesitate,  sad 
doubt,  and  indulge  innumerable  fancies,  ever 
finally  obeys  tlie  first  diclates  of  the  master 
feeling,  and  the  woman's  natural  terrors  yielded 
to  the  overpoHering  strength  of  her  attachment. 

"  AVe  must  help  ourselves  if  we  would  have 
heaven  assist  us,"  she  thought,  "  and  1  doul 
not  the  virgin  will  protect  a  poor  girl,  who 
claim  no  one's  assistance  but  hers," 

There  was  a  little  stone  image  of  the  I: 
Mother,  above  the  fountain,  in  a  niche  oi 
hung  with  ivy  ;  the  yellow  cistus  and  wallflowi 
and  many  a  slender  grass  had  laUen  root  in 
crevices  of  the  old  shrine, to  nave  fragrant; 
lovely  on  tl.e  evining  brctze,  and  the  rippti 
water  fell  over  tlie  sculptured  siiell  It  impen 
tibly  filled,  into  the  stone  bason 
whilst  the  statue  above  seemed,  in  the  pit 
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sunbeams^  to  smile  with  holy  tranquillity  at 
the  harsh  sounds  of  war^  that  ever  and  anon 
broke  on  the  calm  air. 

Justine  knelt  with  upturned  eyes  of  hope  and 
confidence  before  the  chiselled  figure^  where 
some  sculptor  of  the  middle  age^  inspired  by 
his  religion,  had  imparted  to  the  rugged  stone 
a  portion  of  his  own  pious  soul^  and  though  to 
critical  observers  it  might  have  been  deficient 
in  ideal  beauty,  no  devotee  ever  failed  to  find 
in  the  benignant  image,  the  sympathy  she 
craved.  That  poor  maiden,  when  she  offered 
up  her  hurried  prayers,  believed  it  smiled  upon 
her ;  and  heaven  ever  does  smile  on  the  sup- 
plications of  the  pure  of  heart. 

She  at  length  arose,  and  conscious  that  her 
disordered  dress  and  desolate  appearance 
would  expose  her  even  more  than  her  solitude^ 
to  rude  observation,  she  bathed  her  hands  and 
face  in  the  cool  water^  and  by  the  help  of  this 
natural  mirror,  arranged  her  dishevelled  hair  in 
the  best  manner  she  was  able.  This  done^  she  once 
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more  commended  herself  to  the  care  of  the 
Holy  Mother,  and  greatly  cheered,  resumed 
her  way,  in  the  direction  »he  had  been  told  by 
Hans  to  follow. 

But  hig  inatructions  were  very  vague^  aod 
alter  she  had  passed  an  open  meadow,  tbe 
whole  district  was  so  thickly  studded  with 
soldiers,  some  busily  employed  in  throning  up 
trenches,  others  reposing  on  their  arms,  or 
preparing  ihcir  evening  meal,  that  she  had  no 
longer  any  idea  which  way  she  ought  to  turn  ; 
but  remembering  that  these  men,  though  now 
engaged  in  war,  were  for  the  most  part,  simple 
peasantG,  whom  the  love  of  their  country  had 
alone  brought  from  their  rustic  employments, 
in  defence  of  their  homes  and  families,  she  felt 
greatly  reassured,  and  determined  that  when 
she  reached  the  next  piquet  she  would  at  odc^ 
go  up  to  the  commander,  and  inquire  the  « 
to  the  quarters  of  Aloya  Reding. 

Not  was  she  long  in  doingso,  for  after  crossing 
a  little  stream,  she  bad  not  advanced   many 
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paces  towards  the  hamlet  on  its  bank — when 
she  came  suddenly  on  a  party  of  half  a  dozen 
men^  who  under  the  shelter  of  a  broken  wall 
were  leisurely  cooking  their  supper. 

They  had  lighted  a  fire>  aboye  which  sus- 
pended from  three  strong  sticks^  hung  a  large 
kettle,  in  which,  one  was  stirring  with  the 
handle  of  a  pike,  whilst  two  others  awkwardly 
tearing  the  feathers  from  a  duck,  and  a  fourth 
leaning  on  his  gun,  watched  their  proceedings, 
sometimes  whistling,  sometimes  singing  a 
mountain  air,  at  the  top  of  his  voice. 

Tears  filled  the  eyes  of  Justine  as  she  paused 
to  listen,  for  there  was  something  sadly  wild  and 
plaintive  in  hearing  a  song  that  recalled  to  her 
past  hours  of  peace  and  love,  thus  sung  on  the 
the  eve  of  battle,  perhaps  on  the  very  verge 
of  death.  The  soldiers  appeared  to  participate 
in  her  emotion,  for  a  grey  haired  old  man 
who  had  hitherto  sat  silent  on  the  grass,  with 
his  back  to  Justine,  after  looking  for  some 
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minatea  earnestly  at  the  singer,  abruptly   bade 
him  be  still. 

"Methinks,"  he  added,  "  it  would  be  better 
for  thee  to  be  saying  thy  prayers,  like  a  sensible 
and  Godfearing  Christiao,  than  carrolling such 
light  ballads,  when  thou  knowest  not,  but  tbs 
musket   is   charged,  that  is  to  sileocc  thee   for 


"  I  have  no  doubt  it  is.  Father  Schvartz, 
and  that  U  the  reason  1  sing,"  returned  the 
youth ;  "  if  1  must  die  so  soon,  I  would  fain 
think  of  the  pleasant  things  of  this  world,  as 
long  as  1  can,  and  'that  ballad  brings  many  a 
happy  thought  into  my  mind,  of  one 
never  live  to  see  again." 

"  Truly  it  is  time  to  put  away  such  faaoes^  ' 
^^hen  you  are  standing  on  the  brink  of  eternity/' 
returned  the  old  man  sharply,     "  Dreams  pro- 
fit no  man  here,  and  bear  no  fruit  hereafter." 

"  Nay  you  arc  too   severe   Schwartz,"  i 
another ;  "  few  of  us   to   my  thinking,  woi 
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•ut  pitieiitty  here  to  cross  bayonets  with  the 
enemy,  if  we  thought  all  night  of  nothing  but 
»  bullet  whizzing  through  our  bodies.  You  are 
oH,  Schwartz,  and  have  lost  all  fancy  for  young 
neu'i  pleasures,  so  it  is  easy  for  yon  to  persuade 
7'*une]f  you  despise  them,  but  faith,  1  am  for 
™ng:  happy  as  long  as  I  can,  and  whether  I  am 
•"be  iiiot  on  the  morrow,  or  not,  I  see  no  good 
in  meeting  death  half  wajV' 

"Ay,"  said  a  third,  "  let  us  have  another 
™ilad,  about  old  Switzerland  and  liberty,  to 
ft  fresh  courage  in  our  hearts." 

"I'll  do  my  bestj  for  to  die  bravely  we  should 
"'^l  that  death  is  near,"  answered  the  singer, 
^Wd  crossing  his  arms  above  his  rifle  he  again 
Hounded  a  few  notes  of  a  mountain  ballad,  but  it 
DO  longer  with  the  same  spirit  as  before,  and 
■  *a»  evident  his  thoughts  were  far  distant.  But 
•*•  one  heard  bim — no  one  marked  him  save 
tutine.  The  pious  admonition  of  the  old 
vepfaerd,  had  impressed  all  with  dark  presecti- 


».f*.i..lfciiihMiii.i.rfae  Upper 

■^^^^  ■■■■  iMCMlAlf^B  ^v^  WBRCOOm  froin 

ttBP  ttH■MBt^  IMh  Ctt  HK  nrSc  QBl^ft  of  WSff 

>  jam  a  ■  nC  ■ 

da*  Oat  «rik  cftnr,  nd  even  ia  the  mifcs  of 
Akm  IkdH^  the  tfcaMyiiiii  of  ■  rigfatcoos 
mpnmapleA  mivtnUmr% 
;  to  whom  Justine 
I  bcradf,  wwe  of  a  dif- 
femil  d*».  Soipk  vOen  of  the  soil,  or  herd- 
en  of  cUlk,  «bo  had  hitherto  lind  in  hippy 
igaonatx  of  nunr  of  the  c«re*,  «nd  Ticea  of 
more  ciTtli»i  nuo,  they  bftd  taken  up  their 
Teapoos  in   defence  of  their  coootrr,  w  tt 
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^irit  worthy  of  its  histoi-y.  Industry  had  pre- 
*rved  their  minds  from  the  thirst  for  excite- 
nem,  and  that  restlessness  of  the  faculties  that 
^ivea  the  idle  so  frequently  to  crime;  they 
iieither  thought  of  glory,  nor  of  profit;  but 
*l»ough  whatever  their  successes,  they  had  no 
chance  of  being  rewarded  by  either,  they  were 
Mitnttted  by  more  pure  and  noble  feelings. 
ugh  the  names  of  such  humble  men  may 
m^p  unrecorded  on  earth  into  the  abyss  of 
te,  yet  where  the  secrets  of  human  hearts  are 
Tevealed,  the  proudest  conqueror,  who  for 
ilution  ever  trod  the  paths  of  fame,  will 
'I'^nok  into  darkness  before  these  honest  patri- 
tMs,  whom  the  tender  affections  of  the  heart,  the 
*"'e  of  home,  of  kindred,  and  of  country,  have 
*H)ne  inspired  to  meet  death  in  defence  of  the 
Aclpless  who  chng  to  them,  the  soU  their 
■^tlicrs'j  bones  have  hallowed,  and  the  rights 
lid  liberties  from  whence  their  virtues  and  thnr 
Courage  are  alike  derived. 

Such  mea  are  ever  compassionate  and  mer- 
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faia  proceed  without  delay;  I   have  been  too 
long  already  on  my  road.'* 

"  Truly,  it  is  plain  to  be  seen  you  have  tra- 
velled further  than  your  strength  warrants," 
said  the  old  man  compassionately.  ^^  Has  your 
home  been  burnt^  or  your  friends  slain,  that 
you  come  thus  solitary  to  the  camp  ?" 

^^  The  only  friend  I  have  in  the  wide  world 
is  here/^  answered  Justine,  with  tears  in  her 
eyes,  ^^  and  I  would  fain  see  him,  and  speak  to 
him  once  more." 

'^  Poor  child!  but  what  has  our  commander  to 
do  with  that  V 

"  Mayhap,  he  can  tell  me  where  to  find  him/' 
was  the  maiden's  simple  answer. 

"  It  may  be,  that  some  of  us  can  do  you  that 
service,  as  well,"  rejoined  the  shepherd.  "  What 
is  the  name  of  him  you  seek  ?'* 

'^  Walther  Stanz,''  murmured  Justine  in  a 
low  voice,  and  though  she  gazed  anxiously  on 
the  face  of  the  old  man,  to  glean  an  answer 
from  his  looks,  before  his  voice  replied  to  her^ 
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no  colour  tinged  her  pale  cheek,  as  she  uttcfed 
the  name. 

Love  is  yet  young  and  feeble,  when  bliubes 
mantle  on  the  face  at  every  allusion  to  its  object. 
The  heart  engrossed  by  deep  passion,  is  uncon- 
scious of  observation,  and  takes  no  heed  of 
human  opinion.  Thus  it  ivas,  that  it  never 
occurred  to  Justine,  that  others  might  think  her 
conduct  strange,  or  bold,  in  coming  alone  into 
this  crowd  of  soldiers,  in  search  of  a  young 
man  to  whom  she  bore  no  kindred.  He  was 
her  beloved,  her  betrothed,  the  being  vhose 
affection  constituted  her  happiness,  her  world  ; 
and  to  be  assured  of  his  safety,  and  confidentof 
his  protection,  she  would  willingly  have  tra- 
versed the  world,  heedless  of  the  comments,  or 
the  blame  of  all  others,  who  were  no  more  than 
shadows  to  her. 

The  young  man  who  had  ceased  his  song  at 
her  approach,  knew  in  an  instant  by  the  tone 
of   her  voice  as  she  uttered  hia  name,    that 


Walther  was  her  lover.    He  had  loved  himself. 
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and  quiekly  interposing^  he  told  her  with  a 
smile,  that  since  the  battle  of  the  past  night, 
every  soldier  in  the  army  knew  the  gallant 
fellow  she  inquired  for. 

^'  Was  he  wounded  ?''  she  eagerly  demanded. 

"  Not  that  I  know  of,**  was  the  reply.  *'  He 
went  to  the  Righi  this  morning,  in  search  of 
Father  Paul ;  but  I  believe  they  returned  to- 
gether before  noon.'' 

^^  With  the  Hermit  ?*'  murmured  the  aston- 
ished  girl. 

^^  Ay,  maiden,  no  doubt  you  have  beard  of 
that  holy  man  1  if  there  is  a  guardian  spirit 
holds  watch  above  the  fortunes  of  Switzerland, 
it  is  he !  He  blessed  our  banners  ere  we  went 
to  battle,  and  if  the  decrees  of  providence  are 
influenced  by  the  prayers  of  the  just,  then  will 
success  attend  us,  for  day  and  night  he  pleads 
in  our  behalf.  His  arrival  at  the  camp  has 
already  filled  our  hearts  with  new  hopes,  for 
the  favour  of  heaven  is  with  us,  when  that 
Saint  is  here/* 
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undergone^  the  eye  of  the  weary  girl  flashed 
brightly  as  she  eagerly  accepted  his  offer^  and 
hope,  as  she  speeded  along  by  the  side  of 
her  new  guide,  was  like  an  unseen  angel  at  her 
side,  animating  and  sustaining  her  exhausted 
frame. 

Impassioned  youth  has  keener  trials  than 
old  age ;  but  it  has  to  compensate  for  them,  its 
own  sweet  delusions  ;  prospects  of  ideal  beauty, 
mystical  labyrinths  of  felicity,  which  as  they 
pass,  seem  all  realities,  and  excite  deep,  pure, 
extatic  emotions  which  in  themselves  are 
heaven.  The  weary  traveller  in  after  years 
catches  no  glimpse  of  such  new  glories  ;  some* 
times  a  speck  of  gold  may  sparkle  amongst  the 
last  wasting  sands  of  his  existence,  but  it  is  only 
a  particle  borne  by  the  waves  of  time,  from, 
those  bright  regions  which  the  shadows  of 
years  have  hidden  for  ever  from  his  view.  Alt 
things  throughout  eternity  have  their  appoint* 
ed  circles  of  successive  renewal  and  decay^ 
c  5 


S4  ram  thirst  fob  gold. 

The  day  bdioUi  the  fitahiieis  of  no  ieooad 
UMfs ;  the  jev  aeei  ooC  twice  the  blossmns  of 
the  spring ;  nor  to  mui,  bovever  many  of  both 
he  maj-  const  in  kmg  succession,  will  youth 
■nd  lU  its  glories  come  a^tan.  Death  is  the 
wiater  and  the  night  to  him,  and  though 
new  rears,  and  new  days,  and  new  men,  start 
up  for  ever  in  their  appointed  order  into  exist- 
ence, their  progress  aad  their  end,  is  still  the 


No  human  creature  when  past  the  meridiau 
of  life,  can  feel  that  bounding  elasticity  of 
spirit,  which  thrilled  through  Justine's  heart 
that  day,  when  she  approached  the  hovel 
where  she  expected  to  find  the  Swiss  Gene- 
ral ;  no  heart  can  (when  advanced  in  years) 
cling  with  trusting  devotion  to  another,  and 
find  in  that  feeling,  all  good,  all  hope,  all 
bappinese,  as  she  did  then.  .Uready  a  gloom 
from  the  grave  is  stealing  over  the  mind ;  ihi 
s  of  death  is  fading  the  I 
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cf  the  morning ;  the  stem  realities  of  life  bare 
replaced  youth's  fanciful  visions,  and  aware  of 
the  vanity  and  shortness  of  existence^  the 
saddened  heart  turns  from  the  present  to  gaze 
upon  a  brighter,  but  a  solemn  glory,  that  shines 
beyond  the  tomb. 
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fend ;  and  a  few  less  inured  to  hardsliip,  and  ex* 
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hausted  hy  their  unwonted  labours^  stretched 
in  deep  slumber  beneath  the  alder  trees  that 
skirted  the  meadow.  One  man  only  stood  as 
if  actually  on  guard  at  the  door,  and  to  him  the 
youth  at  once  advancedi  and  communicated 
Justine^s  desire  to  speak  with  Aloys  Reding. 

"  Does  the  maiden  bring  tidings  of  impor- 
tance,'^ was  the  reply. 

*^  She  will  tell  her  business  to  the  General 
herself/'  he  returned. 

**  Ay,  when  she  sees  him,"  muttered  the 
soldier  fixing  a  searching  glance  upon  Justine, 
as  if  to  ascertain  from  her  countenance,  whether 
he  should  be  justified  in  granting  her  request. 

The  shrinking  girl  blushed  deeply  beneath 
the  scrutiny,  and  feaiful  that  refusal  awaited 
her,  she  clasped  her  hands  wildly,  and  in  a 
sweet,  earnest  voice,  implored  him  to  let  her 
speak  with  the  Landshauptmann,  if  it  were  only 
for  a  moment. 

Few  hearts  could  have  resisted  the  appeal,  and 
though  the  guard  was  stem  and  old — he  smiled 
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a  grim  consent,  and  resting  his  rifle  agsiost  tin 
door-post,  disappeared  into  the  hovel.     The  i 
terva)  which  elapsed  before  his  return   vaa  i 
Justine  a  wilderness  of  tangled  thoughts,  nhert 
none  were  distinct,  nor  definite.      She  c 
not  have  told  why  she  came  thither,  or  expectet^ 
especially  from  Aloys  Reding,   to  hear  tidingi 
of  Waltber;  and  whilst  in  hurried  accents  si 
thanked  her  couductor  for  his   kindneas,   si 
trembled  at  her  own  temerity.       But  when  tbv 
aenlinel  ere  long  returned,  and  told  her  to  entoi 
the  cottage,  she  at  once  foi^ot   her  apprchetvi 
siona,  and  instantly  darted  through  the   thi 
hold. 

From  a  dark  passage  which  she  then  entered 
an  open  door  gave  admission  to  the  room  be" 
yond.  She  heard  voices  within,  but  though 
her  heart  beat  wildly,  ebe  glided  on,  and  in  ano- 
ther moment  entered  a  large,  low  room,  the 
principal  apartment  of  a  peasant's  dtrelliugb 
She  was  little  prepared  for  the  scene  she  there 
beheld. 
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The  woodai  walla  of  the  chamber  were  blade 
with  the  smoke  of  half  a  oeoturj^  and  only  one 
small  windowadmitted  the  bright  beamsof  even- 
ingi  whidi  fell  full  upon  the  figure  of  a  man  in 
military  costume,  seated  at  a  table  beneath  it, 
and  deepened,  rather  than  dispeUed,  the  sur- 
rounding gloom. 

His  uniform,  the  plumed  liat  lying  on  a  chltir 
at  his  side,  and  more  than  either,  the  ample 
forehead,  and  intellectual,  weather  beaten  face 
of  the  veteran,  convinced  her,  she  beheld  the 
Commander-in-chief;  and  the  &lse  courage 
which  had  supported  her  through  so  many 
dangers,  at  once  forsook  her,  when  she  felt  herw 
self  in  the  presence  of  a  man,  so  high  in  autho- 
rity, and  so  universally  regarded  with  respect, 
almost  amounting  to  veneration. 

The  General,  unconscious  of  her  presence^ 
continued  to  peruse  with  absorbing  interest 
the  papers  spread  out  before  him,  and  as  trem- 
bling and  dismayed,  she  gazed  in  silent  awe  on 
this  remarkable  man,  she  felt,  with  shame  and 


I^wfly,  ewn  9am  whto  taatarthemeeampHA- 
neat  of  bcr  hopes,  have  gbdcd  ailcnttr  mwmj : 
but  she  saw  that  ao  «U  mm  who.  in  the  ^mrh 
ot  a  monk,  ut,  as  if  faUUnig  the  offiee  of  secre- 
tary inmediatcK'  oppooite,  hai  his  tf*^  Gxed 
intentW  upon  her,  and  drooping  and  dismavrd 
she  remaiiml  a.s  if  nwted  ta  the  spot. 

Not  a  vord  wu  spo^n  either  br  the  pnest 
or  the  officer,  bat  there  iras  a  low  marnmr  of 
Tokvs  in  an  inner  ehaniber,  and,  at  ioterrals, 
deep  groans  were  audible,  ooc  oolr  from  thence, 
bat  even  from  the  dark  recesses  of  the  rootn 
where  the  maiden  stood,  and  graduallv,  as  her 
ejes  became  acciutomed  to  the  light,  she  saw 
dimly  in  the  surrounding  shadow,  the  sad, 
paJe  Ttiages  of  men,  who  lay  stretched  on  coo- 
liiscd  piles  of  &traw,  or  hay,  or  leaves,  around 
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the  gloomy  dwelling.  Death  and  agony  were 
on  every  face  of  these  poor  wounded  victims  of 
the  last  night^s  battle^and  with  wild  feelings  of 
distress^  amounting  almost  to  despair,  Justine 
glanced  from  one  to  another^  dreading,  yet  half 
expecting  to  recognize  her  lover  amidst  the 
awful  group.  But  though  there  were  many 
even  younger  than  Walther  amongst  the  suffer- 
ers^ they  were  all  strangers  to  her,  and  she 
turned  away  to  wipe  the  tears  from  her  eyes, 
with  a  deep  sigh  that  seemed  to  relieve  her 
heart  from  almost  mortal  agony. 

That  sigh,  for  the  first  time,  attracted  the  at- 
tention of  Aloys  Reding  to  the  maiden,  and, 
lifting  his  eyes  from  his  papers,  he  was  amazed 
to  behold  that  young,  fair  creature,  standing 
weeping  before  him.  Her  dress  was  torn  and 
disordered,  her  face  pale  and  sad,  and  her  whole 
figure  had  an  air  of  fatigue  and  sufiering ;  but 
still  her  beauty  was  conspicuous,  and  the  Gene- 
ral was  not  a  man  to  turn  away  with  indifie- 
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are  many  of  the  poor  fellows  in  this  and  the 
neighbouring  hovels^  who  much  lack  nurses  for 
their  wounds." 

*^  I  asked  for  him  of  many/'  she  answered^ 
^  but  all  said^  that  though  he  fought  bravely^ 
he  had  received  no  injury." 

^^  Is  it  a  brother^  or  a  husband^  you  are  in 
search  of?"  inquired  Reding^  with  an  indulgent 
smile. 

''  It  is  Walther  Stanz/'  replied  the  maiden 
simply. 

'^  Walther  Stanz  I"  repeated  the  General, 
with  unconcealed  amazement,^  he  has  no  sister, 
and  I  never  heard  he  had  a  wife.'' 

^  Oh  no*-no-~I  am  neither  his  sister,  nor 
his  wife,  and  yet — ^*  and  she  stopped  and  hung 
down  her  head  in  sweet  confusion. 

^^  And  yet — ^you  have  come  to  seek  him !  then 
he  is  your  lover,  I  presume  ?'^ 

The  maiden  was  silent. 

<^  If  that  is  your  only  claim  on  the  young 
soldier/'  continued  Reding,  more  gravely,  *^  it 
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would  have  been  better  for  you  to  havc.sougl 
shelter  witli  the  women,  in  the  rear  of  the  ori 
than  to  have  come  here  alone,  and  unprotecta 
where  men,  and  men  only  should  be  found." 

"Alas,  1  knew  not  whither  to  go,'"  replif 
the  weeping  girl.  "The  cottage  vvas  I 
his  mother  Oed,  and  I  thouglit  that  Here 
should  find  Wultfaer,  and  he  would  tell  v] 
was  best  to  do.  I  have  known  him  from  a  child 
"  But  surely  you  must  be  aware,  that  W« 
iher  Stanz,  and  all  here  have  weighty  t 
to  think  of  uow,  that  brook  not  such  intern^ 
tions.  He  is  in  arms  for  his  country,  and  nuij 
not  be  diverted  from  his  duty.  Love^  and  e\a 
Hoh  themes,  have  nothing  to  do  with  a  cai 
paign  like  ours.  Leave  this  young  man  undu 
tnrbed,  aud  I  will  send  one  to  poiut  out  to  yc 
where  the  women  have  taken  refuge." 

*'AIas  !  1  have  come  so  far !  I  would  fain  bai 
seen  him,  if  only  for  one  moment,"  murmun 
Justine,  and  she  hid  her  face,  and  wept  bitb 
though  silent  tears. 
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Though  Aloys  Reding  justly  felt  that  it  was 
no  time  for  him  to  permit  the  hearts  of  his  fol- 
lowers to  be  diverted  from  their  perilous  enter- 
prize^  by  thoughts  of  love,  or  the  spectacle  of 
female  sorrow,  he  was  yet  greatly  moved  by  the 
affliction  of  a  being  so  young  and  desolate. 

^^  Walther  Stanz  is  absent,  at  a  distant  out- 
post, so  there  is  no  chance  of  your  seeing  him 
to-night,"  he  said,  "  even  were  I  disposed  to 
grant  your  wish;  but  go  to  the  women  who 
have  taken  shelter  in  the  hills  behind  Schwytz, 
and  be  will  not  fail  to  come  to  you  after  to- 
morrow's battle.'* 

"  Oh,  to-morrow  !  but  what  may  to-morrow 
not  bring  to  pass  !'*  sighed  Justine  in  broken 
accents. 

*^  I  have  much  to  do  ere  then,"  returned  the 
General,  "  and  cannot  longer  waste  the  time. 
Brugel  !'*  he  cried  in  a  louder  tone,  to  a  soldier 
who  had  hitherto  stood  motionless  near  the 
door,  "  see  this  maiden  in  safety  through  the 
camp,  on  the  road  towards  Schwytz.'* 
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"  So  please  you,  sir,  I  knoir  not  if  it  may 
be  wiser  to  detain  her,"  said  the  man 
ing  nearer  to  the  table,  as  he  spoke.  "Is 
pect  she  is  here  for  no  good,  for  she  is  one 
our  enemy's  party." 

"  Bo  you  know  her  then  ?"  hastily  demandd 
the  General. 

"  Ay,  that  I  do,  as  well  as  my  own  mothcV 
Hhe  is  the  ntece  of  Michael  Graaf  of  l.ucenN 
who  nearly  brought  Waltber  Stanz  to  tli 
scaffold  tost  week,  and  instead  of  being  in 
of  the  youth's  protection,  she  is  only  come  ben 
as  u  spy,  1  dare  be  swora." 

"  Ha  1  this  is  strange '."  exclaimed  Reding. 

"  Oh,  no !  do  not  believe  it,''  cried  Justioi 
sinking  on  her  knees  before  him,  "  I  un  i 
spy !  1  am  only  a  poor  forlorn  creature  wl 
has  fled  from  misery'  and  disgrace  to  seek  ih 
protection  from  another,  1  could  not  claim  fnt 
my  own  kindred," 

"  But  you  do  not  deny  that  you  arc  ill 
niece  of  Michael  Graaf  1" 
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It  is  too  true  1  but  I  am  not  a  spj,  and  if 
1  have  been  too  bold  in  coming  hither,  it  was 
despair  that  drove  me  to  it.  Since  yesterday  I 
have  been  hunted  from  rock  to  rock,  I  have 
escaped  through  the  wildest  passes  of  the 
mountain,  as  by  a  miracle^  from  the  hands  of 
the  enemy,  and  now,  when  weary  and  broken 
hearted,  I  cast  myself  at  your  feet  for  mercy, 
do  not  let  me  be  condemned  so  unjustly.'* 

'*  Methinks  you  had  better  have  gone  to  the 
French  camp,^'  said  the  General  sternly,  '^your 
uncle,  there,  would  doubtless  have  found  you 
many  friends." 

^  Oh  no,  no,  he  is  the  worst  enemy  I  have  ! 
this  man  knows  nothing  of  me,  but  my  name 
and  kindred.  1  am  in  misery ;  and  wretch- 
edness is  a  crime  in  the  eyes  of  many ;  but 
when  Father  Paul  returns  to  the  camp,  he  will 
attest  my  innocence,  and  tell  you  the  whole 
story  of  my  misfortunes  !" 

There  was  an  expression  so  touching  in  the 
voice  and  manner  of  the  poor  girl,  as  she  thus 
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urildly  gave  utterance  to  her  feelings,  that  Alof  ^ 
Reding  could  no  longer  have  a  doubt  of  \tf 
truth,  and  spoke  gently  when  he  answered^' 
'<  It  seems  strange  that  Father  Paul  should  br 
able  to  say  anything  in  favour  of  one,  whoie- 
uncle  is  the  greatest  traitor  in  Switzerknd,  the 
man  who  has  brought  the  French  into  the  heoC 
of  his  countiy,  who  was  the  peijured  accuser  of 
Walther  Stanz,  and  the  plunderer  of  the  pubBe 
treasury  !*' 

"  Believe  me,  I  took  no  part  in  his  intrigues," 
cried  Justine  eagerly  interrupting  him. 

**  If  the  Hermit  is  your  friend,  your  honesty 
can  be  speedily  proved,**  said  the  Gcnerilj 
"  Brugel — the  Hermit  is  in  the  next  Novel, 
praying  with  the  sick ;  request  him  to  come 
hither,'*  he  added,  turning  to  the  soldier  vho 
instantly  disappeared,  in  obedience  to  this  com- 
mand. 

"  Thev  told  me  Father  Paul  was  absent," 
said  the  girl  with  some  surprise. 

Ah,  did  they  ?*'  returned  Reding  drily,  as 
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iflie  suspected  that  she  already  repented  her 
appeal  to  the  Holy  man  j  "  they  led  you  into 
>'iiialnl(c^  as  you  will  shortly  see  ;  but  arise,  I 
pray  jou,  uo  one,  I  trust,  need  kneel  to  me  for 
justice." 

The  girl   slowly   obeyed,   and   there   was  a 

P^use  for  some  minutes,  during  which  nothing 

*"*  to  be  heard  in  that  gloomy  chamber,   but 

"'^  deep  groans  of  the  wountied,  and  the  stifled 

""Osof  Justine,  as  with  her  apron   pressed  be- 

'■«  her  eyes,  she  stood  motionless  in  the  mid- 

*  of  the  floor. 

;  Jleavy  steps  in  the  outer  passage,  first  broke 

Btillness,  and  when   the    maiden    turned 

■ly  towards   tbe  door,   there,  in  the  last 

'^ms  of  the  setting  sun,  she  beheld   with  in- 

^ressible  delight,  the  tall  figure  of  the  Hermit 

tel  emerging  from  the  gloom,  with   tbe  cowl 

Iiis  monk's  frcck  drawn  down  over  his  fore- 

^^dj  and  the  crucifix  he  bad  recently  held   be- 

the  eyes  of  tbe  dying,  still  pressed  against 
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The  astonishmenC  of  the  old  man  was  «&• 
bounded^  when  Justine  with  a  joyful  exdami- 
tion  sprang  towards  him,  and  taking  her  hini 
in  his,  he  eagerly  demanded  how  she  hid  fiwnl 
her  way  thither* 

'^  Staffer  made  me  his  prisoner/^  she  rapidij 
returned,  ^^  but  I  escaped  with  Hans,  and  came 
to  the  camp,  in  search  of  you  and  Waltbcr. 
They  say   I   am  a  spy,  but  you  will  tell  the 

General  all,  Father  Paul,  and  he  will  believe 
you  !'^ 

"  Is  it  possible,*'  said  Aloys  Reding,  "that 
this  maiden  can  be  the  niece  of  Michael  Graa^ 
and  yet  claim  you,  as  her  friend  ?'* 

**  She  has  told  you  the  truth,"  replied  the 
Hermit  '^  for  though  she  is  allied  by  blood  to 
the  Treasurer,  no  creatures  can  be  more  dis- 
-similar.'* 

*^  She  came  hither,  it  seems,  in  search  of 
Walther  Stanz,**  said  Reding  ;  "  such  love  mi*' 
sions  scarcely  befit  the  time,  or  place." 

'*  They  are  betrothed  !"  answered  the  Her- 
jnit,  "  and  their  marriage  was  alone  prevented 
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by  the  battle.  When  Wafther's  mother  fled 
from  the  Righi,  this  poor  girl  had  no  other 
protector  than  myself.  Lena  is  amongst  those 
courageous  women^who,  instead  of  flying  to  the 
mountains^  have  remained  to  assist  the  army  by 
thpir  labours^  and  with  your  permission  I  will 
place  Justine  withher^  for  her  lover  has  taken  up 
his  position  for  the  nighty  with  a  party  of  our 
bravest  soldiers,  at  the  very  extremity  of  our 
line  towards  Arth.*' 

"  As  you  know  the  maiden,  Father  Paul,  of 
course  you  are  the  best  judge  in  this  matter,'' 
replied  Reding,  *^  so  good  night,  my  poor  girl ; 
this  holy  man  will  find  you  a  lodging,  for  you 
have  plainly  much  need  of  rest ;  and  then  my 
friend,''  he  added  turning  towards  the  Hermit, 
"  I  shall  be  glad  to  talk  over  with  you,  oiur 
plans  for  the  morrow." 

Father  Paul,  by  a  silent  inclination  of  the 
head,  signified  his  assent,  and  Justine  having^ 
timidly  thanked  the  Greneral  for  his  kindness, 
they  departed  together  without  further  delay. 
D  3 
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CHAPTER   III. 


Old  longiy  the  predoui  mane  of  the  hearth 
AVhilft  we  go  forth  a  self-devoted  crowd, 
With  weepont  in  the  fearlea  hand,  to  aiieri 
Our  virtue  and  to  vindicate  mankind.'* 

WOBOBWOITH. 


When  the  Hermit  and  his  young  compaitf^ 
emerged  from  the  cottage^  the  still  serenity  ^^ 
the  evening  sky  had  departed.  Every  dg^ 
on  earth  was  a  confused  chaos  of  purple  di* 
dows^  whose  outline  could  with  difficulty  ^ 
traced ;  and  huge  masses  of  dark,  wild  cloofc 
were  rising  in  the  west,  above  the  broad,  1^ 
sun  whose  half  hidden  disk  threw  by  its  declin' 
ing  glory,  all  other  objects  into  gloom. 
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The  gale  blew  fitfully  through  the  valley, 
bending  down  the  trees  for  a  moment,  and 
making  a  wild  murmur  amidst  their  branches, 
then  rushing  onwards,  and  leaving  them  in 
brief  and  solemn  repose.  But  in  these  inter-* 
vals  there  was  no  silence.  The  low,  sullen 
murmur  of  distant  thunder,  rolled  almost  inces- 
santly over  the  Rossberg,  till  at  length  after 
set  of  sun,  broad  flashes  of  liquid  lightning, 
ever  and  anon  revealed  the  endless  labyrinths 
of  the  moving  clouds,  and  a  dropping^  fire  of 
musketry,  ten  times  multiplied  by  the  echoes  of 
the  surrounding  mountains,  gaVe  evidence  that 
the  war  that  night  was  not  alone  amongst  the 
elements. 

*^  This  is  an  awful  spectacle,  Justine,''  said 
the  old  man,  suddenly  arresting  his  hurried 
footsteps,  and  gazing  with  a  troubled  eye  over 
earth  and  heaven,  ^*  methinks  the  angel  of 
destruction  hovers  over  our  devoted  land !  yet 
man — man  is  the  sole  destroyer.  That  crash 
of  elements  will  pass    away    ere    mom,  and 
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are  many  in  this  valley,  who  have  looked  for  the 
last  time  upon  the  sun^  and  many  more,  who 
though  yet  unburied,  were  unconscious  of  its 
setting.     But  I  will  not   despair !     Sufficient 
for  the  day  is  the  evil  thereof^  and  though  in  my 
youth  I   have  seen  many  wars^   I   never  yet 
knew  one,  where  either  party   had   so  just  a 
cause^  as  that  we  fight  for  now.  Faith — honor — 
virtue — and  all  the  best  affections  of  the  heart, 
have  made  our  peasants   and  our  shepherds 
soldiers,    and    in    such    inspiration    lies    our 
strength.    The  worldly  men  who  lead  our  ene- 
mies, would  if  they  heard  me,  laugh  my  words 
to  scorn.    They  are  citizens  of  the  world  and 
know  not  the  strong  ties  of  reverence  for  anti- 
quity, and  the  calm  strength  of  habit.    They 
never  fought  upon  a  field  like  that  of  Morgar- 
ten,  as  our  brave  countrymen  did  yesternight, 
where  five  centuries  before,  their  ancestors,  poor 
peasants  like  themselves,  had  triumphed  ove 
the  insolent  oppressors  of  their  land — no  voices 
from  the  abyss  of  time  cheer  them  amidst  the 
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battle ;  no  image  either  of  wife,  or  child,  fiitt^^ 
before  their  eyes,  to  nerve  their  hand  in  Htf-* 
hoiir  of  danger.  They  may  scoff  who  irill  ^^ 
our  poverty,  and  ignorance  of  the  art  of  wiTj 
but  though  our  little  band  of  patriots  be  finilly 
borne  down  by  multitudes,  neither  avarice  nonE 
ambition,  nor  the  lust  of  conquest,  can  impirl 
a  strength  to  the  heart,  like  that  which  thehdy 
affections  bestow  upon  man*'' 

**  Heaven  send  our  country  may  triumphi''^ 
returned  Justine,  whilst  tears  chased  eachodie^ 
rapidly  down  her  cheeks,  "  yet,  alas !  who  cii» 
tell  which  of  us  may  live  to  see  that  day,  and  if 
those  we  love  fall  one  by  one  before  our  eyes^ 
it  were  better  at  once  to  die/' 

'*  Your  days  have  been  brief  and  bright,  rttf 
poor  child,''  answered  her  companion,  •*  and  yoo 
have  yet  to  learn  there  are  many  afflictions  be- 
sides war,  that  wither  the  blossoms  of  Ae 
heart  and  make  men,  in  their  deep  sense  of  lon^ 
liness,  long  eagerly  for  death,  before  their  joor- 
ney  to  the  grave  is  half  accomplished.    But  re- 
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member^  that  life  was  given  for  trial,  not  for 
happiness — for  patience,  not  despair,  we  must 
-  live  for  others,  even  when  death  is  all  we  covet 
for  ourselves." 

"  But  Walther  is  brave — he  is  skilful  in  the 
use  of  the  rifle,  and  as  some  men  must  escape^ 
why  should  he  not  be  one  of  them  ?^^  said  Jus- 
tine timidly. 

"  I  trust  by  the  mercy  of  heaven,  he  may," 
said  the  Hermit,  '^  for  earth  has  need  of  such  a 
lofty  and  unsullied  spirit;  and  look  Justine,^'  he 
added,  suddenly  Laying  one  hand  on  the  arm  of 
his  companion,  whilst  he  pointed  with  the  other 
to  a  bright  star  that  at  that  moment  shone  forth 
above  the  Righi,  between  a  rent  in  the  stormy 
clouds,  ^^  never  yet  amidst  sorrow  and  adversity 
hath  mine  eye  rested  upon  yon  bright  planet^ 
but  it  hath  proved  a  harbingerof  good  I  Some 
men  would  call  this  feeling  superstition,,  and  it 
may  be  so  1  They  reason  with  cold,  calm  feeU 
ings,  but  I  do  not,  and  whilst  the  delusion,  i£ 
o  5. 
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I  k  bc^  mfficcs  to  Eft  my  soul  abore^ 
Me,  1  wiB  not  rob  mvself  of  sod 
tnasuiv.  Y»r'  becootinacd,  sUU  gaxiagw 
vnpt  attention  on  tfae  akr, "  the  storm  that  i 
Tclopcd  its  rifflng  has  dispened,  and  nov  1 
broad,  pure  akr,  spreada  tvigtitly  all  around  ' 
We  will  accept  the  tugnrv,  but  at  the  same  til 
for^t  not,  that  we  must  labour  for  otirselres,!! 
we  would  hare  heaveQ  assist  us !     The  forces 
our  invaders  are  ineakubble,  and  ereiy  id 
howcTer  feeble,  is  of  nlue  now.     Even  y< 
labour,  Justine,  may  assist  your  countrr  in  t 
hour  of  Deed.  Lena,  since  she  IcA  the  mounts 
has  placed  herself  at   the  head  of  a  band 
women,  nho  have  all  day  been  carrying  ftiscin^ 
to  the  entrenchments,  and  when  you  have  takd 
needful  rest,  she  will  teach  you  how  you 
best  turn  your  labour  to  profit." 

"  I  have  been  used  to  toil,  and  will  do 
in  my  power,"  returned  the  maiden, "  but  hark 
Father  Paul,  methought  I  beard  mi^ic.      Y 
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surely  it  U  the  chorus  of  the  milkers,  when 
they  follow  the  cattle  to  the  .high  pastures  in 
the  spring  V' 

The  Hermit  stopped  to  listen,  and  amidst 
the  pauses  of  the  tempest,  he  caught  fitful 
snatches  of  female  voices,  singing  a  pastoral 
chorus,  and  as  with  his  companion  he  ap- 
proached a  cottage  at  the  further  end  of  a  low 
meadow,  the  words  gradually  became  distinctly 
audible. 

This  simple  strain  of  peace  and  beauty,  with 
irhich  these  poor  women  strove  to  banish  the 
remembrance  of  their  awful  position,  by  the 
recollection  of  former  pleasure,  contrasted  so 
fearfully  with  the  wild  jar  of  the  elements,  and 
the  horrors  of  war,  which  every  where  sur- 
rounded them,  that  both  Father  Paul  and 
Justine,  were  deeply  affected  as  they  listened 
to  the  notes,  and  the  old  man  waited  till  the 
song  was  done,  before  he  led  his  companion 
into  the  cottage. 
It  was  a  dismal  hovel,  where  the  darkness 
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was  alone  dispelled  by  a  large  wood  fire,  tl 
blazed  on  abraadtlagstone  nearthe  centre  of  tM 
floor,Bcndingupiivoluineofsnii>ke  tocarlannii 
the  rafters  above,  and  find  egress   as  it  coult^ 
through  a  hole  in  the  chip  thatched  roof.  htoH 
than  thirty  women  of  all   ages  were  assembli 
there;  some  nith  their  infants  in  their  arts 
others  seated  on  the  ground,  making  then*  la; 
the  pillows  of  their  sleeping  children  ;  a  fe*( 
stretched  on  piles  of  leaves,    forgetting  thi 
sorrows  in   deep  slumber,   and   many   of  tli^ 
younger  and  more  robust,  still  busily  oocupti 
in  preparing  wadding  for  the  guns,  and  lint  fdl 
the  wounded  soldiers. 

Lena,  seated  un  n  log  of  wood  near  the  fii 
was  amongst  the  latter,  and  no  sooner  had  shI 
recognized  Father  Paul,  than  hastily  pronnui 
cing  his  name,   she  and  all   her  compnnioi 
arose  with  tlic  most  profound  respect  to  nelcotw 
their  holy  gueat.     The  Hermit  stretched  fort] 
his  withered  hand,  and  pronounced  a  blesaii 
on  them,   whilst  all  who  were  conscious  of  hi 
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presence^  murmured  a  low  prajer^  and  devoutly 
eroasing  themselves,  returned  again  to  their 
several  occupations. 

Lena  alone,  having  caught  a  glimpse  of 
Justine  as  she  lingered  in  the  deep  shadow 
behind  her  conductor,  cast  aside  her  work,  and 
rushing  eagerly  forward,  clasped  the  poor  girl 
in  her  arms,  with  a  wild  exclamation  of  delight. 
The  heart  of  the  maiden  was  too  full  for  words, 
and  silently  she  rested  her  head  on  her  shoul- 
der and  wept ;  but  her  tears  were  more  of  joy 
than  sorrow,  for  as  Lena  pressed  her  again  and 
again  in  her  arms  with  all  a  parentis  fondness, 
she  felt  with  deep  delight,  that  the  kind  shep- 
herdess  was  the  mother  of  Walther  Stanz. 

But  Father  Paul,  well  aware  of  all  the  fatigue 
and  anxiety  Justine  had  that  day  undergone, 
speedily  insisted  on  her  partaking  of  such  fare 
as  the  hovel  afforded.  This  done,  and  her  ad- 
ventures briefly  told,  the  shepherdess  led  her 
to  a  dark  comer  of  the  hut^  and  made  her  lie 
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down  on  the  rude  bed  she  had   prepared  fl 

herself. 

"  You  shall  see  \A'aIther  to-morrow,"  i 
whispered,  as  she  pressed  her  hand,  and  kUi 
her  pale  cheek  ere  she  left  her  to  repose,  a 
then  gliding  away  to  the  6re  abe  resumed  t 
work. 

Father  Paul,  after  addrcssinii  a  Cew    woi 
to  her  in  a  low,  deep,  earnest  voice,  glided  froq 
the  hovel,  for  he  had  not  forgotten  the  desire  0 
Aloys  Ileding, 

When  he  went  abroad  into  the  open  air,  tt^ 
storm  was  still  raging  fearfully,  and  the  dai^ 
clouds  reflected,  not  only  the  flashing  Lighlf 
of  heaven,  but  the  lurid  glare  of  innumerabbi 
fires  that  blazed  on  the  peaks  of  ail  the  mounn 
tains.  The  dropping  fire  of  musketry  was  t^ 
be  heard  afar  off,  and  as  the  old  man  approached 
the  Geaeral's  quarters,  many  of  the  patriot 
were  stilt  hurrying  to  and  fro  with  busy  an^ 
agitated  faces. 
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Father  Paul  found  his  friend  anxiously  await- 
ing his  return,  and  the  two  ensuing  hours  were 
spent  by  these  remarkable  men  in  discussions^ 
on  which  the  very  existence  of  their  nation  de* 
pended. 

They  had  both^  in  early  life,  had  much  prac- 
tice in  war,  and  they  were  both  well  acquainted 
with  the  resources  of  the  Cantons — no  selfish 
feelings  mingled  with  their  devotion  of  their 
lives,  their  talents,  and  their  labours,  to  the 
service  of  their  country,  and  both  were  by 
nature  prone  to  hope;  yet  it  was  with  the 
deepest  anxiety  they  looked  forward  to  the 
morrow.  In  every  encounter  their  troops  had 
hitherto  beaten  back  the  enemy  with  a  loss, 
more  than  doubling  the  number  of  their  own 
slain ;  but  they  had  no  regiments  in  reserve 
like  the  French,  countless  as  the  waves  of  the 
sea,  perpetually  to  supply  all  losses ;  and  it  was 
too  manifest,  for  even  the  most  sanguine  to 
overlook,  that  a  succession  of  such  advantages^ 
must  ultimately  prove  the  ruin  of  their  cause. 
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Nothing  but  a  signal  and  sw'eeping  victorj 
offered  a  chance  of  expelling  the  ioTader 
from  the  land,  and  to  effect  this  mighty  pai 
posc^  the  deliberations  of  a  council  of  the  prin 
cipal  officers  of  the  Swiss  Army^  assisted  b; 
Father  Paul,  and  other  respected  churchmen 
were  that  night  directed.  But  though  mai 
may  prepare  and  act,  they  all  felt  that  the  re 
suit  of  his  labours  is  in  the  hands  of  providence 
and  with  feelings  of  the  deepest  reverence 
these  brave  men  joined  in  the  prayers  offeree 
up  by  the  Hermit,  before  they  dispersed,  j 
little  after  midnight,  to  their  respective 
quarters. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


'*  O  all  je  pow*n  who  rule  above  ! 
O  thou,  whose  very  self  art  love  t 

Thou  know'st  my  words  sincere  I 
The  life  blood  streaming  through  my  heart. 
Or  ray  more  dear  immortal  part, 
b  not  more  fondly  dear  !'* 

Burns. 


Walther  Stanz  had  been  sent  only  two  hours 
before  Justine's  arrival  at  the  camp^  with  about 
a  dozen  mountaineers,  to  reinforce  a  detached 
party  which  defended  a  pass  a  little  above  Arth. 
The  sun  had  not  yet  set,  when  these  brave  men 
reached  their  point  of  destination. 

It  was  a  narrow  ledge  ofrock  almost  entirely 
concealed  by  brushwood,  overhanging  a  hollow 


way,  through  nkicb  not  more  than  three  men 
could  march  abreast.  During  the  whole  of  the 
precetUng  day  and  night,  the  Swiss  had  there 
kept  wutch,  aiid  by  the  galling  B re  of  their 
rifles  nlonc,  these  skilful  marksmen  had  three 
times  driven  back  the  French,  when  they  at- 
tempted to  force  the  pass. 

But  their  success  had  not  been  purchssed 
without  loss.  Six  men  had  felleii,  and  the 
young  officer  who  commanded  the  party,  was 
shot  dead  ouly  a  few  minutes  before  the  arrival 
of  Walthcr  Stanz  and  his  companions.  There 
was  no  Patritian,  nor  Burgher  there,  to  take 
his  place;  the  whole  detachment  was  composed 
ofpcasitDts;  men,  who  like  W'alther  himself, 
had  DO  authority  in  the  government  of  the  Re> 
public ;  yet  nil  were  ready  to  die  for  it,  and 
they  were  veil  aware  that  without  a  commander 
it  would  he  impossible  to  act  in  concert,  or 
maintain  the  advantages  they  had  hithertu 
■  gained.  To  send  lo  head  quarters  would  have 
been   a   useless  waste  of  time,  and  from  I 
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own  number,  therefore,  it  was  expedient  that  a 
new  leader  should  be  immediately  chosen. 

By  common  consent,  the  choice  fell  on  VVal- 
ther  Stanz.  Universally  beloved  for  his  kind 
and  generous  qualities,  no  man  was  jealous  of 
his  authority  ;  and  the  courage  and  skill  he  had 
already  displayed,  and  the  high  commendations 
he  had  received  from  Aloys  Reding,  had  created 
a  general  respect  and  confidence  in  his  ability. 

His  prudent  disposition  of  his  little  forces  for 
the  night,  quickly  proved  the  wisdom  of  their 
choice,  and  the  ardent  and  courageous  spirit  of 
the  young  soldier,  had  an  almost  marvellous 
effect  in  reviving  the  drooping  energies  of  the 
weary  men  he  came  to  succour.  For  six  and 
thirty  hours,  but  few  of  them  had  slept,  or  tasted 
food,  and  his  first  arrangements  were,  that 
whilst  he  and  those  who  accompanied  him 
there  kept  guards  these  zealous,  but  exhausted, 
labourers,  should  lie  down  and  sleep  with  their 
rifles  in  their  hands  through  the  first  watch  of 
the  night,  unless  their  assistance  was  absolutely 
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iiiniiider  of  his  detachment  reposed  around  him. 
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scattered  in  various  attitudes  amidst  the  long 
grass  and  withered  fem^  in  happy  forgetfulness 
of  the  horrors  of  war. 

But  his  thoughts  were  far  too  busy  for  sleep. 
He  was  not  elated  by  his  momentary  authority ; 
the  events  of  the  past  days,  had  made  him  too 
painfully  conscious  of  his  own  humble  position^ 
and  his  utter  inability,  either  by  talent,  or  learn- 
ings or  virtue,  to  extricate  himself  from  the 
bondage  his  humble  birth  had  imposed  on  him; 
he  felt  that  he  had  all  the  qualities  requisite  to 
command,  and  yet,  save  for  that  brief  hour  of 
danger,  for  life  he  was  doomed  to  obey.    But 
this  was  the  law  of  the  country  he  adored,  and 
never  for  one  moment  did  he  mentally  question 
its  justice;  he  only  bitterly  lamented  that  fate 
had  placed  him  in  a  class,  for  which  his  quali- 
ties unfitted  him,  and  as  he  looked  on  the  sim- 
ple hearted  peasants  who  slept    around,  he 
envied  their  repose,  and  lamented  that  the  in- 
structions of  Father  Paul  had  opened  to  his 
mind  a  wider  range  of  thought,  than  their  un* 
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qtienUjr  feit  in  middle  life,  bnt  nrelv  in  youth, 
and  DCTer  in  old  age,  when  man  clings  more  to 
the  past  than  the  fatore.  WOlitiglT  would  he 
at  that  minute  have  Udd  down  bia  life  to  have 
been  assured  of  the  safetr  of  Justinr,  and  to 
have  pressed  her  once  more  to  his  heart  before 
he  l>ade  farewell  to  earth.  But  he  knew  that 
could  not  be,  and  yielding  to  a  sad  prc*entt- 
ment  that  they  were  parted  for  ever,  he 
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impatiently  for  the  morrow^  hoping  that  he 
might  then  find  at  least  an  honourable  death 
upon  a  field  of  glory.  He  then  thought  of  his 
mother ;  with  tender  sadness^  but  not  with  such 
regret  as  to  make  him  anxious  to  prolong  his 
life  for  her  sake ;  much  as  she  loved  him^  he 
had  often  felt  that  his  poor  dumb  brother  was 
more  precious  to  her  than  he  was,  and  he  knew 
her  industry,  and  force  of  character  too  well, 
not  to  feel  assured  that  they  would  for  ever 
exempt  her  from  want.  But  when  the  image 
of  Father  Paul  arose  before  him,  when  he  re* 
membered  his  love,  the  unwearied  kindness 
with  which  he  had  watched  over  him  from 
childhood^  his  more  than  parental  anxiety  for 
his  virtue,  and  his  welfare,  and  the  confidence 
reposed  in  him  by  the  sorrowful  old  man,  who 
habitually  shrunk  from  human  converse,  his 
heart  was  convulsed  with  deep  emotion,  and 
the  conviction  rushed  upon  his  mind  that  he 
had  yet  an  object  to  live  for,  and  duties  to  per- 


72  THE   THIRST   FOR   GOLD. 

form  in  life,  even  though  Justine  was  nevef  ^ 
be  his. 

The  storm  was  flashing  and  wildly  brattlil'S 

around  him,  and  as  he  caught  in  its  ffitti00 

lights,  a  transitory  view  of  the  giant  mountain^ 

and  the  huge  piles  of  solemn  clouds,  that  hover-' 

ed  round   them,  he  seemed  inspired  by  the 

grandeur  of  the  scene,  and  his  mind  diverted 

from  its  individual  cares,  vast  and  unutterable 

thoughts  thronged  round  him,  till  he  felt  that 

hi  spite  of  pride,  and  of  poverty,  and  of  all  the 

countless  trammels  that  men  have  invented  to 

humiliate  each  other,  there  is  no  real  bondage 

on   earth  for  the   soul,  which  knowledge  hM9 

taught  to  feel  and  estimate  the  beauties  aod 

sublimity  of  nature;  no  real  humiliation, but 

that  of  sin. 

No  man  notes  in  the  progress  of  life  the  nJi* 
nute  circumstances  which  unconsciously  to  biiD* 
self  have  influenced  a  passing  train  of  thougWj 
and   frequently   thereby   changed    the    wbofc 
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future  course  of  his  existence.  Solitude^  or  so- 
ciety — the  whistling  of  the  wind,  or  the  drop- 
ping of  a  leaf^  hj  suggesting  a  new  idea,  not 
only  influences  the  circumstances  of  a  life,  but 
sometimes  changes  a  man's  character  for  ever, 
and  it  was  well  for  Walther,  that  when  left 
alone  that  night  to  reflection,  the  storm,  by 
lifting  his  soul  to  heaven,  taught  him  the  true 
value  of  the  gifts  he  possessed,  and  the  ingrati- 
tude of  his  despair.  Till  that  hour  he  had  lived 
for  pleasure ;  from  impulse  he  had  acted  right, 
but  his  mind  had  been  a  wild  chaos  of  feelings 
and  fancies,  of  bright  hopes,  and  dark  despon- 
dency. All  Father  Paul  had  told  him  of  man's 
true  position  as  a  wayfarer  upon  earth,  had 
fallen  unheeded  upon  his  ear.  Youth  ever 
dreams  that  it  shall  find  exemption  from  the 
troubles  that  the  aged  have  encountered. 

But  from  thenceforward  his  character  was 
entirely  changed ;  patiently  and  cheerfully  he 
lived  less  for  himself,  and  more  for  others.  He 
had  learnt  that  all  have  at  times  a  burthen  of 
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sorrow   to  bear,   against   which   i 


:  should 


murmur,  but  look  beyond  for  brighter  things, 
and  seek  to  atlay  their  own  nnguisb,  by  allevi- 
ating tlie  pangs  of  their  fellow  sufferers.  He 
felt  that  he  had  no  right  to  cast  his  life  away, 
whilst  Father  Paul  had  need  of  his  services, 
were  it  only  to  sit  by  the  dying  bed,  and  close 
the  eyes  of  the  solitary  old  man,  who  with  un- 
wearied zeal,  had  supplied  to  him  the  care  and 
afi'eccion  of  a  father. 

Engaged  in  such  reflections  he  had  for  a  time 
forgotten  the  war,  and  ihe  purpose  of  his  watch, 
when  he  was  startled  from  his  reverie,  by  a 
rustling  amongst  the  underwood  behind  him. 
He  instantly  grasped  his  rifle,  and  sprang  on 
hia  feet,  but  though  he  stood  intently  gazing 
on  the  spot  from  whence  the  noise  proceeded, 
for  several  seconds,  nothing  was  to  be  seen,  hut 
the  ivet  leaves  of  the  stunted  hollies  glittering 
in  the  rays  of  the  watch  fire,  nor  a  souud  to 
be  heard,  but  the  pattering  of  the  ratOf  that 
fell  thick  and  fast  amidst  the  boughs.      Bg 
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would  have  fired  his  rifle  had  he  not  been  re* 
strained  by  a  feeling  of  compassion  for  the  ex- 
hausted sleepers,  whom  the  report  would  in- 
stantly have  aroused ;  but  hearing  nothing 
further,  he  imagined  it  had  probably  been  some 
wild  animal  stirring  amongst  the  grass,  and 
without  other  precaution  than  that  of  still 
holding  his  gun  in  his  hand,  he  reseated  him- 
self on  the  log  he  had  before  occupied,  in  front 
of  the  fire.  He  knew  there  was  a  French  regi- 
ment not  a  furlong  from  the  entrance  of  the 
pass,  from  whence,  at  the  beginning  of  the 
night,  the  songs  and  laughter  of  the  soldiers 
were  frequently  borne  upon  the  breeze,  but  the 
spot  he  occupied  was  perfectly  inaccessible 
from  thence,  save  up  the  defile  where  his  scout 
kept  watch.  There  was  another  path  certainly, 
leading  from  the  Righi,  but  so  rarely  trodden, 
and  so  completely  commanded  by  the  position 
he  occupied,  as  to  render  it  almost  impossible 
that  the  enemy  would  attempt  it ;  in  fact,  the 
£  3 
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■"'  Run,  Walther,  the  nest  instant,  stood  with 
■"^  arms  wrapped  around  the  trembling  figure 
"  Justine.  Happiness  has  no  words,  and  it 
**s  long  tilt  either  spoke,  but  the  girl  wept, 
■"d  the  soldier  kissed  away  her  tears,  and  both 
™"got  all  the  world  contained  save  each  other. 
*ut  it  was  a  trance  too  beautiful  to  lasl,  amidst 
"G  hard  world  of  ambition,  and  spoliation,  and 
DlOodahed  that  surrounded  them,  and  with  a 
feeling  of  horror  that  chilled  his  very  heart, 
"**lther  ere  long  awoke  to  a  senae  of  their  true 
Position,  of  the  death  Justine  had  so  narrowly 
^aped,  even  from  his  own  hand,  and  the  dan- 
*  to  which  her  delay,  or  retreat  must  equally 
**po8e  her. 

But  yet,  amidst  all  this,  there  was  inexpres- 
^ble  joy  in  his  breast.  She  was  still  with  him 
"^ihe  whose  loss  had  driven  him  nearly  to 
Gladness,  from  whom  he  believed,  so  recently, 
■fcat  he  was  parted  for  crer  in  this  world,  was 
Vgain  restored  to  him.  His  arras  were  around 
ler  slender  figure,  her  fair  cheek  rested  on  his 
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will  never  part  again ;  all  yesterday  I  sought 
for  you  in  vain,  and  though  when  I  found  your 
mother's  dwelling  at  evening,  she  made  me  lie 
down  to  rest,  and  I  slept  for  awhile,  I  awoke 
before  midnight,  in  time  to  see  Lena  give  Fritz 
a  basket  of  food,  and  a  bundle  of  cartridges  to 
bring  to  you.  Such  a  guide  was  not  to  be  lost, 
and  I  escaped  unseen  from  the  cottage,  and 
joined  him  on  the  way,  but  when  once  in  the 
right  path,  I  far  outstripped  his  steps.'' 

*^  Ah,  Justine,'*  returned  her  lover,  "  if  you 
could  imagine,  in  the  most  remote  degree,  the 
burthen  it  has  lifted  from  my  heart,  to  know 
that  you  are  still  amongst  us,  still  free  from 
your  uncle's  power,  it  would  reward  you,  I  trust, 
for  some  of  the  toil  you  have  endured." 

"  For  all,  Walther,  and  ten  times  more,"  she 
cried.  *^  I  am  so  happy  now,  1  remember  not 
even  a  footstep  of  my  sad  wanderings  yesterday. 
No,  no,  my  troubles  are  past,  I  have  found  you, 
and  we  will  think  no  more  of  sorrow." 
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She  only  replied  by  imploring  him  yet  more 
earnestly,  not  to  send  her  from  him,  and  for 
some  time  he  continued  vainly  to  entreat  her 
to  depart.  But  at  length,  a  sudden  thought 
struck  him,  and  he  told  her,  that  if  she  would 
not  return  to  the  camp  for  her  own  safety,  she 
could  not  refuse  to  do  so  for  his. 

'^  I  have  a  request  to  send  thither,'*  he  said, 
"  which  Fritz  cannot  convey,  and  if  you  love 
me,  Justine,  you  will  not  refuse  to  be  my 
messenger/' 

^'  If  it  be  a  true,  and  real  task,"  she  mur- 
mured. 

**  Doubtless  it  is,"  Walther  rapidly  replied, 
*^  this  post  has  hitherto  been  defended  by  the 
rifle  alone,  but  from  the  rumours  the  men  have 
heard,  there  is  reason  to  believe  that  the  next 
attack  will  be  made  with  more  than  double  the 
numbers,  that  have  hitherto  been  brought  against 
it.  One  cannon  will  be  absolutely  necessary  to 
repel  them,  and  if  pointed  at  the  defile,  W9«ild 
sweep  them  down  like  com  before  the  sickle/* 
B  5 
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precaution  to  turn  and  watch  the  brake  whence 
the  sounds  were  audible ;  his  gaze  was  fixed 
on  the  dewy  eyes  of  Justine,  and  she  thought 
only  of  him.  *^Be  of  good  cheer,  my  poor  girl," 
be  said,  ^^  we  have  passed  through  many  diffi- 
culties without  dreaming  of  the  happiness  this 
hour  has  brought  us,  and  though  troubles  are 
yet  around  our  path,  I  feel  that  a  morning  of 
joy  will  dawn  at  length,  and  the  day  will  arrive, 
when  I  shall  call  vou  mine  for  ever  and  ever," 

Whilst  Walther  thus  gave  expression  to  the 
passionate  feelings  of  his  heart,  he  heeded  not 
the  approach  of  Fritz,  though  his  steps  were 
close  behind  him,  for  he  knew  the  poor  fellow 
could  hear  nothing  he  uttered,  but  he  started 
as  if  a  dagger  had  pierced  his  side,  when  a  voice 
that  he  least  of  all  expected  to  answer  him  then 
responded  to  his  exclamations,  by  a  sarcastic 
wish  that  his  prophecies  might  be  fulfilled  more 
speedily  than  he  anticipated. 

That  voice  was  the  voice  of  Michael  Graaf, 
and  the  lovers  recognized  it,  with   unutterable 
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^^  He  was  shot  ere  the  sun  went  down,  and- 
any  business  of  a  public  nature  you  had  with 
him,  I  am  now  authorized  to  transact." 

'^  That  is  a  doubtful  matter/^  said  Oraaf,  in  a 
hesitating  tone,  ^  you  and  he  may  view  things 
in  a  different  light.  He  was  a  cautious  young 
man,  and  had  a  fine  farm,  the  French  are  likely 
to  overrun,  and  several  houses  in  Lucerne/' 

"  What  is  that  to  the  purpose?"  demanded 
Walther  impatiently. 

"  Nothing  to  you,  certainly,'*  said  Michael, 
glancing  around  with  evident  trepidation,  at  the 
sleeping  soldiers  near,  '^  but  they  would  have 
spared  his  property,  and  paid  handsomely 
besides/' 

**Pay!  pay  for  what!"  cried  the  moun- 
taineer, "  you  are  ever  thinking  of  money, 
Michael  Graaf ;  but  I  tell  you  once  for  all,  that 
if  you  are  still  in  the  interests  of  the  invaders, 
as  you  have  hitherto  been,  you  are  not  wise  in 
coming  here.    I  marvel  the  watchman  below 


man  ^wiB  St  fiHdn  ^be  pasK. 

die  TrensnrcKi 

'^'Bhk  tile  water  Ton  retuFit  by  ^cte  better. 
«c  WHiSBa  *■"*—*  m  our  ranks." 

"WriOa-Sfeiiiiz.TDiiareabiditasBi  to  sbMid 
tlieie  nitii  my  owb  meee  iq  vmir  mn^  v&cna 
von  have  ctuu»i  &um  my  im^  and  ifare  ct>  hoM 
KKfa  langua^  to  me,"  ntd  Xiehict.  vho  ckm^ 
mJI  bhooBB^  lutder  cAtieiue  Qniuff  leemeil  to 
tuwK  9IMBB  pmpaac  eb  view,  he  ns  ortemimcd 
la  aeompliah  bcfbrehe-deptfteil. 

'[tnwttll  £v  jott,  MwfaKlGrM^  she  » 
;oar  inec^'*  Tecnmed  Writfacr,  in  s  knr,  seem 
*oin^  *  far  ky  Ae  antt,  wcic  it  not  sc^  I  woold 
iaataiuly  ronw  ifane  nbqiiag  001,  and  gin 
jon  mto  custuuj. 

"  And  moch  joa  would  gain  far  that,"  wfat*- 
pered  tlie  Treasurer ;  **  no^  00,  yooi^  man. 
have  b«eo  enemies  too  kmg  afaeady,  bat 
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iers  are  changed  at  Lucerne  now ;  the  old  fools 
who  found  me  guilty  of  robbing  the  treasury, 
have  gone  to  prison  themselves,  and  I  have 
every  thing  my  own  way/* 

'^  What  is  that  to  me !"  cried  the  moun- 
taineer impatiently ;  '^  if  the  French  are  cheated 
by  your  cunning,  I  am  not,  and  in  spite  of  my 
forbearance,  if  you  tarry  longer  here,  I  must 
send  you  a  prisoner  to  Aloys  Reding,  and  he 
will  teach  you  a  different  lesson.'' 

'^  Aloys  Reding,'*  muttered  Graaf,  with  a 
smile  of  derision,  '^  he  will  be  a  prisoner  him- 
self to-morro  W,  and  in  the  mean  time,  if  you  are 
as  anxious  as  you  pretend  to  be,  to  call  Justine 
your  wife,  you  had  better  listen  to  the  propo- 
sals I  came  here  to  make  to  the  young  officer 
you  have  succeeded/' 

Walther  only  bent  his  head  in  reply,  for  he 
prudently  considered,  that  it  would  be  well  to 
know  if  treason  was  on  foot,  that  he  might  be 
the  better  able  to  take  the  necessary  precau- 
tions against  it. 
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*  *i  his  delight  he  saw  neither  surprise,  nor 
iBciiguation  pictured  there.  Nothing  but 
•^'Oi  curiosity,  and  rubbing  his  hands  with 
'"^pressable  exultation,  he  continued  in  full 
"^'^Sdence  of  success,  "you  are  a  sensible 
i''*Ung  inan,Walther — very  sensible ;  the  French 
*^1  know  far  better  how  to  reward  your  services 
^*n  Aloya  Reding,  or  any  of  his  beggarly 
P^fty;  moreover,  they  recognise  no  distinction 
^tween  Burghers  and  Peasants,  you  will  nolon- 
*^*'  be  excluded  from  afrceman's  rights,  you  nill 
^  longer  be  ^scoffed  at  for  your  humble  birth, 
**e  French  are  just,  and  think  all  men  equal, 
^*^  when  you  are  my  nephew,  no  man  will 
***  to  remember  that  your  father  was  a  bond- 
***«!,  and  1  will  engage  you  shall  have  the  full 
^Hefit  of  all  these  liberal  arrangements,  though 
tny  certain  knowledge,  had  you  been  made 
'  J^^Soneran  hour  ago,  you  would  have  lost  your 
^**.<1  to-morrow,  for  the  robbery  Father  Paul  so 
J  ^"'iiiingly  hud  me  found  guilty  of.  Yea,  Wal- 
■"^^•■j  you  are  wise  to  listen  to  me,  for  though 
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young  men  often  talk   mighty  fine,  you  are 
brought  to  confess,  sooner  or  later^  that  gol 
covers  a  multitude  of  sins/* 

The  heart  of  the  mountaineer  heaved 
with  indignation^  whilst  he  listened  to  tbi 
harangue,  so  cunningly  directed  to  work  o. 
his  feelings,  and  though  he  suppressed 
words  of  contemptuous  wrath  which  burrie^^ 
tumultuously  to  his  lips,  he  could  not  ki 
down  the  fiery  current  that  rushed  to  his 
nor  still  the  tremour  of  passion  that  con^ 
his  frame.  He  knit  his  brows,  he  unconsciousl; 
grasped  the  hand  of  Justine  with  nervous  vic^"^ 
lence,  but  he  heard  her  low  whisper  of  terroT^j^ 
he  thought  of  his  country,  and  forgot  himself  ^ 
mastering  the  impulse  which  made  him  promp'^' 
to  take  revenge  on  the  traitor  for  his  col 
blooded  insult,  by  hurling  him  headlong 
the  precipice,  he  inquired  in  a  smothered, 
almost  inaudible  voice,  how  all  this  could  b  ^ 
accomplished. 

**  Have  I  not  told  you  T*  returned  his  tem^^ — ] 
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*  "  V  g'""!?  "P  toll's  important  post  at  dawn, 
***-l»om  further  bloodshed,  to  the  enemy." 

*  It  is  assuredly   a  service  that  deserves  a 

^**%e  hire,"  replied   Walther,  as   if  hesitating 

**'Vr  to  act.  "  It  commands  the  whole  valley  I" 

**Yes,  it  is   the   very  key   of  the  district," 

"-**»wered  Michael. 

**Once  in  possession  of  this  pass,  the  French 
****]d  without  danger,  gain  the  rear  of  Aloys 
^^^ing  and   his  army,  and  cut  them  off  to  a 

*'*  In  two  hours  he  would  be  surrounded,  the 
"^^Wrgents  compelled  to  capitulate,  and  the  war 
"    ^  end." 

^*  I  know  it  perfectly,  Michael  Graaf,"  re- 
™**«ed  his  listener,  "  and  must  be  paid  ac- 
•**>«iingly." 

*•  Have  I  not  promised?  twenty  thousand 
^'*"e8,  the  girl,  and  my  inheritance." 

t*^*  What  have  you  done   with   Slaffer?"  in- 
1**  i*ed  Walther  coolly. 
*^*  Oh,  wc  can  easily  have  him  knockac 
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^^  Of  course  not !  I  will  be  there  to  introduce 
you  to  the  General,  who  will  receive  you  with 
open  arms.  You  are  a  wise  young  man,  Wal- 
ther  Stanz^  and  I  rejoice  at  your  decision.  But 
I  must  be  off  with  all  speed.  I  shall  see  you 
after  the  battle^  to  settle  our  reckonings  and  in 
the  meantime^  had  not  Justine  better  come  with 
me.  This  is  an  awkward  place  for  a  young 
maiden^  when  armies  are  marching  to  and  fro/' 

'«  Ha  I''  exclaimed  Walther  bitterly,  "  is  that 
a  part  of  your  conditions,  old  man?" 

"  Oh,  on,  no,"  returned  Michael  quickly, 
'^  not  at  all.  I  only  propose  it  for  her  own  ad- 
vantage— for  her  own  safety." 

"  But  if  there  is  to  be  no  firing  ? — " 

^^  So  the  General  has  promised,  but  in  these 
cases  it  is  best  to  guard  against  accidents.'^ 

'^I  am  quite  of  your  opinion,"  answered 
Walther^  '^  and  if  Justine  is  willing  to  accept 
your  protection — *' 

"Oh,  never,  never,  I  would  rather  die!" 
exclaimed  the  terrified  girl,  in  a  voice  so  loud. 
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I  marvel  such  a  cunning  man  could  be  so  easily 
deluded." 

*^  Ah,  my  precious  Justine/'  said  her  lover' 
^^ you. judged  me  by  your  own  pure  heart,  Mi- 
chael Graaf  by  the  measure  of  his  own  iniquity. 
Methinks  I  see  the  htod  of  Providence  in  this 
discovery.  Aloys  Reding  must  be  informed  of 
it ;  my  men  must  be  doubled,  and  though  there 
were  but  one  cannon  in  the  army,  hither  it  must 
be  brought,  and  I  will  give  the  traitor  a  recep- 
tion such  as  he  deserves.  Now  Justine,  now  I 
know  you  will  no  longer  insist  on  lingering  here ; 
you  see  the  mighty  service  you  can  do,  not  only 
to  me,  but  to  your  country*  The  lives  of  thou- 
sands, nay  the  very  existence  of  the  whole 
army,  depends  upon  your  speed.  Your  will,  I 
do  not  doubt ;  but  your  strength,  my  poor  girl, 
after  all  you  have  undergone,  is  I  fear  little  fit- 
ted for  the  task  that  Providence  has  imposed 
\]ippn  you.  You  must  find  either  the  General 
or  Father  Paul,  and  inform  them  of  the  medi- 
tated treason,  of  my  want  of  men — of  car- 
tridges— and  above  all,  of  a  cannon.^' 


.  -  A  na.  x:,K=B--   .j-j 
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CHAPTER  V. 


This  day  thou  promUest 
To  die  when  honour  calls  thee,  for  thy  faith, 

■  and  for  thy  native  land  ; 

The  dutiesi  which  at  birth  we  all  contract 
Are  by  the  high  profession  of  this  hour 
Maiie  thine  especially. 

SoUTHEY, — RODKEICK. 


Many  thoughts  thronged  on  the  mind  of 
Justine,  as  she  speeded  on  her  way^  and  aware 
that  the  safety  of  Walther  probably  depended 
on  the  success  of  her  mission^  she  was  deeply 
anxious ;  yet  her  heart  was  lightened  of  a  load 
of  care.  She  no  longer  felt  bereaved  and  op- 
pressed by  the  agony  of  loneliness,  and  joyous 
to  labour  for  him  she  loved,  she  neither  heeded 
the  difficulty,  nor  the  length  of  the  way. 
vol..  III.  F 


me  mils,  leaover  opca  oieaaow  j 
Hires.  The  watch  fires  of  the 
around  her,  but  as  she  knew  the 
the  army,  though  the  was  occ 
lenged  by  the  sentinels,  she  « 
proceed  without  molestation.  1 
far  advanced,  and  as  she  hurri 
glanced  perpetually  at  the  east) 
self  that  no  faint  reflectioD  of  tb 
yet  gleamed  athwart  its  clouds, 
vanished,  and  intensely  she  long 
her  companion,  as  to  the  flight  of 
Sometimes  she  spoke  to  him,  1 
signs  be  might  be  able  to  tell  if  h 
late  the  hour  by  the  distance  the; 
but  his  only  answer  waa  an  unm 
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heart  with  awe^  and  as  she  saw  the  moon  sink- 
ing beneath  the  horizon,  and  remembered  the 
helplessness  of  her  companion^  and  the  armed 
crowds  amidst  which  at  that  late  hour  of  the 
night  she  was  passing,  without  any  other  pro- 
tection than  her  devoted  zeal^  her  coun^  jGEiiled 
her  for  a  moment ;  but  it  was  only  for  a  mo- 
ment, and  after  murmuring  a  short  prayer^  hope 
once  more,  like  a  guiding  angel,  returned  to 
sustain  her  drooping  spirit. 

She  had  proceeded  more  than  two  miles,  and 
the  pale  stars  were  the  only  light  in  heaven^ 
when  she  was  startled,  and  somewhat  dismayed 
by  the  sound  of  footsteps  rapidly  approaching 
her.  But  still  she  continued  to  advance^  till 
challenged  by  the  deep,  low  voice  of  a  man, 
who  with  a  woman  at  his  side,  stood  directly  in 
her  path. 

"  Father    Paul !  what    lucky    chance    haa 
brought  you  hither  ?'*  she  exclaimed  with  a 
joyous  heart,  the  instant  she  recogniaed  the 
well  known  tones  of  the  Hermit* 
p   3 
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**  Is  it  possible  you  have  returned  1"  crieo 
Lena  and  the  priest  almost  at  the  same  momen  v 
"  Have  you  seen  Walther?" 

^*  Yes/'  she  replied,  '^  and  he  has  sent  me 
tell  you.  Father  Paul,  or  Aloys  Reding,  that 
has  discovered,  that  the  French  intend  attacl 
ing  the  pass  he  guards,  at  break  of  day,  wil 
two  thousand   men,   \rhilst   the  main  body 
their  army  marches  openly  against  our  GenersB-^'* 
There  has  been  treason  at  work,  but  not  a  pt  ^^ 
will  be  fired  till  sunrise,  and  he  feels  confider^* 
of  being  able  to  repel  the  enemy,  if  he  receive 
a  small  reinforcement,  and  a  fresh  supply 
cartridges  ere  then ;  but  above  all,  he  is 
earnest  to  have  one   cannon   brought  to  bei 
upon  the  hollow  way,  through  which  the  enein 
purposes  to  advance." 

^^  You  tell  strange  things,  Justine,"  retume- 
the  Hermit,   *^  it  was  Ernest  Berens   that  ha- 
command  of  that  outpost,  whither  Walther  wi 
sent,  and  yet  you  speak  only  of  Walther." 

"  I  saw  him  there  alone,'' replied  the  maide^ 
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"  but  1  believe  the  oflScer  you  speak  of  is  dead^ 
and  if  1  understand  rightly,  Walther  has  been 
raised  to  the  command  in  his  stead." 

"  But  you  mentioned  treason." 

"  Yes.  Berens  was  a  traitor,  suborned  by 
my  uncle  Graaf,  to  deliver  up  his  post  at  dawn 
to  the  French.  The  Treasurer  came  under 
the  veil  of  night,  to  conclude  their  bargain, 
and  found  Walther  in  his  place.  He  pre- 
tended to  listen  to  his  offers,  and  thus  learnt 
the  whole  of  their  designs.'* 

*^  And  you  were  there,  Justine  ?" 

^'  And  heard  it  all ;  but  my  uncle  was  alone, 
and  did  not  molest  me.  But  now.  Father  Paul, 
where  are  the  men,  and  the  cartridges,  and 
the  cannon  to  be  procured  ?" 

"  1  will  return  to  head  quarters,  in  search  of 
the  two  first,"  said  Father  Paul,  "  but  as  for 
cannon  there  are  but  five  in  our  possession. 
One  of  the  field  pieces  must  be  taken  from  the 
entrenchment,  a  mile  lower  down  the  valley, 
but  how  it  is  to  be  dragged  to  the  high  ground^ 
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that  Wdther  Stanz  defends,  I  know  not ;  w  — 
cannot  qiare  men  for  such  laboora^  and  the  terns 
horses  we  have  are  akeadj  employed.'* 

<*  Leave  that  to  me/*  cried  Lena.  '*  I  ttod 
the  other  women,  pkced  it  where  it  ia^  and  vitb 
Fritz,  and  Justine's  help,  even  if  we  meet  no 
assistance  by  the  way,  1  will  engage  it  shafl  be 
dragged  over  the  rocks,  and  ready  to  lenl 
its  baUs  dancing  amongst  the  ranks  of  tke 
French,  before  a  gleam  of  sunshine  is  above  tk 
horizon.*' 

^^  Justine  is  scarcely  equal  to  such  a  task/* 
rejoined  the  Hermit. 

^^  I  am  strong  now,**  cried  the  girl,  "  sod 
shall  rejoice  in  the  labour/' 

'*  As  men  cannot  be  spared,  the  attempt 
must  be  made,"  said  Father  Pkul,  *^  so  I  vill 
go  with  you,  to  the  next  watch  6re,  and  uril^ 
an  order  for  the  commander  of  the  battery,  t$ 
allow  you  to  remove  one  of  the  cannon,  and  if 
after  we  part,  I  meet  any  women,  I  will  send 
them  to  your  assistaocc.** 
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'^  All  this  was  speedily  done,  and  the  Hermit 
then  returned  to  the  quarters  of  Aloys  Reding, 
and  the  women  and  Fritz  turned  their  steps 
towards  the  entrenchment. 

They  fortunately  met  three  stout  shepherd- 
esses on  their  way,  who  had  been  to  one  of  the 
outposts  with  the  scanty  provisions  they  had 
been  able  to  collect  for  their  husbands.  One 
had  an  infant  of  six  weeks  old  in  her  arms,  yet 
all  cheerfully  afipreed  to  accompany  the  little 
party,  and  assist  in  their  arduous  task. 

The  spirit  of  resistance  to  the  invaders,  was 
not  like  the  wind  blowing  only  from  one  point, 
but  like  the  rays  of  an  unclouded  sun,  was 
universally  diffused  through  every  heart  in  the 
forest  Cantons  ;  ordinary  difficulties  seemed 
only  to  excite  the  courage  and  perseverance 
of  this  determined  people,  who,  though  they  had 
nothing  to  gain  by  the  war,  felt  they  had  every 
thing  to  lose  by  defeat. 

The  women,  not  content  with. suffering  every 
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possible  hardship  and  deprivation   without 
murmur^  toiled  with  unwearied  assiduily^  at  a 
the  tasks  to  which  their  strength  was  adequat 
and  Lena  brave  and  determined  as  she  was, 
equalled  in  courage  and  activity  by  nuiny  of  her 
own  sex,  during  the  eventful  days  of  that  afflict- 
ing war. 

Neither  horse,  nor  woman,  came  from  h- 
ther  Paul,  but  the  cannon  was  immediately  C0O* 
fided  to  the  Shepherdess,  in  compliance  with 
his  order,  and  the  five  females  without  other 
aid  than  that  of  Fritz,  speedily  commenced  its 
removal. 

Two  strong  ropes  remained  attached  to  it) 
and  three  of  the  party  yoked  themselves  to 
each.  At  first  their  work  was  compaiativelj 
easy,  for  the  way  lay  over  nearly  level  groundj 
buterelong  as  thepath  grew  steeper  and  steeper^ 
their  pace  proportionally  relaxed  till  at  kngtb 
masses  of  rock,  and  fallen  trees,  frequently 
obstructed  the  passage  and  compelled  tliem  to 
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^^se,  that  they  might  take  breath  and  gather 
weDgth,  for  some  new  and  difficult  effort. 
'"  The  stars  faded  entii-cly  from  the  sky,  whilst 
^■»ey  were  thus  employed;  far  and  near  they 
**eard  the  horns  calling  the  soldiers  to  their 
i^ks,  and  then  the  mcasui-ed  [read  of  the  regi- 
ments as  they  passed  beneath,  to  the  battle  field  ; 
yet  weary  and  exhausted  they  had  accomplished 
little  more  than  two  thirds  of  the  way,  when 
Justine  with  consternation  beheld  the  first  pnle 
■treaks  of  datvn  above  the  western  hills. 

**  Oh,  Lena  !  Lena  !"  she  exclaimed,  "  we 
•hall  be  too  late,  he  will  be  overwhelmed  by  the 
piultitude,  and  all  will  be  lost." 

"  Not  B  gun  has  yet  been  fired,"  returned  the 
•bepherdess, "  and  the  light  will  mueh  assist  us. 
Jf  «e  were  once  over  that  rock  at  the  foot  of 
tjie  old  pine,  the  rest  of  the  road  is  easy."  But 
to  surmount  this  difhoulty  with  their  heavy 
burthen,  proved  a  task  far  more  arduous,  than 
any  these  poor  women  had  yet  encountered, 
and  after  two,  or  three  vain  efforts  Lo  drag  the^  , 
F  5 


B  part  of  the  pre- 
cipto^  all  of  tbeoi  amvcme  br  their  fruitier 
laili  wen  coaipdlecl  fior  *  time  to  «l«sisl. 
DnoiMBg  tad  dapondin^  Justine  looked  to 
Lena  for  nonwililinn,  but  Ibe  shepherdess  bad 


Tbe  roinen  «bo  badhilberio  assisted,  sat 
duKu  esfaaiuted  on  tfaegimuid,  aod  the  tnaideti 
stood  Kitb  h<T  bands  clasped,  gazing  in  agonj 
on  tbe  featbcrr  nrs  of  tbe  approaching  stm, 
that  shot  bigh  into  tbe  rwilt  ofheaveo. 

Then  wms  a  deep  pause,  till  Lena  uiddenly 
aprang  fbnracd,  and  exclaimed,  **  it  is  fully  lo 
larrr  here.  Surely  Wallher  can  spare  three 
of  bis  men  at  least,  nhen  ve  hate  brought  the 
gun  so  near  bis  station,  and  then  tbe  diffici 
will  be  ovnvome  in  five  minutes." 

"  I  can  run  quicker  than  you  '."  cried  J 
ai>d  before  the  Shepherdess  could  reply,  she  had 
darted  away,  and  was  quickly  lost  to  their  sight. 

The  minutes  appeared  more  than  ten  times 


tbeir  length,  whilst  Lena  awaited  b«r  retain. 


t  the 
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•nd  again  and  again  she  reproached  herself  for 
itllowing  the  poor  girl  to  go  alone  on  her 
-trrand.  At  length  the  agony  of  suspense 
4nore  huTowing  than  despair,  so  entirely  over- 
teme  her,  that  unable  longer  to  endure  it  in 
idleness,  she  had  resolved  to  follow  in  quest  of 
icr,  when  loud  shouts  rang  from  the  copse 
above,  and  in  another  minute,  Justine,  and 
Ihreeof  Walther's  band,  stood  on  the  summit 
•f  the  roct,  which  lilfe  a  barrier  in  the  middle 
of  the  path,  had  obstructed  their  progress. 

The  difficulty  was  now  speedily  surmounted, 
the  Shepherdess  attached  ropes  to  the  ends  and 
middle  of  the  cannon,  and  the  men  ^ded  by 
the  women  below,  quickly  dragged  it  up  the 
fcce  of  the  rock.  A  ahout  of  triumph  an- 
nounced its  arrival  on  the  platform  above,  and 
that  had  ilied  away,  and  the  whole  party  had 
•esnmed  their  progress,  when  one  of  the  men 
hastily  demanded  if  they  had  brought  any 
bullets? 

With   dismay  Justine  looked   at   Lena,  but 
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she  was  quickly  reassured  by  her  saying,  that 
during  her  absence,  she  had  sent  Fritz  back 
in  search  of  them,  and  as  he  would  return  by  a 
shorter  path,  he  would  probably  reach  the 
outpost  as  soon  as  they  should,  whilst  no 
doubt,  as  the  commander  of  the  battery  would 
undenttand  the  emergency  of  the  case,  he 
would  send  some  of  the  women  with  a  further 
supply. 

They  had  scarcely  ceased  speaking,  when 
the  golden  sun  in  all  his  glory  rushed  up  the 
eastern  sky,  gilding  the  heavens  and  the  tall 
summits  of  the  purple  mountains,  and  bathing 
in  light  the  silvery  mists  that  hung  like  a  wide 
canopy  above  the  valley,  concealing  from  their 
anxious  sight  the  martial  hosts  of  France  and 
Switzerland,  which  were  there  preparing  for 
combat. 

In  another  minute,  sudden  and  loud  as  the 

* 

quick  crash  of  thunder,  burst  on  the  ear,  thp 
simultaneous  discharge  of  innumerable  rifles, 
at  the  distance  of  only  a  few  hundred  paces* 
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The  mountains  caught  the  sound,  and  dashed  it 
J>&ck  with  louder  din  from  echo  to  echo,  but 
Jpng  before  the  reverberation  died  away,  it  was 
.tDBwered  by  a  second  di!>char<re  of  guns. 
,,  "  Onj  on,  we  are  too  late  1"  cried  Justine,  al- 
IBOst  maddened  by  the  sounds,  "  the  attack  has 
ibpgun,  the  French  are  already  in  the  pass !  on, 
.Ml  for  your  lives,  or  every  thing  uiil  be  lost." 

"  There  is  no  fear  of  that,  whilst  our  men  are 
pouring  down  bullets  on  the  Frenchmen's  heads 
in  that  fashion,"  replied  one  of  the  soldiers, 
¥  don't  you  bear  ?  our  rifles  never  atop  for  a 
tt^ment,  and  since  we  were  reinforced,  there 
IHBIopre  than  a  hundred  men,  now  there,  all 
E|Ar,  tp  die  with  Walther  Stanz.  The  cannon 
^ail  make  matters  surer  certaiuly,  so  push  on, 
HBd  in  three  minutes,  we  shall  finish  our 
journey." 

The  soldier  kept  his  word  ;  in  three  minutes 
the  cannon  was  dragged  over  the  embers  of 
Walther's  watch-fire,  to  the  edge  of  the  cUff, 
Vbere  Justine  parted  with  him  the  night  before } 
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but  not  a  creature  waa  there.  The  young  cobi- 
mander  and  his  hundred  followers  were  all  itir 
tioned  in  different  parts  of  the  pass^firom  wheooe 
their  bullets  could  take  more  prompt  eflEact,  and 
the  three  men  who  had  been  of  such  assisUnoe 
in  the  transport  of  the  cannon^  hastily  saatch- 
ing  up  their  rifles^  and  leaving  Lena  a  supply 
of  powder,  told  her  she  must  manage  to  fire  ai 
well  as  she  could,  for  they  were  wanted  eI8^ 
where. 

The  Shepherdess  was  fully  capable  of  tlie 
task  they  assigned  her,  and  as  Fritz  had  not 
yet  arrived,  she  supplied  the  want  of  balls  with 
the  stones  scattered  over  the  precipice,  sod 
having  ascertained  the  exact  position  of  tbe 
French^  when  the  flash  of  their  muskets  mo- 
mentarily dispersed  the  cloud  that  hung  above 
them,  she  levelled  the  cannon  to  the  best  of 
her  ability,  by  the  help  of  a  fragment  of  rock) 
and  then  standing  aside^  without  fear  or  trem- 
bling, applied  tbe  end  of  a  lighted  pine  branch 
to  the  touch  hole.    Never  was  a  sound  moit 
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icelcome  to  human  ear  than  the  loud  din  that 
followed,  to  Walther  Stanz  and  his  companions. 
From  thai  moment  they  ft-lt  secure  of  victory, 
and  when  Lena,  continually  supplied  with  amu- 
nition  by  Fritz  and  the  women  who  had  return- 
ed with  him,  kept  up  a  well  directed  and  unin- 
tcrmitttng  discharge  on  the  narrow  file  of  the 
enemy,  that  was  wedged  in  the  hollow  way 
beneath,  the  French  believed  that  a  strong 
Wttery  had  opened  fire  upon  them.  The  dense 
morning  mist,  and  the  clouds  of  smoke  con- 
MaJed  every  object  from  their  view,  and  Wal- 
ter Stanz  having  permitted  them  to  advance 
QOsaapicious  of  danger  into  the  veiy  heart  of 
psss,  before  a  gun  was  fired  by  his  men, 
their  surprise  and  complete  ignorance  of  the 
attmbers  of  their  invisible  assailants  greatly  in- 
Oressed  their  terror  and  consternation.  It  was 
in  vain  they  returned  the  fire  of  the  Swiss  ;  not 
a  living  creature  was  to  be  seen,  and  whilst  the 
nflemen  on  every  side,  hid  amongst  the  trees 
[othed  the  steep  banks  of  the  defile,  took 
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unerring  aim  at  their  exposed  ranks,aDd  broug'bt 
down  file  after  file,  their  own  harmless  bullets 
only  rattled  amongst  the  dry  branches  a(  the 
pines,  or  bounded  uselessly  from  rock  to  rock. 

The  balls  directed  by  Lena  made  fearful 
havock,  yet  still  the  French  advitnced ;  eager 
for  conquest  they  for  aoDie  time  readily  believ- 
ed their  officer's  assurances  that  this  uticx- 
pccted  reception  originated  in  a  mistake  which 
^vould  speedily  be  rectified ;  and  even  when 
these  promises  were  proved  vain,  and  every 
step  tticy  trod  evidently  increased  the  danger  of 
their  position,  these  brave  lellowa  were  unwil- 
ling to  retreat,  for,  conscious  of  their  superi- 
ority in  numbers  and  discipline,  they  diii  not 
despair  of  ultimate  success,  and  hoped  by  gain- 
ing the  rear  of  the  Swiss  to  turn  their  battery 
against  themselves,  and  drive  them  from  their 
formidable  position. 

But  Wallher  Stanz  was  not  thus  to  be  foiled. 
Culm  and  collected  at  that  important 
powerful    intellect  seemed  for  the   first 
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called  into  full  activity,  by  the  dangers  and 
difficulties  which  surrounded  him.  There  was 
a  clearness,  promptitude,  and  decision  in  his 
commands,  that  made  his  men  forget  his  hum- 
ble birth,  and  rely  on  him  at  that  perilous  hour, 
as  they  would  on  a  being  of  a  superior  order. 

And  Walther  well  deserved  this  confidence. 
Whilst  his  bearing  was  that  of  a  man  bom  to 
command,  it  was  neither  haughty  nor  presump- 
tuous, and  so  fully  was  his  mind  absorbed  by 
the  vast  interests  that  were  committed  to  his 
charge,  that  he  was  unconscious  of  his  autho- 
rity, except  as  a  means  for  executing  the  plans 
he  had  devised  for  the  repulse  of  the  French. 
No  sooner  did  he  perceive  the  havoc  made  by 
a  single  cannon,  and  the  perseverance  with 
which  the  French  pressed  forward  in  defiance 
of  the  unforeseen  dangers  which  surrounded 
them,  than  however  unwilling  to  lose  the  ser- 
vice of  a  single  rifle,  he  despatched  three  men, 
to  bring  another  if  possible  to  the  same  point. 

In  the  meantime  as  the  enemy  advanced,  he 
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and  hia  sharp  ahooteni  on  both  tides  of  the 
valley^  continued  to  retreat,  so  aa  to  maintain 
a  perpetual  fire,  not  only  on  their  flank,  but  on 
their  front. 

The  pass  grew  steeper  and  steeper,  the  pta* 
gresa  of  the  French  every  moment  more  diffi- 
cult, and  the  ravine  waa  encumbered  with  tlieir 
dead.  Though  the  ranka  were  promptly  filM 
up  from  behind,  yet  the  men  lost  eooiagt. 
Scarcely  one  of  those  who  in  the  foremost  liaci 
first  entered  the  defile,  remained  alive,  yet  die 
destructive  fire,  as  unceasing  as  ever,  fltSl 
poured  in  upon  them  from  rock,  and  bush,  and 
tree,  till  at  length  convinced  that  instead  of 
outstrippiug  their  invisible  enemies,  they  shoiihi 
only  entangle  themselves  more  inextricably  ia 
the  fastnesses  of  the  mountain,  constamatioa 
became  general.  Several  vain  attempts  were 
made  to  dislodge  the  Swiss  from  their  lurking 
places,  but  always  with  increased  loss,  and  the 
officers  at  length  dismayed  by  the  extent  of  tke 
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carnage,  nhen  they  h»d  expected  a  bloodless 
victory,  unwtUinglj  commanded  a  retreat. 

But  it  was  too  late,  the  rear  of  the  detach- 
ment, ignorant  of  what  bad  passed  in  front, 
■nd  utterly  despising  the  undisciplined  moun- 
taineers, even  when  they  heard  that  an  unex- 
pected resistance  had  been  made,  and  animated 
ntber  than  disheartened,  by  the  sound  of  the 
guns,  presaed  on  with  ungovernable  im- 
petuosity, eager  to  share  the  victory  with 
tbeir  comrades,  till  nearly  two  thousand 
taen  were  wedged  in  that  narrow  de61e. 

When  the  order  to  retire  passed  from  rank 
kb  rank,  so  utterly  unprepared  were  they  for 
Uefeat,  or  even  repulse,  that  in  defiance  of  their 
«fl!cera,  numbers  still  pressed  forward,  till  they 
%ere  completely  entangled  with  the  front  ranks, 
which  with  scarcely  a  pretence  of  order,  were 
tetreating  in  terror  and  dismay,  over  the  bodies 
of  the  slain,  whilst  the  galling  fire  of  the  Swiss 
dosed  in  nearer  and  nearer  upon  them  every 
Btep  they  receded.     As  at  the  confluence  of  two 
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railed ; 


:nta,  the  n^ildest  coDrusJoit  pre- 
;  men  scarcely  knew  their  friends  from 
;  some  utterly  bewildered,  fired  amongsi 
their  own  ranks,  others  flung  away  their  arms, 
and  strove  tn  fly,  but  so  thick  was  the  crowd, 
and  BO  narrow  the  way,  that  numbers  were 
thrown  down  and  trodden  underfoot ;  whilst 
the  cannon  which  Lena  continually  brought  lo 
hear  upon  the  flying  ranio,  and  Wahher'a 
unwearied  riflemen,  made  perpetual  harock 
noiongst  the  terrifled  and  defeuceless  mass. 

Had  these  unfortunate  beings  not  been  the 
unprovoked  enemies  of  his  country,  the  young 
commander  would  have  been  horrified  by  the 
sight  of  their  sutTerings,  and  the  destruction  of 
human  life  his  precaution  had  effected,  but  eTea 
his  consciousness  of  the  horrors  they  had 
brought  upon  his  land,  could  not  make  him 
forget,  that  many  of  the  victims,  had  bhndtjr 
been  made  the  tools  of  tyranny,  and  a  sober 
Badness  tempered  his  exultation  for  the  victor}* 
be  had  won. 
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But  he  was  too  wise  to  damp  the  spirit  of  his 
men  by  any  expreaaion  of  bis  pity,  and  aware 
that  no  ailvuntage  over  an  enemy,  so  far  surpass- 
ing the  Swiss  in  numbers,  was  to  be  thrown 
away,  from  any  misplaced  feeling  of  compassion, 
he  zealously  urged  them  to  continue  the  pursuit 
to  the  very  verge  of  the  plain,  where  the  want 
of  covert  to  conceal  the  weakness  of  hia  force, 
rendered  it  imprudent  to  advance. 

But  so  alow  was  the  entangled  retreat  of  the 
French,  that  the  morning  had  far  advanced, 
before  the  last  of  their  men  escaped  the  fatal 
paas,  leaving  their  dead  to  the  mercy  of  the 
victors,  or  the  wild  eagles  that,  already  attracted 
by  the  prey,  were  hovering  over  the  surround- 
ing rocks. 

The  mists  had  cleared  away,  but  shut  out  by  low 
bills  from  the  valley  of  Goldau,  the  first  intima- 
tion thatWalther  Slanz  received  of  the  engage- 
ment of  the  main  armies  on  the  field  of  Mor- 
garten  was  when,  in  the  silence  of  his  own  guns, 
he  heard thedistantcannonadingechoingfrom the 
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Rossberg.  Yet  even  after  his  victory  ^ptu 
complete,  he  felt  it  was  impossible  to  march  to 
the  assistance  of  Aloys  Reding  with  his  little 
force,  lest  by  a  premature  and  imprudent  desff- 
tion  of  the  post  he  had  so  gallantly  defendedi 
the  advantages  resulting  from  his  sacoei% 
might  be  entirely  lost ;  until  certain  therefor^ 
tliat  no  second  attack  would  be  made,  he  re- 
solved, however  unwillingly,  to  remain  at  bn 
present  post,  where  his  first  care  was  to  phce 
scouts  on  all  the  most  commanding  points. 
His  next  was  to  bury  the  dead. 

Three  large  graves  were  quickly  dug  in  the 
valley,  and  when  the  bodies  were  collected,  he 
found  with  surprise  and  even  horror,  that  they 
amounted  to  three  hundred  and  fifteen  meO) 
many  of  them  mere  youths.  He  had  no  pritft 
to  officiate,  but  before  the  earth  was  strewn 
upon  these  poor  victims  in  their  rugged  bed^ 
the  young  commander  knelt  upon  the  turi^  and 
surrounded  by  the  pious  and  kind  hearted 
peasantry  who  had  that  day  done  him  socb 
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id   service,  offered   up   a   prayer  for    their 

■uIb. 

Tears  filled  the  eyes  of  many  of  these  brave 

en,  as  they  shovelled  the  earth  over  the  staiu, 

br  some  were  fathers  who  had  young  sons  en- 

tltged  in  the   war,  others  thought  what  might 

e  long  be  their  own  fate,  and  moreover  there 

a  natur&l  clinging  in  the  human  heart   to  an 

ndividual  grave,    and  a  decent   burial,   that 

knkes  the  most  courageous,  who  gaze  upon 

iinappalled,  turn   with  horror  from  the 

^ftrfulspectacleofsuchanimcoflined  multitude, 

I  This  mournful,  but  necessary  task  performed, 

(Falther  then  ordered  the  small  store  of  pro- 

foion  the  late  commander  had  provided,   to  be 

Irought  forth  from  the  hollow  tree,  where   it 

.  concealed,  and  sharing  it  equally  amongst 

friends  and  followers,  they  sat  down  on  the 

iDclcs,   to  refresh   themselves   with  the   scanty 

hre ;  but  though  spare  and  caarse,  each  man 

Ut  with  exultation,  that  it  had  been  gloriously 

Itfoed,    and  before  a  morael  of    bread  was 
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broken,  thanks  was  returned  to  the  Almigbtjf^ 
for  the  merciful  preservation  Touchsafisd  to 
them  that  day. 

Then,  in  few  but  eloquent  words^  Walther 
thanked  them  for  all  they  had  doney  fat  bni) 
and  for  their  country. 

''  I  claim  no  authority^^  he  said,  '*  but  tfait 
you  have  been  pleased  to  bestow  upon  me,  ia 
the  hour  of  danger.    My  bumble  birth  incipi* 
citates,  me  by  the  laws  of  our  land,  fnm 
holding  any  public  office,   and  now  when  the 
hour  of  need  is  past,   I  resign  my  brief  com- 
mand to  those  who  gave  it.     Doubtless  oo^ 
better  fitted  to  hold  the  station  of  your  leadir 
will  shortly  be  sent  here  from  the  camp,  and  I 
had  rather  resign  to  you  the  honours  I  derived 
from  your  favour,   than  be   stripped  of  thesi 
by  a  superior.    You  have  obeyed  me  as  your 
leader  in  battle,  but  that  is  past,  and  I  am  now 
your  equal.'* 

"  You  are  still  our  commander — we  will  have 
no  other — ^it  is  at  his  peril  who  presumes  to 
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displace  you,"  cried  every  voice,  and  it  was  in 
vain  that  Walther repeatedly  attempted  to  con- 
vince his  grateful  companions,  of  the  impoB- 
nbilily  of  his  retaining  his  authority.  They 
•aid  he  was  Bt  to  direct  a  campaign,  that  dan- 
ger levelled  all  distinctions,  and  provided  a  man 
iras  born  in  the  mountmns,  it  was  no  matter  at 
•uch  a  crisis  whether  he  was  a  bondman,  or  a 
Burgher ;  till  finding  opposition  useless,  and 
believing  that  in  the  absence  of  a  superior  offi- 
•er  his  services  might  still  be  of  material  use, 
be  consented,  in  compliance  with  their  wishes, 
to  retain  his  command,  until  he  was  superseded 
by  a  man  of  higher  rank,  and  longer  experience ■ 
To  this  condition  his  soldiers  paid  no  heed, 
contented,  at  all  hazards,  that  he  consented  for 
the  present,  to  retain  the  authority  they  had 
bestoned  on  him.  The  loud  shout  that  bailed 
his  decision,  would  have  been  gratifying  to  any 
man ;  but  to  Walther,  young,  ambitious,  and 
eDtbu§ia3tic,  yet  bitterly  couscious  of  his  bum- 
ble  station,  it  was  fraught  with  many  feelings  of 
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proud  satisfaction^  and  his  rapture  was  too  great 
for  utterance,  when  he  beard  the  voice  of  Jui- 
tine  mingling  in  the  acclamations,  and^  raiang 
his  eyes,  beheld  her  standing  with  Lena  on  die 
platform  of  the  rocks  above^  waving  her  hand- 
kerchief with  wild  delight  at  beholding  her 
lover's  triumph. 

He  little  knew  who  had  laboured  to  lene 
the  cannon  that  day,  or  his  thoughts  voaU 
have  been  less  collected  in  the  battle ;  he  little 
knew,  that  the  bullets  pf  the  French  often  during 
the  course  of  the  struggle,  bounded  over  the 
head  of  Justine,  or  his  own  aim  would  bare 
proved  less  sure,  and  though  her  image  had 
often  recurred  to  his  mind,  it  was  happily  with- 
out a  knowledge  of  her  danger,  and  never  fe 
one  instant  had  he  allowed  it  to  interfere  with 
his  important  duties;  but  now  they  were  at  an 
end,  and  heedless  of  ail  but  the  maiden,  he 
uttered  a  broken  cry  of  surprise  and  pleasure, 
and  rushed  up  the  rocks  to  join  her. 

Justine  met   him  half  way,  where  no  eyes 
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were  upon  them,  and  whilst  the  sotdiera  below 
were  discussing  the  events  of  the  combat,  they 
enjoyed,  with  Lena  and  Fritz,  a  brief  half  hour 
of  rest  and  happiness.  Such  a  passage  of  joy 
in  that  wild  and  troubled  scene,  like  the  rain- 
bow on  the  foam  of  the  stormy  sea,  was  more 
bright  from  the  surrounding  horrors;  but  it 
scarcely  less  brief  than  the  sparkling  hues 
Ifif  the  crested  wave,  and  the  tranquillity  of  the 
Kttle  party  was  speedily  dispelled  by  a  mes- 
:nger,  who  breathless  with  speed,  came  from 
le  mtun  army  with  an  order  from  Aloys  Re- 
ing,  that  every  man  that  could  be  spared, 
lihould  be  despatched  with  all  haste  to  his  as- 
;ance,  and  the  cannon,  if  possible,  removed 
"to  ft  position  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  valley. 

Instantly  did  Walther  start  up,  and,  forgetful 
'ef  »U  his  private  feelings,  prepare  to  obey. 
■Relying  on  the  conviction  that  no  further 
attempt  would  that  day  be  made  upon  the  pass, 
he  determined  to  leave  only  twenty  men  for  its 
defence,  under  the  command  of  an  old  veteran 
o  S 
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upon  whose  prudence  and  forestglit  he  could 
especially  depend.  His  mother,  and  her  female 
companions  undertook  the  removal  of  the  can- 
non, and  Walther,  without  hesitatiou  or  mis- 
trust, confided  in  their  promises,  Justine  alon« 
was  silent,  and  sad ;  she  knew  it  was  vain  to 
hope  any  longer  to  share  her  lover's  danger, 
and  even  the  words  of  comfort  he  breathed  into 
her  ear,  hefore  they  parted,  failed  to  bring  R 
smile  to  her  dejected  countenance.  But  the 
neither  wept,  nor  murmured ;  she  knew  it  waa 
his  duty  to  depart,  and  that  it  was  cruel  need- 
lessly to  add,  by  her  sorrow,  to  the  pain  their 
separation  caused  him. 

But  no  sooner  was  he  gone,  than  she  climbed 
to  the  top  of  a  cliff  that  commanded  a  view  of 
the  road  he  traversed,  and  there  continued  ,to 
watch  the  progress  of  the  little  band  towards 
the  clouds  of  smoke  that  hung  above  the  field 
of  Morgarten,  long  after  the  person  of  Walther 
was  un  distinguish  able  even  to  her  eager  eyes  j 
and  not  till  Lena  came  with  kind  anxiety 
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March  of  her^  did  the  necessitj  for  accompany- 
tog  the  other  women^  for  once  occur  to  her 
mind.  The  Shepherdess  well  knew  that  occupa- 
tion was  the  best  medicine  for  her  troubled  hearty 
and  assigning  her  such  a  task,  as  her  strength 
was  equal  to^  she  did  not  again  allow  her,  during 
the  progress  of  that  day,  to  brood  in  idleness 
over  her  sorrow. 

There  was  scarcely  one  of  Justine's  com- 
panions,  whose  anxiety  was  not  equal  to  her 
own ;  each  had  lovers,  or  husbands,  or  kindred 
in  the  battle ;  yet  with  bitter  anguish  in  their 
breasts,  they  continued  their  toil,  for  it  was  in 
aid  of  those  they  loved,  and  whilst  the  courage 
of  the  men  was  animated  by  their  devotion  to 
their  country  and  its  ancient  laws,  the  indefati- 
gable industry  of  the  women  was  the  result  of 
afiection  alone. 
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CHAPTER   VI. 


**  Mr  heart  did  glowing  tnmvport  feel. 

To  see  a  race  heroic  wheel. 

And  brandish  round  the  deep  djM  steel ! 

In  fturdr  blows, 
Whiie  back  recoiling,  seem*d  to  reel. 

Their  suthron  fees." 

DUKNS. 


ViV 


During  the  n-bole  of  the  night  of  Justine^ 
arrival  at  the  camp,  there  had  been  fighting 
between  detached  parties  of  the  Swiss  and  thcii 
invaders,  and  though  the  French  gained  no  ad< 
vantage,  they  were  not  driven  back. 

When  morning  dawned,  it  became  evident 
that  a  general  and  decisive  engagement  could 
no  longer  be  delayed.     Both  Generals  accord- 
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ingly  disposed  their  troops  in  order  of  battle, 
before  the  rise  of  sun.  The  line  of  the  French 
army  stretched  across  the  wliole  of  the  lower 
end  of  the  valley  from  Arch  to  Morgarten,  and 
the  experienced  eye  of  Aloys  Reding  quickly 
diacernedi  that  the  number  of  the  brave,  and 
highly  disciplined  army  drawn  out  against  him, 
was  more  than  four  times  that  of  the  irregular, 
though  gallant  patriots  under  his  own  com- 
mand. But  he  was  not  disheartened,  and  his 
scouts  no  sooner  brought  him  exact  information 
concerning  the  movements  of  General  Schauen- 
berg,  than  he  determined  at  once  to  attack  him 
in  the  position  he  had  chosen,  rather  than 
allow  the  spirits  of  his  own  men  to  evaporate 
by  delay.  He  knew  that  the  very  impetus  of 
their  own  motion,  gives  the  attacking  party 
an  advantage,  and  moreover  that  he  could  not 
remain  stationary  without  imminent  risk  of 
being  surrounded  by  the  long  line  of  the  French, 
which  appeared  ready  to  ooil  around  him. 
But  his  numbers  were  inadequate  to  strike  at 
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^tec  «paa  dtf  wbote  of  this  wide  front,  aud  hi 
JniJMl  to  mi^Be  lhi«e  dbunct  atlacksL  Tht 
oa  ik  totiB  bodr,  vith  the  pnticipal  attvngll 
•f  him  anqr  vndcr  his  own  command ;  tb 
dat^M  OB  tbe  kftt  ud  n*bt,  b«  caDfid«d  t 
nv  ifiMn  who  had  alreadv  greatlr  distil 
gaaahed  tbecaselns.  a»d  leaving  ooIt  a  ti 
ylj  in  ictOTv,  ready  to  adbrd  prompt  assiat 
aace  vten  necesaary  to  ctihrr  of  these  divisiMM 
he  walked  fion  laal  to  nok  «%  ther  separated 
Is  ^Bote  to  the  otaxMl  the  eoibustastn  of 
toldieia.  He  brwflr  recalled  to  their  remea 
l)f«Bee,  the  ghtrica  their  aocestors  bad  woo  o 
the  same  battle  fidd,  ther  wen  now  once  mi 
•bowt  to  coctest  with  the  army  of  an  unjust 
Tader,  which  like  that  of  the  conqocred  Auatii 
ana,  in  fonno'  yean,  far  oatnoinbcred  thi 
own ;  and  remisd«d  them  of  Ihe  deep  ini 
of  tbenselm  and  their  desfendanta,  that  wei 
to  be  decided  by  the  event  of  tb«  appnachiq 
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ment  that  before  prevailed,  and  convinced  that 
I  if  moral  strength  could  supply  the  want  of 
\i  BumberB,  the  triumph  of  that  day  waa  secure, 
Aloys  Reding  placed  hicnaelf  at  the  head  of  his 
own  chosen  guard,  with  more  sanguine  hopes 
L  as  to  the  result  of  the  war,  than  he  had  previ- 
|(  ously  ventured  to  indulge. 
I  When  all  waa  ready  to  march,  at  the  very 
moment  when  the  sun  rising  above  the  moun- 
,t  tain  and  dispersing  the  tnists  of  the  morning 
,  ahone  full  on  the  anxious  multitude,  Marianus 
.,  Herzoq,  the  curate  of  Einseldcn,  and  Paul 
,„Styger  appeared  on  a  small  mound  in  front  of 
^the  ranks.  Blessing  the  standards,  they  pro* 
,,|ni8ed  the  joys  of  heaven  to  those  who  should 
^-die  in  their  defence,  and  with  bitter  impreca- 
i,tions  against  the  impious  invaders,  whose 
,, wickedness  they  declared  could  not  fail  to 
^.  awaken  the  ivrath  of  heaven,  they  hurled  the 
B, thunders  of  the  Church  against  them. 

A  wild  clatter  of  arms,  and  the  simultaneous 
.^shouts  of  the  multitude,  responded  to  this  ad- 
o  5 
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despised,  and  in  every  manoeuvre  that  en- 
'  sued,  he  was  unifarmly  unsuccesaful.  The 
promptilude,  skill  and  courage  of  his  opponents 
fijiled  every  attempt  he  made  to  drive  them 
from  their  ground. 

Irritated  by  such  an  unexpected  resistance. 
General  Schauenberg  at  length  resolved  to 
strike  a  most  decided  blow,  and  placing  himself 
■t  the  head  of  a  body,  of  at  least  four  thousand 
taea,  he  bore  down  at  full  speed  upon  the 
enemy's  centre. 

With  the  rapidity  of  lightning  the  Swiss 
General  converted  hia  lines  into  three  squares 
to  receive  him,  and  though  the  charge  was  like 
R  torrent,  it  proved  more  sanguinnry  to  the 
ass^lants  than  the  assailed.  There  was  a  mo- 
,  nentar}'  confusion  in  the  front  ranks  of  the 
Swiss  squares,  but  the  reserve,  from  behind  a 
Ipw  wall,  promptly  threw  in  a  galling  fire  upon 
the  hostile  force,  and  such  was  the  skill  of  these 
.admirable  marksmen,  tliut  more  than  a  hundred 
len  fell  at  their  first  discharge.     Itwastustan- 
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taneously  repeated  with  almost  equal  decti 
and  the  squares  having  by  this  time  ralbdf 
and  commenced  an  equally  destructive  fiK) 
vide  gaps  appeared  in  the  French  ranks,  ifttf 
every  successive  volley,  till  utterly  disheartesed, 
the  attempts  of  their  officers  to  inciCe  them  to 
charge  with  the  bayonet,  proved  inefiectod; 
panic  strucki  many  threw  down  their  arms  and 
fledy  and  though  for  a  time  some  show  «ii 
made  of  prolonging  the  attack^  the  rout  ere 
long  became  general. 

Vainly  did  General  Schauenberg  expect  to 
see  his  regiments  deploy  in  the  rear  of  the 
enemy^  from  the  pass  he  flattered  himself  that 
treachery  had  secured.  The  continued  rcXi  d 
the  guns  in  that  direction,  fatally  convinced  iHn 
that  all  hope  from  that  quarter  was  in  vain,  aai 
cursing  Michael  Graaf  for  having  deluded  biai 
to  divide  his  army  at  such  a  time,  he  vowed 
vengeance  against  the  smooth  tongued  deceiver, 
whom  he  no  longer  doubted  to  be  a  traitor  to 
the  cause  he  pretended  so  zealously  to  espouae. 
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The  right  wing  of  the  Swiss  waa  in  the  mean 
time  equally  successful  in  their  attack  *0Q  ano- 
ttter  part  of  the  enemy's  line.  Nothing  could 
feaist  their  impetuosity ;  again  and  again  they 
|ln>ke  the  compact  ranks  of  the  enemy  with  the 
bftyonet,  till  completely  dismayed,  when  the 
;  pew  battery  waa  opened  on  their  flank,  and 
Walther  Stanz  appeared  descending  (he  liilh, 
vith  a  reinforcement  whose  numbers  terror 
{  magnified,  they  retreated  in  confusion,  and  tlie 
1  gallant  mountaineers,  after  a  day  of  incredible  fa- 
L  tigue,  every  where  remained  masters  of  the  field. 
I  .  But  it  was  a  fearful  victory.  Ten  times  the 
^Bninber  of  their  own  dead  were  slain  in  the 
..'twiks  of  their  enemies,  but  their  loss  was  irre- 
parable !  many  of  the  peasants  had  had  no  rest, 
and  very  little  food,  for  three  or  four  days  and 
I  nights,  and  when  the  first  flush  of  triumph  had 
['passed  away,  it  was  but  too  evident,  to  those 
I  even  of  the  most  sanguine  spirit,  that  resistance 
L  wider  such  circumstances,  could   not  long  be 
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Vhem,  to  attend  upon  the  wounded  at  the 
.«amp. 

Both  the  womea  received  his  tidings  with 
bBapeakable  joy,  and  notwithstanding  the  la- 
Ihiut  they  had  that  day  undergone,  followed 

m  with  light  hearts  to   perform  the  painful 

sk  assigned  them. 

As  they  passed  up  the  valley,  they  were  over- 
taken by  a  parly  of  soldiers,  returning  from 
field  of  Morgarten,  and  they  had  scarcely 
le  to  stand  aaide,  ere  Walther  Statiz  him- 
lelf  marched  past  them  at  the  head  of  the  brave 

llowB,  who  had  so  gallantly  assisted  him  in 
|te  defence  of  the  pass.     They  were  on  their 

iy  to  receive  the  thanks  of  the  General,  in 

e  presence  of  the  whole  army,  which  owed 

;  preservation  to  their  valour. 

Walther  saw  and  recognised  his  friends,  who 
|iiickly  followed  in  the  rear  of  the  party,  and 
Wbea  loud  acclamations   rent  the  air,  on  his 

iproach  to  head  quarters,  the  proud  exulta- 
of  his  heart  was  redoubled  by  the  con- 
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one  atom  m  her  esteem,  by  this  public  acknow- 
ledgmeot  of  bis  merits  ;  sbe  bad  always 
thought  he  surpassed  all  other  human  beings, 
and  she  bad  loved  him  with  her  whole  soul, 
when  no  one  else  had  regarded  him  ;   but  still 

"Tier  heart  exulted  at  his  triumph,  whom  she 
fondly  wished  that  every  living  creature  should 
admire  as  much  as  herself,  and  whilst  his 
praises  rang  in  loud  acclamations  around,  she 
silently  felt  with  unutterable  and  almost  over- 
^wering  delight,  that   he  was   hers,  and  hers 

'  only,  for  ever  and  for  ever. 

Aloys   Reding    was  fully  sensible  that  the 

'^  preservation   of  the   whole   army   was  due  to 

'  this  young  man's  talent  and  virtue ;  but 
highly  as  he  estimated   his  signal  services,  the 

'laws  of  his  country  did  not  permit  him  to 

^reward  one  of  such  humble  birth,  with  any 
command  of  importance,  and  in  that  crisis,  he 

*  knew  the  Swiss  aristocracy  were  peculiarly 
tenacious  of  their  esclusive  rights,  which  the 

^inTadera  professedly  came  to  destroy. 
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weary  even  of  the  contentions  in  his  own  camp^ 
where  all  were  too  much  on  an  equality^  for  the 
frequent  clashing  of  adverse  interests  and  opi- 
nions to  be  avoided.  But  a  council  was  to  be 
held  that  night,  where  his  presence  was  not 
only  required  to  assist  the  deliberations  by  his 
wisdom,  but  to  prevent  dissension  between  the 
contending  advocates  for  peace  and  war,  by  the 
influence  of  his  powerful  and  holy  character.  It 
was  with  a  sad  heart,  the  Hermit  parted  with 
the  children  of  his  affections,  and  watched  them 
till  the  gloom  of  twilight  hid  them  from  his 
sight,  slowly  winding  their  way  amongst  the 
hills. 

His  anxiety  was  increased,  when,  on  survey- 
ing even  from  that  distance,  the  position 
whither  their  steps  were  directed,  he  distinctly 
saw  that  a  sudden  movement  of  the  enemy 
might  entirely  cut  them  off  from  all  communi- 
cation with  their  friends  below ;  and  deprive 
them  even  of  the  possibility  of  obtaining  food  ; 
and  with  that  mournful  conviction,  that  every 
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^V  Spirit,  and  could  lie  down  in  the  grave  in 

The  Hermit  was  alone — all  was  darkness, 
>ave  where  the  last  reflection  of  the  criraaon  aun- 
Kt  still  lingered  in  the  sky,  and  the  watch  fires 
began  on  mountain  and  in  vale,  to  start  up  like 
spirits  in  the  deepening  gloom.  Scattered 
mists  were  drilling  by  him  on  the  evening 
breeze,  and  as  he  stood  watching  in  the  west 
for  his  favourite  star  of  promise,  a  shadowy 
vapour  arose  like  a  living  thing  between  him 
and   the   last  faint  ghmmenngs   of  departing 

day. 

,  None  but  Father  Paul  could  have  seen  the 
,loyely  form,  that,  clothed  in  brightness,  was 
visible  to  him,  by  the  halo  of  its  own  glorj-, 
amidst  that  floating  veil ;  none  but  Father  Paul 
■could  have  beheld  the  radiant  countenance  that 
beamed  upon  him  there;  none  ever  did  ;  for 
its  type  existed  only  in  his  own  brain,  but  he 
saw  it — he  knew  it,  and  the  smile  of  the  lovely 
lips  sunk  deep  into  bis  heart,   as   a  theme  for 
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future  exultation.  It  was  no  longer  SBd>  bot 
beaming  with  all  the  seraphic  beauty  of  perfect 
and  incSable  bliss. 

No  sound  fell  upon  his  car,  save  amshiog  as 
of  hcnvcoly  wings,  and  the  figure  beckoned 
him  away,  as  if  to  share  her  home  beyond  the 
skies. 

He  started  forward — he  stretched  his  arms 
towards  it,  u  ith  a  nild  cry  of  ecstasy,  but  even 
HS  he  seemed  to  reach  it,itvniiished;  and  there 
was  nothing  to  be  seen,  but  his  own  beautUul 
star,  shining  with  intense  lustre  in  the 
less  sky. 

"  Bright  world,"  he  murmured,  "  il  is 
regions  of  eternal  bliss  she  beckons  rae  1  there, 
my  spirit  freed  from  the  encumbrances  of  sinful 
matter,  and  earthly  griefs  forgotten,  I  may  yet 
be  made  worthy  to  taste  the  rapture  of 
eternal  presence !" 

The  Hermit  ceased,  but  it  was  long  till 
excited  mind  returned  to  the  business  of  tbb 
world ;  and  most  uQwiUingly    it  did  so  I  bat 
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vhen  the  roll  of  the  drum,  and  the  mourDfuI 
echoes  of  the  soldiers  boras,  first  broke  on  his 
half  henrildered  senses,  it  was  with  a  sensation 
of  extreme  agony,  that  he  remembered  their 
^port.  He  felt  like  one  who  is  awakened 
^m  a  dream  of  heaven,  to  tread  the  dark  way 
to  a  scaffold. 

Oqc  moment  was  given  to  regret;  one  mo- 
Bent  to  the  longing  aspirations  of  his  soul,  and 
'tfaea  breathing  a  prayer  to  heaven,  that  it  would 
strengthen  him  to  do  its  pleasure,  the  puwcrful 
fatteltect  of  the  old  man  shook  oS*  the  mists  uf 
imagination,  and  descending  by  one  great  effort 
from  the  ideal  to  the  real  world,  he  turned  his 
footsteps  towards  the  cottage,  where  the  council 
of  the  Swiss  oiKcers  was  appointed  to  be  held. 

None,  who  there  that  night  heard  his  wisdom, 
could  have  been  persuaded  by  any  ordinary 
testimony  to  believe,  that  this  sage  and  prudent 
counsellor,  this  man,  deep  read  in  all  the  mys- 
teries of  the  human  heart,  skilled  to  unravel 
the   intrigues   of   cabinets,   and   possessed  of 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


"  I  Will  indeed  no  lon^r  endure  it.  Nor  am  I  jet  penuaied , 
to  put  up  in  peace  what  already  I  have  f6oli»hly  aufTered. 
Your  words  and  your  performances  are  no  kin  together." 

S  HAKESPSARE— Othello 


When  Hans  Brunk^  finding  his  valour  did  not 
suffice  to  meet  the  invaders  in  open  warfare^ 
had  deserted  Justine  at  the  confines  of  the 
Swiss  camp,  he  continued  to  hover  around  the 
neighbourhood,  in  pursuance  of  the  littie  indi- 
vidual interests  which  reigned  paramount  in  his 
heart. 
Gain  was  decidedly  his  first  pursuit.     To 
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from  the  officers'  garmeatB,  and  altogether, 
during  the  few  days  he  prosecuted  his  new 
calling,  Uc  contrived  to  amass  more  wealth  than 
be  had  previously  been  able  to  scrape  together 
during  the  whole  of  his  laborious  life. 

There  was  another  reason  besides  hia  love  of 
money  that  also  made  him  take  [tcculiar  plea- 
sure in  this  pursuit,  which  without  exposing 
him  to  danger,  kept  him  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  hostile  forces.  He  liked  to  know  every 
thing  that  was  going  on. 

It  had  always  been  his  favourite  recreation  to 
hear,  and  carry  news,  and  the  little  man  would 
have  set  small  value  on  existence,  had  he  been 
debarred  the  use  of  his  ears.  Whilst  employed 
by  Father  Paul  and  Michael  Graaf,  on  their  re- 
spective missions  to  the  contending  parties,  and 
at  the  very  fountain  head  of  all  intelligence,  he 
had  been  the  happiest  man  alive,  and  now 
when  no  longer  actually  an  agent  of  intrigue, 
he  would  infallibly  have  died  of  curiosity,  had  he 
not  found  the  means  of  appeasing  bit  thint 
b3 
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for  iaformation,  by  enacting  the  part  of 
upon  both  armies^  though  without  fee^  or  r^ 
ward  from  either  party. 

Known  to  several  of  the    French  officen 
during  his  former  visits  to  Beme^  and  spetkiiiS' 
their  language  fluently,  he  frequently  contrivecf 
to  make  his  way  into  the  very  centre  of  tlMsr 
troops,  and  to  gain  a  knowledge  of  some  of  their 
most  secret  designs,  without  any  suspidon  beiif 
entertained,  of  a  fellow,  apparently  so  ample 
and  undesigning. 

To  his  justice  it  must  be  admitted,  that 
though  idle  curiosity  might  be  his  sole  motive 
for  acquiring  information,  he  never  failed  to  rat 
it  for  the  benefit  of  his  country,  and  seyeril 
successful  manoeuvres  of  the  Swiss  army,  "Vtt^ 
mainly  owing  to  the  intelligence  he  had  convey- 
ed to  the  General. 

His  affection  for  his  sister  and  her  sons,  ^^ 

another  reason  why  he  lingered  near  the  camp* 
lie  loved  Walther  as  much  as  he  could  love 
anything,  and  meant    to  make  him  his  heir^ 
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which  resolution  was  ever  an  all  sufficient  ex- 
cuse to  himself,  for  any  extraordinary  act  of  ra- 
pacity and  meanness. 

"  The  young  fellow  will  never  save  anything 
for  himself/'  he  thought,  "  and  so  I  must  do  it 
for  him/'  and  he  sincerely  believed,  this  was 
the  principal  motive  of  his  economy,  and  loved 
his  nephew  all  the  better  for  affording  him  such 
a  plausible  pretence  for  the  exercise  of  his 
favourite  propensity. 

Provisions  of  all  kinds  were  very  scarce  in 
the  camp ;  Hans  well  knew  this,  and  he  spared 
no  pains  to  collect  a  tolerable  supply  for  Lena, 
and  her  sons,  whilst  they  were  engaged  in  the 
labours  of  war,  and  to  him  they  were  entirely 
indebted  for  the  scanty  store  they  carried  with 
them  to  the  mill  upon  the  Rossberg,  on  the 
evening  after  the  battle  of  Morgarten. 

Thitherunseen  lie  saw  them  depart,  and  then 
anxious  to  ascertain  the  effect  produced  upon 
the  enemy,  by  that  day's  victory,  he  turned 
his  steps  towards  the  French  camp. 
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e  stopped  to  listea;  a  glimmering  llame 
momentarily  visible,  as  the  breeze  parted 
ligh  rushes,  amidst  which  he  lay.  Cau- 
ily  he  changed  his  position,  and  still  unseen 
Irew  nearer  to  the  fire,  till  the  speakers  were 
0nly  a  few  paces  irom  him,  and  their  words  dis- 
fioctly  audible.  They  spoke  not  in  French,  but 
German. 

But  still  he  was  not  satisfied,  till  by  another 
riight  movement,  he  obtained  a  sight  of  their 
jperaons,  and  in  the  light  of  b  tire  of  dried 
hranches  and  withered  leaves,  saw  them  u 
^nly  as  in  the  rays  of  noon.  The  one  was 
Stafier — the  other  Michael  Grrtaf.  Hans  was 
MtOQished  to  see  the  change  that  had  taUeji 
place  in  the  person  of  the  Treasurer,  since  he 
fcad  last  met  him  in  the  Hall  of  Justice. 
-  The  uuaccustomed  and  violent  exercise,  and 
the  fearful  anxiety  he  had  since  undergone,  had 
seduced  this  fat,  and  portly  person,  in  a  man- 
per  that  perfectly  amazed  the  tailor,  who  well 
|ware  of  hia  former  dimensions,  saw  with  con- 
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stemation^  the  ungainly  folds  in  which  the  gar- 
ments he  had  himself  constmcted^  hung  round^^^^ 
his  shapeless  body.    His  face  was  sallow  anf:^  ^^ 
lengthened^  and  the  loosened  skin  fell  in  dark^^^ 
wrinkles  beneath  his  hollow  eyes  and  droopii 
cheeks.  His  countenance  was  sad,  and  gloomj 
and  spiritless,  and  his  whole  figure  had  an 
pression  of  restlessness  and  desolation,  thatwa^ 
the  very  opposite  of  his  former  costly  neatness, 
and  smiling,  fawning  urbanity. 

Staffer  was  a  man  oa  whom  labour  made  no 
impression,  and  he  looked  the  same  as  ever; 
healthy,  powerful,  and  dull ;  only  he  was  evi- 
dently in  a  very  bad  humour. 

'^  Well,  Michael  Graaf,"  he  said,  in  aveiy  *  '^ 
surly  tone,  *^  this  is  all  your  doing.  I  will  never 
ask  another  man's  advice  again,  as  long  as  Ui^* 
Such  modesty  is  confounded  folly,  in  a  id^Q 
who  has  his  wits  about  him,  as  I  have.  Did  I 
not  say  all  along,  the  Swiss  would  get  tbe 
better,  and  cut  the  French  all  to  mince  meat; 
and  yet  like  a  fool  I  let  you  persuade  mc  to  join 
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these  rascally  French  !  a  parcel  of  skip-jacks, 
that  know  no  more  how  to  handle  a  rifle,  than 
a   bow  and  arrow,  and  now  they  will  be  all 
obliged   to  take  to  their  heels,  and  I  left  to 
answer  for  their  doings.     It  will  be  well  if  I 
don't  find  the  headsman's  axe  on  my  neck  before 
the  week  is  at  an  end,  and  in  the  mean  time 
what  thanks  have  I  got  for  my  trouble.     My 
farms  are  all  over  run,  my  rising  crops  trodden 
down  as  flat  as  a  new-mown  meadow,  every  ox, 
and  cow  I  had,  have  I  seen  cut  into  steaks  and 
broiled  at  a  sticks  end  for  these  cowardly  cor- 
morants ;  yet  though  you  told  me  1  should  be 
justly  paid  for  all  my  corn,  and  my  cattle,  not 
a  stiver  have  I  ever  received,  nevertheless  I  know 
well  enough   all   the  monev  for  such  matters 
passes  through  your  own  hands.     I  lent  you 
lai^e  sums  too,  Michael,  and  though  you  still 
pretend  you  are  my  friend,  I  cannot  get  so 
much  from  you,  as  would  buy  me  a  slice  of 
goat's  cheese,  and  you  have  the  impudence  to 
tell  me,  that  the  change  of  government  wipes 
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off  all  old  debts.  I  won't  betiere  h,  Micbad, 
that's  flat ;  and  if  you  dont  give  me  a  thoiuaad 
florins  this  very  night,  I  will  go  over  to  Aloy* 
Reding,  with  all  my  men,  before  sunrise/' 

^  And  much  good  that  will  do  you,"  returned 
the  Treasurer,  who  with  evident  impatience  hid 
listened  to  this  long  harangue ;  ^  Aloys  Rediog 
has  more  soldiers  under  his  banner  alreadj) 
than  he  can  feed,  and  does  not  want  your  com- 
pany, and  I  would  advise  you  not  to  be  too 
certain  yet,  that  he  is  to  have  matters  all  his 
own  way.  The  French  may  have  had  the 
worst  of  it  to-day,  but  they  would  not  be  beaten 
if  they  had  lost  twenty  such  battles,  and  re^y 
upon  it,  you  will  be  one  of  the  very  first  vhom 
the  Generals  will  pay  for  their  cattle.'^ 

"  Ay,  Michael,  but  there  are  rumours  abfo>^  , 
that  you  had  money  given  you  to  provide  pr^ 
visions  for  their  army,  but  that  it  has  aeter 
gone  further  than  your  own  pocket.'^ 

'^  There  is  nothing  my  enemies  will  scmpl^ 
to  say,  to  my  injury,^*  returned  Graaf,  ^^and** 
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long  M  their  tales  did  not  reach  the  Ueueraln' 
cara,  I  cared  not  a  straw,  but  it  is  no  use  talk- 
ing to  me  about  florinSj  Staffer,  for  I  am  a 
ruined  man," 

Has  any  new  misfortune  happened  to  you?" 
said  the  farmer,  openiDg  his  wide,  blue  eyes, 
with  stupid  wonder ;  "  all  I  knotv  is,  you  have 
ruined  me,  out  and  out,  aud  it  is  quite  right  you 
■bould  have  your  turn,  as  well  as  other  people." 

The  General  and  some  others  of  these 
needy  Frenchmen,"  pursued  Michael,  "  were 
disappointed  it  seems,  when  they  came  to 
count  the  contents  of  the  Treasury,  and  some 
good  natured  rascal  must  needs  tell  them  the 
Recusations  so  infamously  brought  against  me, 
besides  various  other  matters  I  need  not  ex- 
plain. I  soon  found  that  notwithstanding 
«II  my  services,  I  was  regarded  with  suspicion, 
and  I  determined  to  depart  to  some  less  dis- 
tracted country,  where  I  might  end  my  old  age 
in  peace,  when  yesterday,  to  my  horror,  I 
received  intelligence  that  my  house  and  all  it 
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contained,  had  been  seized  by  the  governor's 
order.  I  waited  on  General  Schauenberg  for 
an  explanation.  He  told  me  in  round  terms, 
all  he  had  heard  of  the  robbery,  and  the  foolish 
reports  in  circulation  about  my  contract  for 
provisions ;  intimating,  at  the  same  time,  the 
most  insulting  doubts  of  my  good  faith.  I 
swore  to  my  innocence ;  I  told  him  the  whole 
story  of  Walther  Stanz,  and  when  I  found  be 
paid  little  attention  to  my  protestations,  I 
offered  as  the  best  proof  of  my  truth  and 
honesty,  to  procure  for  him  possession  of  the 
pass  above  Arth,  without  a  gun  being  fired. 
This  somewhat  appeased  him,  and  he  pro- 
mised if  I  kept  my  word,  that  my  house  and 
property  should  forthwith  be  restored  to  ©e, 
without  question  or  further  molestation.^ 

^*  And  a  mighty  good  bargain  you  made  no 
doubt/'  thought  Hans,  but  in  silent  eagerness 
he  awaited  the  conclusion  of  the  Treasurer' 
narrative. 

*^  Aware  of  what  was  going  on,  and  anxiou* 
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to  have  a  sure  card  at  a  pinch,"  he  continued, 
"  I  bad  already  opened  a  correspondence  with 
■  greedy  fellow  named  Berens,  who  commanded 
the  party  at  the  pass,  and  had  arranged  tvery 
thing  with  him,  but  his  price.  I  returned  to 
finish  our  negoiiations  with  all  speed,  but 
judge  of  my  dismay,  when  I  found  him  dead, 
and  Waltber  Sianz,  my  ruin,  my  detestation, 
installed  in  his  place;  and  as  if  to  Bil  the 
imeasure  of  my  injuries,  there  was  Justine,  my 
iQwn  niece,  actually  with  him  at  midnight, 
sharing  his  watch." 

"  Juatine,  say  you !  I  wish  I  had  been  within 
-gun  shot  of  the  rascal!"  exclaimed  Staffer 
.fwiiousiy. 

-  "  Ay,  by  the  mass,  I  wish  you  had  1"  cried 
the  Treasurer,  "  or  that  I  bad  had  the  presence 
c^  mind,  to  send  a  bullet  through  his  brain, 
but  if  you  will  only  consent  to  help  me,  we 
will  give  him  a  dressing  yet,  or  I  am  much 
mistaken.  To  be  brief.  The  lying  scoundrel 
t^ireed  to  all  the  terms  I  olfered." 
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*'  Aad  the  girl^  what  became  of  her  ?" 
**  I  left  her  with  him^  by  way  of  sealing  the 
bargain/'  replied  Oraaf,  ^  but  the  fellow  bad 
more  wit  than  I  gave  him  credit  for.    I  told 
the  French  General  that  all  was  arranged,  two 
thousand  men  were  ordered  to  march  through 
the    pass,   but   no   sooner   were    they  fiurl; 
entangled  in  it,  than  this  young  villain,  setting 
all  faith  at  defiance,  poured  not  only  a  fire  of 
rifles,  but  of  cannon  on  them  from  every  side. 
The   havoc   was    frightful,    many     hundreds 
fell,  and  all  retreated.     I  have  seen  the  Gene- 
ral ;  his  indignation  knows  no  bounds ;  and  I 
believe  nothing  but  his  consciousness,  thut  I 
have  powerful  friends  in   Lucerne,    whom  it 
Mould  be  dangerous  to  alienate,  prevents  bim 
having  me  at  once  shot  as  a  traitor.    This  is 
not  a  pleasant  position,  Herr  Staffer,  and  I 
begin   to  suspect  it  would   have   been  wsff 
never  to  have  brought  these  fellows  intotba 
country  at  all,  for  though  they  seem  to  keep 
a  pretty  exact  inventory  of  every  man's  goodflf 
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to  handle  them  at  their  own  convenience^  thej 
have  no  ledger  of  his  services^  and  mine  are 
already  foi^tten.  I  told  him  my  honest  plans 
had  been  circumvented  by  the  same  fellow  who 
robbed  the  treasury.  He  cursed  him^  and 
wished  he  was  hung,  a  desire  in  which  I 
cordially  joined." 

**  But  if  he  were  hung  this  minute,  that 
would  not  pay  me  a  farthing  of  my  money/' 
said  Stafler  doggedly,  '^  and  moreover  I  should 
advise  you  to  catch  him  first." 

"  Ah,  my  good  fellow,  you  are  right  there, 
as  you  always  are,"  returned  Michael,  "  nobody 
has  a  sharper  wit,  and  a  stronger  arm  than 
Staffer,  say  I ;  or  faith  I  would  have  kept  all 
this  story  to  myself.  To  catch  the  scoundrel, 
isj  as  you  say,  the  first  step  in  this  business." 

"  And  when  he  is  caught  how  can  you  make 
sure  he  will  be  hanged,  or  beheaded  either?*' 
persisted  Staffer  sullenly,  though  greatly 
mollified  by  the  flattery  of  the  Treasurer. 

'*  Perhaps  he  may  be  shot,  which  will  come 
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to  llie  same  thing,"  returned  Graaf^  "  but 
ur  the  olher,  is  certain,  for  if  I  have  not 
viiiced  General  Schauenberg  that  be  is  a  fo 
— a  spy — and  a  rebel  guilty  of  ever;  crime  a 
the  sun,  I  can  get  plenty  of  witnesses  to  f 
my  accusations  beyonddispute,aDd  to  attest 
n  ise,  that  he  bus  unbounded  ioflueoce  ovci 
peasantry,  whose  rebellious  spirit  can  nev( 
quenched,  till  he  is  made  an  example  of.  In 
my  assertions  have  already  had  aucb  au  ei 
that  a  rcivard  is  offered  for  his  capture,  and  i 
nhat  (ieuerul  Schoucnberg  said,  1  am  per 
dcd  he  w  ill  give  any  sum  to  the  man  who  m 
WaUhcr  Stanz  a  prisoner ;  for,  as  he  feai 
vunt  his  nngcr  upon  me,  he  would  gladl 
assured  I  am  not  the  traitor  this  afioir  of 
pnsa  had  led  him  to  suspect." 

"  Would  he  give  a  thousand  florins,  M  ichn 
inijiiired  Staffer,  "  that  would  help  to  stoc) 
I'arni  again.'' 

"  Ay,  so  I  thought,"  said  Graaf,  "and  th 
the  very  reason  I  named  it  to  you,  for  I 
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ever  mindful  of  a  friend's  interests.  Now  to 
speak  plainly,  I  am  too  old  to  master  Walther 
Stanz  alone,  and  was  unwilling  to  seek  other 
assistance,  till  you  refused  to  help  me,  for  I 
should  be  glad  for  you  to  have  the  profit  of  the 
job." 

**  Well,  Michael,  that  was  well  done  of  you,'* 
returned  the  farmer,  **  and  if  you  would  pay 
your  just  debts — '' 

"  To  be  sure  I  will,  my  good  fellow,''  said 
the  Treasurer,  *^  when  I  get  my  house  and  my 
money  back  again  ;  but,  you  see,  to  do  that,  it 
is  absolutely  necessary  to  keep  the  French 
General  in  good  humour;  I  would  not  take 
advantage  of  any  changes  in  the  law  to  cheat 
an  old  friend,  for  all  the  world,  whatever  I 
might  say,  when  I  was  angry ;  and  as  soon  as 
Walther  is  taken,  and  I  can  turn  myself  round, 
you  shall  have  every  livre  I  owe  you,  depend 
upon  it.  Moreover,  my  niece  is  with  Walther 
Stanz,  and  if  you  can  manage  to  take  her  pri- 
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soDCr  likewise,  you  may  mam'  ber  yet,  if  you 
please." 

*'  Thank  you — but  I  think  we  had  better  say 
no  more  about  that,  fur  the  future,"  said  the 
fanner  stroking  his  bullet  bead,  "  but  surely 
Michael,  you  talked  of  going  on  your  travels 
ill  a  day  or  two,  and  now  you  tell  me  to  wait 
for  my  money,  till  you  get  your  bouse  back 
a^ain — first  you  say  this,  and  then  you  say 
that,  till  u{)OD  my  life,  there  is  no  knowing 
what  you  mean." 

"  I  mean  all  I  say,"  said  Afichael  gravely, 
"  let  us  catch  Walther,  and  then  you  will  un- 
derstand mc  plain  enough." 

"  But  if  the  French  are  driven  out  of  tbe 
country?" 

"  No  fear  !"  replied  the  wily  old  man,  nod- 
ding his  head,  "  and  if  by  cbanoe  matters 
should  go  wrong  with  ua,  and  I  am  obliged  to 
seek  safety  in  flight,  I  shall  not  go  empty  handed 
and  shall  be  glad  of  your  company." 
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'  Nay,  I  &m  used  to  these  hills,''  answered 
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iras  one  of  the  prettiest  pieces  of  land  in  tlie 
irbole  caDton — it  had  pasture,  and  meudow, 
a  slip  of  corn,  and  a  cherry  orchard,  all 
Inder  my  eye,  as  one  may  say ;  I  had  three 
JMBTels  of  prime  cider  ia  my  cellar." 

Ay,  good  BtroDg  stuff  too,"  returned 
^tch8el 

Yes  truly  ;  and  here,  though  as  I  said  be- 
fore, I  have  taken  up  arms  for  the  French,  ihey 
^ve  cooked  all  my  cows,  and  drank  every  drop 
tf  my  liquor.  If  that  ia  the  way  they  serve 
their  friends,  the  lord  have  mercy  on  their 
aoemies." 

"  So  say  I,"  answered  the  crafty  old  man  ; 
and  lam  anxious  that  Walther  Stanz  should 
Iwve  a  touch  of  their  courtesy,  for,  after  all,  he 
is  the  first  cause  of  all  this  mischief." 
,  **  Walt  her  Stanz!"  cried  the  farmer  with 
Btupid  amazement. 

"  Yes,  if  he   had  never  interfered   between 
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yau  aud  Justine,  jou  would  have  been  msiried 
long  a^,  and  neither  you  nor  1  would  have 
troubled    our     heads    about   the    French." 

*'  Ue  is  an  impudent  upstart,  who  nercr  hsd 
any  more  respect  for  his  betttrs,  than  a  cow 
has  for  ChriatiuBS  !"  cried  Staffer,  "  and  I  have 
iK'ver  forgotten  that  1  owe  him  a  sound  drub- 
bing for  the  death  of  my  fine  hound." 

"  Then  you  will  help  me  to  arrest  him?" 
eagerly  demanded  Graaf,  now  trustiDg  that 
be  had  worked  him  to  the  point  he  desired. 

"  With  all  my  heart  !"  wa«  the  reply,  "  pro- 
vided we  can  find  him  without  poking  our 
heads  into  the  middle  of  tiie  whole  Swiss  army. 
I  could  master  half  a  dozen  ill  fed  shepherds, 
I  warrant  me,  but  a  whole  regiment  is  more 
than  I  could  manage." 

"  I  know  you  can  do  wonders,"  said  (jraftf, 
"  but  still  it  might  be  as  well  to  have  assis- 
tance. Your  own  shepherds  are  not  all  kilted, 
arc  they  :" 

"  No,  but  four  out  of  five  have  gone  over  to 
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the  enemy ;  moreover  Walther  Stanz  is  a 
favourite  with  these  fools ;  but  there  are  some 
of  the  Frenchmen  I  could  bribe/' 

^  We  shall  not  want  more  than  a  score/' 
*was  Michael's  reply,  '^  for  the  fellow  is  posted 
"with  a  detachment  at  the  old  mill  on  the  Ross- 
berg,  at  a  distance  from  the  main  army." 

•*  How  know  you  this,  Michael !"    hastily 
demanded  Staffer. 

^^  I  have  been  keeping  a  sharp  look  out  after 
him,  ever  since  the  battle,  and  money  will  hire 
spies,  even  amongst  the  honest  mountaineers," 
answered  the  Treasurer  with  a  sneer.    ^'  But 
it  must  be  near  midnight,  and  the  sooner  this 
business  is  set  agoing  the  better.     Since  I  dis- 
appointed the  soldiers  at  the  pass,  they  will  be 
more  likely  to  follow  you,  than  me,  Staffer ;  so 
there  are  twenty  florins  to  give  them  as  a  bait, 
and  bring    them  hither    with    all    despatch. 
Twenty  men  I  think  we  had  better  say." 

**  Truly  Michael,  I  have  scarcely  slept  these 
two  nights,"  replied  the  farmer. 
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"  Then  lie  down  and  take  an  bourns  rest.  I 
will  engage  to  anakeii  you  before  it  is  too 
late." 

"  Be  in  no  huny,  the  longer  I  sleep,  the 
stronger  I  shall  be  for  our  work  when  1  wakeo; 
so  success  to  our  expedition,"  and  without 
waiting  to  hear  further,  Staffer  drew  his  hat 
orer  his  broivs,  and  etretched  himself  at  full 
length  upon  the  grass. 

Fool  aa  he  was,  yet  Michael  envied  him 
nhilst  he  slept,  for  there  was  no  repose  for  him. 
Suspected  and  despised,  even  by  those  he  called 
bis  friends,  he  was  surrounded  by  diflScultiea 
and  dangers,  and  he  by  no  means  relied  so  san~ 
guinely  as  he  had  pretended  to  Staffer,  on  the 
beneficial  consequences,  be  had  asserted,  wer« 
likeJy  to  result  from  the  capture  of  Walthcr 
Sianx,  even  should  they  succeed  in  making  him 
a  prisoner.  Yet  still  he  resolved  to  attempt  it. 
Though  not  naturally  a  vindictive  man,  his 
heart  was  hardened  by  the  disgrace  and  danger 
to  which  the  acquittal  of  the  young  mountaineer 
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Iiad  recently  subjected  him ;  he  persuaded  him- 
.l£  that  his  conduct  with  regard  to  Justine, 
j^one  justified  hia  enmity,  and  the  recent 
Bruise  at  the  pass,  ^rhich  had  involved 
lum  in  almost  certain  ruin,  made  him  resolute 
<to  effect  the  destruction  of  a  man,  who  by  a 
Strange  succession  of  events,  had  blasted  his 
eputation,  both  with  friends  and  enemies, 
'ho  bad  brought  upon  him  the  danger  of  an 
^nominious  death,  and  who  started  up  to  his 
discomfiture,  at  every  turning  of  his  path,  as 
if  ordained  by  fate  to  be  the  minister  of  its 
Tengeaoce. 

But  notwithstanding  the  resolution  to  which 
he  had  wrought  himself,  Michael  Graaf  felt  a 
coward's  terrors  as  the  moment  for  its  execution 
approached,  and  he  was  deeply  and  bitterly 
conscious,  that  no  plan  he  could  devise, 
wnuld  ever  restore  to  hiin  the  good  name 
be  had  forfeited  by  his  crimes,  or  pro- 
cure from  the  invaders,  the  respect  and 
■Wthority,  be   had  once  enjoyed  ic  his  native 
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city.  Plunder  he  saw  at  length  was  the  princi' 
pal  object  of  the  French,  and  his  riches  were  too 
well  known  for  him  to  hope  to  escape  spoliados* 
In  fact,  whatever  revenge  he  might  obtiiii 
against  Walther  Stanz,  he  was  a  nuned  mfl^ 
ruined  by  his  own  intrigues,  and  he  knew  it) 
and  the  knowledge]added  rancour  to  every  bitter 
feeling  of  his  heart. 

But  amidst  all  these  disturbed  thoughts,  the 
image  of  Father  Paul  perpetually  flitted,  uA 
flashed  across  his  brain,  mingled  with  tlie  r^ 
membrance  of  the  golden  curl,  ^and  the  cooiiBO' 
sion  wrung  from  him  in  the  cave,  that  Clarice 
had  borne  a  child.  His  detestation  of  the  He^ 
mit  was  intense,  yet  be  devised  no  plot  sgaioot 
his  life ;  he  could  gain  nothing  by  his  death} 
whilst,  as  long  as  he  drew  breath,  there  wis 
still  a  chance  that  he  might  relent,  and  reveal 
to  him  the  secret  of  his  infant's  fate.  As  he 
thought  how  completely  he  had  been  baffleoj 
and  circumvented  by  the  priest  in  every  deal- 
ing they  had  had  together,  tears,  half  of  vexa- 
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tion^  half  of  sorrow^  filled  his  eyes,  and  once — 
bat  it  was  only  for  a  moment,  the  remembrance 
of  the  days  when  they  were  both  young  together 
and  his  vices  had  not  yet  degenerated  into 
crimes^  came  over  his  mind,  and  he  felt  that  he 
would  have  given  worlds  to  be  as  he  was  then. 
But  this  glimpse  of  the  past,  though  it  re- 
doubled his  agony,  did  not  divert  him  from  the 
course  he  had  chosen  for  the  future,  nor  soften 
his  feelings  towards  Walthcr  Stanz ;  however 
he  might  repent  of  other  deeds,  he  thought 
there  was  no  sin  in  seeking  vengeance  against 
one  who  had  so  deeply  injured  him,  and  whose 
death  appeared  absolutely  necessary  for  his 
own   safety.    He  failed  not  therefore  in  due 
course  of  time  to  arouse  Staffer  from  his  sleep, 
and  claim  the  performance  of  his  promises. 


VOL.    III. 
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CHAPTER  VUI. 


'^  1  can  koep  nuxkit  ooumel.  rid^  nnv  w  a  cviMi  ^ 
in  telling  it,  and  deliver  a  plun  mewige  bluntlj:  fkd  ifaick 
iNrdinaiy  men  are  fit  for,  I  am  qualified  in ;  and  the  beitaf  »■ 
it  diligence 

SaAK£8FBAES.      LSAt. 


TuouoR  Hans  Brunk  listened  wilh  the  deceit 
interest  to  the  conversation  between  Staffer  uA 
Michael  Oraaf,  even  his  curiosify  oould  lut 
make  him  entirely  insensible  to  the  danger  ind 
discomforts  of  his  position.  He  scaroelj  dared 
to  stir  a  limb,  yet  he  felt  himself  evexy  moioeiit 
sinking  deeper  in  the  wet  and  spungy  soil,  and 
whilst  a  glowing  fire  was  burning  within  a  dozen 
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irdsofhim,  the  poor  little  man  lay  amongst  the 
rushes,  with  his  chin  juNt  raised  above  the  bog, 
till  bis  very  heart  felt  congealed  by  the  cold. 

Still  he  had  the  patience  to  listen  to  the  end, 
Wt  no  sooner  vas  the  farmer  fast  asleep,  and 
the  Treasurer's  back  towards  him,  than  with 
one  desperate  effort  he  extricated  himself  from 
the  swamp  and  glided  away  amongst  the  brush- 
wood, as  q'lickly  as  his  half  benumbed  Umha 
permitted  him.  He  well  knew  Michael  Graaf 
was  no  shot  with  a  rifle,  even  had  the  noise  of 
his  flight  disturbed  him,  and  starting  on  his 
fret  the  moment  he  was  beyond  the  copse,  he 
b^an  to  run  with  all  the  speed  he   could  from 

e  precincts  of  the  French  camp. 

Much  did  the  tailor  exult  in  the  confession 
fce  had  heard  from  the  Treasurer,  of  the  des- 
^rate  state  of  his  fortunes,  and  he  fully  re- 
volved that  the  last  stroke  should  not  be  want- 
ing OQ  his  part,  to  put  a  finish  to  his  ruin. 

To  accomplish  thia,  he  debated  for  a  mo- 
'Bient,  whether  it  would  be  belter  to  apprise 
I  3 
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Vxttofr  >juii  u  anet  of  bia  danger,  m  M 

:a:  ami.  niunen  oi'   the  Swiss,  a  sdS 

TiTTK  T*  «n«E  Aiicfaae]  Gruf  in  die  very 

mnm  n'  its  ininuiuitw  ptnpoae.      He  sh 

K^ai^viu:  fmn:  siiKvinr  himself  at  ibe  c 

r^'   ::.'    r^isiri  ijf   shnuld  be  able  to  get  I 

sraji-  triaouT  ieinr  enlisted  eiihcr  to  mein: 

KHiy-fTs"  larkns.  rr  ottt  ecnn  into  battle: 
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not  hear  the  sound  of  approaching  footsteps^ 
on  the  soft  green  turf,  till  on  suddenly  turning 
the  comer  of  an  old  stone  wall,  he  stood  in  face 
of  half  a  dozen  French  soldiers,  whose  watch 
being  relieved,  were  returning  to  their  quarters 
for  the  night. 

To  his  consternation  they  immediately  stop- 
ped hxakf  and  such  was  his  surprise  and  dis- 
may^ that  all  his  effrontery  forsook  him,  at  the 
moment  he  had  most  need  of  it.  It  was  in  vain 
be  aaid  he  was  a  friend ;  he  had  forgotten  the 
pass  word,  and  his  protestations  won  no  belief. 

The  sergeant  *  of  the  watch  said,  they  had 
many  such  friends,  who  understanding  their 
language,  hovered  round  the  army,  to  pick  up 
all  the  news  they  could  hear,  for  the  benefit  of 
the  enemy,  and  ader  what  had  happened  the 
day  before,  it  was  high  time  that  some  of  these 
spies  should  be  made  an  example  of.  The  poor 
tailor  was  accordingly  taken  into  custody,  and 
comforted  by   the  assurance,  that    unless  he 
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could  give  some  clearer  acoouot  of  himself  neit 
moming,  he  would  most  infUlibly  be  diot. 

Of  this  Hans  had  small  apprehen»on»  he  re* 
lied  too  much  on  his  owningemnty^  tobeUefsbe 
should  remain  so  long  in  the  FrencbmeB'^ 
custody,  and  only  waited  to  see  Us  prisoii,  he* 
fore  he  taxed  his  invention  for  a  plan  of  esci^r 
but  the  fisital  consequences  to  be  apprekeiiikd 
from  the  unavoidable  loss  of  time^droTebin 
nearly  to  distraction. 

It  was  now  utterly  impossible^  that  eren, 
should  he  effect  his  escape,  he  could  obtain  snj 
timely  assistance  for  Waltber,  from  the  Stnas 
camp.  If  he  were  delayed  only  one  hour,  be 
could  scarcely  hope  to  reach  the  mill  before 
the  Treasurer,  and  with  a  very  despondiDg 
heart,  the  little  man  was  led  along,  with  his 
arms  tied  behind  his  back,  between  two  tsll 
grenadiers,  for  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  mile,  ex- 
actiy  in  an  opposite  direction,  from  tiiat  be 
wished  to  follow. 
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Bot  05  th^  Stumbled  on  over  hedge  and 
ditch,  he  wisely  reflected,  that  his  gloom 
would  profit  him  nothing,  and  well  aware  that 
lae  woa  a  very  amusing  little  fellow,  when  he 
exerted  bis  abilities,  and  that  it  might  prove 
of  material  advantage  to  him  to  promote  the 
good  humour  of  his  guards,  he  gradually  begau 
to  mingle  an  occasional  joke,  or  repartee  with 
the  discourse  they  were  carrying  on  around 
him. 

In  victory,  or  defeat,  iu  idleness,  or  labour, 
the  French  are  equally  gay  and  good-humoured, 
except  when  the  spirit  of  fighting  is  aroused 
vithin  them,  either  by  politics,  or  brandy ;  and 
in  the  present  instance,  Hans  had  no  such 
■  demon  to  contend  with.  It  had  spent  its  force 
in  the  previous  battle,  and  the  soldiers,  tired  of 
more  serious  matters,  were  quite  ready  to  enjoy 
by  way  of  variety,  the  quaint  humour  of  their 
prisoner. 

Aa  soon  as  Hans  fonnd  his  wit  raised  a  laugh 
amongst  his  auditors,  he  ventured  by   degrees 
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to  take  a larger\Bhare  of  the  discourse;  but  it 
was  never  to  complain  in  the  smallest  degree  of 
his  own  treatment ;  he  seemed  to  forget  be  wit 
a  prisoner,  and  adapting  himself  most  admin* 
bly  to  his  company,  thej  were  so  well  pleated 
with  him,  that  before  they  reached  the  cow- 
shed where  they  were  to  spend  the  remaiiider 
of  the  night,  they  treated  him  more  as  an  oU 
boon  companion,  than  a  suspected  enemy. 

But  though  under  otherxircumstanoes,  Ais 
might  have  been  very  agreeable,  at  that  mO' 
ment,  Hans  was  unwilling  that  it  should  ht 
protracted  much  longer,  yet  even  after  Ids 
captors  had  lighted  a  fire  with  the  doors  and 
window  shutters^  and  the  relics  of  themUk 
vessels  that  lay  scattered  around  the  shed,  he 
saw  but  little  chance  of  any  change  fbr  the 
better. 

The  Frenchmen  had  but  a  scanty  supply  fd 
food,  and  instead  of  being  bewildered,  or  pot 
to  sleep  by  the  brandy  they  copioosiy  swallowed, 
they  seemed  determined  to  do  nothing    bat 
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talk.  Each  man  recounted  with  many  marvel- 
lous additions^  his  own  exploits  during  the 
paat  day;  but  though  they  were  mightily 
pleased  by  the  credulous  wonder,  with  which 
their  prisoner  affected  to  believe  every  lie  they 
tittered,  and  rewarded  him  by  a  bountiful  supply 
of  their  liquor,  they  never  offered  to  untie  his 
hands,  nor  said  a  word  about  giving  him  his 
liberty, 

Hans  in  his  turn,  told  ludicrous  stories,  and 
lung  comical  songs,  but  equally  in  vain,  till  at 
length  he  nearly  lost  patience.  He  had  always 
hated  Frenchmen,  and  now  when  instead  of 
clambering  the  mountain  in  pursuit  of  his 
heart's  desire,  he  was  compelled  to  sit  there, 
playing  the  fool  for  the  amusement  of  his  ene- 
mies, he  heartily  wished  them  all  at  the  bottom 
of  the  red  sea. 

Yet  still  he  relaxed  nothing  of  his  politeness. 
There  are  as  subtle  men  in  a  cottage,  as  a  court, 
though  they  may  work  with  rougher  tools. 

At  length  when  the  good   humour  of  the 
I  5 
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pnij  •eemed  to  have  retched  its  he^t,  te 
ventured  to  hint  that  he  should  findfainudt 
more  at  ease  if  the  cords  round  his  wrisu  vsR 
somewhat  relaxed.  A  keen  glaoos  from  tk 
sergeant  warned  him  in  an  instant  that  he  hvl 
gone  too  far,  but  when  the  indulgence  was  ct- 
TaUerly  denied,  he  made  no  observation. 

''  Ay,  ay,  it  is  your  game  now,*^  he  tbougbtf 
^^  but  either  Walther,  or  I,  shall  mark  yon  |fet 
from  behind  a  bush  with  a  buUet,  my  te 
fellow,*'  but  he  only  laughed,  and  continued  the 
atory  he  had   previously    been  telling.    Tct 
every  now  and  then,  his  face  lengthened  in  spite 
of  his  utmost  exertions,  and  some  of  his  moii 
comical  sentences  concluded  with  a  veiy  disnuA 
cadence,  for  time  was  flying  rapidly,  andhefidt 
he  was  no  nearer  the  recovery  of  his  liberty, 
than  at  the  first  moment  of  his  detention.    At 
length  he  began  to  consider,  that  it  might  be 
more  expedient  to  hold  his  tongue,  than  to  keep 
his  enemies  awake  by  the  facetiousness  that 
had  failed  to  mollify  them,  and  accordingly  he 
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gradually  relapsed  ioto  silence,  and  leaning  back 
:ia  a  dark  corner,  between  the  lire  and  the  win- 
dow, pretended  to  slumber.  The  ezatnple  ap- 
ipeared  contagious,  for  no  sooner  had  the  tailor 
(begun  to  snore,  than  one  after  another  the 
wearied  soldiers  quickly  dropped  asleep,  and 
there  was  soon  a  deep  silence  in  the  hovel. 
1  Half  an  hour  elapsed,  and  Hans  ventured  to 
i)ook  up ;  he  hoped  that  the  moment  for  escape 
tad  arrived;  but  there  sat  the  provoking  ser- 
gpant,  at  the  opposite  side  of  the  &re,  as  wide 
•twake  as  ever,  evidently  watching  him.  Pre< 
iDtly,  as  if  determined  not  to  sleep,  the  man 
l)t(^D  to  clean  bis  gun,  whilst  his  cartridge 
>iewly  replenished,  stood  open  close  beside 


It  was  a  great  relief  to  Hans  when  he  saw 
)^m  thus  occupied,  and  felt  that  his  keen  eyes 
fficn  no  longer  upon  him  ;  ever  since  be  had 
^eea  in  the  dark,  he  had  been  fumbling  with 
ll^e  cord  behind  his  back,  till  he  had  actually 
JlooKoed  one  of  the  knots,  and  he  could  now 
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proceed  with  his  work,  with  less  fear  of  deteo* 
tion.  To  many,  it  might  have  appeared  need- 
less to  get  his  hands  at  liberty,  when  the 
watchfulness  of  his  guard  seemed  to  render  h. 
impossible  for  him  to  make  use  of  his  feet;,  but 
Hans  had  a  scheme  in  his  head,  and  knew  veiy 
well  what  he  was  about. 

The  nature  of  bis  usual  occupation  made  hv 
hands  very  supple,  and  he  was  master  of  ail  the 
mysteries  of  knots;  to  tie  them  was  partcfbifl 
trade,  and  his  skill  in  that  art  made  him  fortu- 
nately most  adroit  in  dissecting  those,  by  which 
he  was  confined,  when  he  had  once  succeeded 
in  getting  them  within  reach  of  his  fingei^s 
ends. 

Ever  and  anon  the  sergeant  looked  towards 
him,  and  then  he  stopped,  and  snored  with  in- 
finite regularity ;  but  no  sooner  did  the  soldier 
resume  his  work,  than  Hans  was  busy  Ukewise, 
and  apparently  much  the  most  nimbly  of  the 
two,  for  long  before  the  Frenchman  had  half 
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cleaned  his  musket,  the  loosened  cords  fell  from 
the  hands  of  his  prisoner. 

The  exultation  of  the  little  man  had  no 
bounds ;  he  was  in  a  perfect  ecstasy  with  his 
own  akill.  There  remained  however  much  to 
be  done,  and  before  Hnns  well  knew  how  to 
proceed,  his  further  movements  were  arrested 
for  a  time,  by  the  entrance  of  a  stranger  into 
the  hovel. 

He  was  apparently  a  superior  officer,  and 
immediately  on  hia  arrival,  he  commenced  an 
earnest  and  rapid  conversation  with  the  ser- 
tgeant,  but  in  ao  low  a  voice,  that  only  a  few 
"Words  of  their  discourse  reached  the  ears  of  the 
tailor. 

They  were  evidently  afraid  that  he  only  pre- 
tended sleep,  and  might  perchance  over-hear 
them,  for  after  a  short  lime,  they  both  moved 
towards  the  door.  Hans  saw  that  whilst  their 
backs  were  towards  him,  not  a  moment  was  to 
be  lost. 


*  Now,  or  r 


r  he  thought,"  and  springing 


twiwriiry  JUi^i 
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groans,  and  aogiy  exclamations  of  their  onu 
men,  and  when  the  atmosphere  became  aomts 
what  clearer,  though  several  of  the  soldiers  la; 
bleeding  and  wounded,  there  was  do  ^pearance 
of  an  enemy. 

-  tlana  nrould  have  been  delighted  had  he  heard 
the  atnazement  and  wild  conjectures  his  exploit 
occasioned ;  until  the  discovery  of  the  brand 
•till  blazing  in  the  middle  of  the  floor,  accounted 
nationally  for  the  explosion,  and  when,  in  addi- 
4ion  to  that,  it  was  found  that  the  facetious  pri- 
soner had  disappeared,  no  doubt  remained  that 
be  had  been  the  author  of  the  mischief.  To 
pursue  him  under  the  darkness  of  night,  would 
have  been  utterly  useless,  for  it  was  evident 
■hat  he  must  have  conaiderably  the  start  of  his 
enemies,  and  those  who  had  not  suffered  by  his 
expedient,  could  not  help  laughing  heartily  at 
the  ingenuity  with  which  he  had  effected  his 
escape. 

[  Accustomed  to  snatch  their  rest  amidst  tl>e 
accidents  and  vicissitudes  of  war,  the   French 
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soldiers  ere  long  resumed  their  sleep^  and  Hans 
without  further  interruption  pursued  his  way 
up  the  Rossberg,  towards  the  deserted  mill. 

Anxiously  did  he  endeavour  to  discover  by 
the  stars,  how  long  his  captors  had  detained 
him,  but  the  result  was  not  encouraging,  and 
fearful  lest  the  time  when  his  warning  might 
prove  of  anj  service  had  already  passed  by,  the 
little  man  toiled  up  the  mountain  with  deeper 
feelings  of  anxiety  than  he  had  ever  before  ex* 
perienced,  except  on  the  day  of  the  trial  of 
Walther  Stanz ;  but  still  the  conviction  of  his 
own  importance,  and  the  immense  value  of  the 
tidings  he  conveyed,  greatly  allayed  his  trouble 
on  his  nephew's  account,  and  his  spirits  rote 
wonderfully  as  he  approached  the  milL 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


« 


Gd]  not  the  years  thine  own  that  made  thee  grey, 
That  left  their  wrinkles,  and  have  fled  away  ; 
The  pM(  no  more  shall  yield  thee  ill  or  good, 
Gone  to  the  silent  times  before  the  flood. 
Dork  are  our  fates ;  to-morrow^s  sun  may  peer, 
FVom  the  flush'd  east  upon  our  funeral  bicr.>' 

Paixadas. 


Whilst  their  frieodis  and  enemies  were  thus 
busy  iq  the  valley  below^  Walthcr  Stanz  and 
his  companions  unconscious  of  any  impending 
evil  had  reached  their  appointed  place  of  rest. 

It  was  an  extensive  and  irregular  wooden 
building,  fitted  like  a  nest  into  the  uneven 
face  of  the  rock.  One  half  of  it  had  been  the 
miller's  dwelling,  the  other  his  mill,  and  jointly 
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they  presented  a  strange^  fantastic  combinstum 
of  wooden  wheels,  and  galleries,  and  slopiqg 
roofs,  to  defend  the  whole  from  the  winter*! 
snows.  But  the  mountain  stream  that  had 
once  been  conducted  by  wooden  spouts  to  set 
the  rustic  machinery  in  motion^  now  poured  iti 
unimpeded  waters  over  the  neigbbouringrock^ 
and  the  busy  hum  of  industry  had  ceaied  to 
enliven  the  deserted  building.  Forsaken  bjito 
inhabitants,  it  had  alternately  been  in  the  poa- 
session  of  the  invaders,  and  the  invaded,  duriog 
the  fluctuating  events  of  the  preceding  dsjs, 
and  having  only  been  evacuated  by  the  Frewj^ 
a  few  hours  before  the  mountaineers  ascended 
thither,  they  found  it  utterly  destitute  of 
furniture. 

Fortunately  the  soldiers  soon  discovered  a  store 
of  wood  in  one  of  the  outhouses,  and  a  brief  time 
eliq>sed  ere  a  huge  fire  threw  its  cheering  glow 
around  the  wails  of  the  kitchen.  The  mounUin 
air  was  clear  and  cold  at  that  early  season,  and 
both  men  and  women  thronged  gladly  around 
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the  hearth,  to  share  a  portion  of  the  food  with 
Vhtch  Hans  had  provided  them.  There  is  no 
^joyment  so  keen  as  that  which  has  been  pur- 
chased by  deprivation  and  labour,  and  words  of 
pleasure  passed  from  lip  to  lip,  during  that 
iimple  repast,  such  as  frequently  fail  to  enliven 
Hie  costly  feasts  of  idle  luxury. 

Justine  alone  said  little,  but  she  sat  close  to 
Walther,  and  she  was  happy.  An  hour  had 
thus  passed  away,  when  Lena  perceiving  that 
woe  of  the  soldiers  slept,  insisted  that  all  should 
-tkek  repose.  Overcome  by  fatigue  and  long 
hatching,  and  fearless  of  danger  or  surprise, 
iione  dissented  from  her  proposition. 

The  house  having  no  communication  with 
the  mill,  consisted,  like  most  Swiss  cottages,  of 
two  stories,  overhung  by  the  wide  eaves  of  a 
■lonting  wooden  roof,  but  not  surrounded,  aa 
^ual,  midway  from  the  ground,  by  a  wooden 
gallery,  the  only  passage  fi-om  the  lower  to  the 
Oppcr  floor  being  through  a  trap  door,  by 
of  a  moveable  ladder. 
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Much  of  the  building  leaned  against  the  nde 
of  the  mountain,  so  that  the  solid  rock,  some- 
what roughly  chiselled,  served  as  the  back  wall 
of  the  kitchen,  and  a  door  opened  from  the 
room,  or  rather  lofts  above,  on  to  a  narrow 
staircase  hewn  out  of  the  almost  perpendicalfr 
cliff  that  rose  behind  it.     These  steps  led  to  i 
little  terrace  far  above,  at  the  further  end  of 
which  a  single  pine  was  cast  as  a  bridge  ofer 
the   deep   abyss,   down   which   the  mountuA 
torrent  dashed,  which  once  subdued  by  man, 
had  formerly  dropped  with  placid  regnlantf 
onto  the  wheels  of  the  mill.   The  path  then  lA 
onwards  amongst  the  rocks  beyond  it,  and  here 
and  there  a  solitary  pine  finding  a  root  amongtt 
their  crevices,  increased  the  gloomy  grandeur 
of  the  scene. 

It  was  by  this  wild  pass  chat  the  inhabitants 
of  the  upper  mountains  had  been  accustomed 
to  bring  their  corn  to  the  mill,  and  inaccessible 
as  it  appeared,  it  was  joined  a  little  further  on, 
by  another  road,  which  winding  from  the  front 
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of  the  buildings  crossed  the  torrent  at  a  lower 
pointy  by  a  less  perilous  bridge. 

The  upper  lofts  of  the  cottage  had  been  used 
by  its  former  occupants,  as  a  store-house  for 
the  hay  they  collected  with  infinite  labour 
amongst  the  rocks,  for  the  supply  of  their  cattle 
during  winter;  and  when  Lena  ascended 
through  the  trap  door,  she  found  that  much  of 
this  provender  still  remained  in  the  back  part 
of  the  building. 

She  conjectured  that  a  little  square  chamber 
in  front,  divided  off  by  rugged  boards,  had 
been  the  sleeping  apartment  of  the  women,  and 
here,  having  spread  a  couch  of  sweet  dry  hay, 
she  proposed  that  Justine  and  herself  should 
pass  the  night,  whilst  the  men  were  to  watch 
and  sleep  alternately,  in  the  kitchen. 

The  maiden  quickly  lay  down,  and  exhausted 
by  fatigue,  had  sunk  into  a  profound  sleep 
when  the  Shepherdess  on  passing  through  the 
loft,  on  her  way  below,  was  startled  by  the 
sound  of  heavy  groans.    They  seemed  to  come 
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from  a  recess,  behind  a  jet  unbpokea  pik  d 
bay,  but  she  bad  no  light,  and  the  gUanff 
from  the  distant  window  did  not  penetiate  lo 
iar.  In  vain  she  repeatedly  demandtd  'it  wkj 
one  was  there ;  she  receiTed  no  answer,  aor 
were  the  sounds  repeated;  and  aomevhil 
alarmed,  she  thought  it  best  to  proceed  is 
search  of  Walther,  or  some  of  Che  other  in8» 
before  she  investigated  the  mysteiy. 

With  hurried  steps  she  decended  the  ladder, 
and  her  report  occasioned  no  small  sorpiiKf 
till  it  was  suggested  by  one  of  the  mA&!t%, 
that  the  mill  having  been  so  recently  mi 
hastily  evacuated  by  the  French,  it  was  aoI 
improbable,  that  one  of  their  wounded  eiMr 
rades  might  have  been  forgotten  and  deserted 
in  the  confusion  of  their  flight. 

Both  Lena  and  Walther  thought  it  likely 
that  such  might  be  the  fiu^t,  but  as  in  these 
times  ordinary  prudence  made  it  absolatel|y 
necessary  to  ascertain  exactly  who  was  under 
the  same  roof  with  them,  before  they  lay  dows 
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^  repose,  they   determined  to  investigate  the 

itter  without  further  delay. 
r^'  Candle  they  had  none,  but  Walther  selected 
of  the  most  resinous  branches  from   the 
ft«,  and  taking  his  rifle  in  the  other  hand,  led 
tbe  way  to  the  lofl. 

It  was  evidently  dangerous  to  venture  amidst 
tfae  dry  hay  with  such  a  flaring  torch,  but  there 
□o  substitute  to  be  had,  and  followed  by 
Jus  mother,  and  one  of  the  soldiers,  he  rapidly 
Monoted  the  ladder. 

They  had  no  sooner  reached  the  upper  story, 
ttiao  the  groans  were  again  audible ;  they'were 
those  of  a  man  in  extreme  agony,  and  with 
■wre  compassion  than  dread,  the  little  party 
Hlvanced  to  the  recess  from  whence  they 
sppearcd  to  proceed. 

Careful  that  no  blazing  sparks  should  fall, 
Walther  stretched  his  torch  within  it,  and  by 
the  glaring  and  fltful  light,  a  man  in  the  French 
uniform  was  distinctly  visible,  lying  on  a  pile 
•f  straw  near  the  wall.     His  pale  and  distorted 
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face  was  towards  them,  and  the  eager  gaze  of 
his  fixed,  glassy  eye,  convinced  them  he  wis 
dying. 

Yet  consciousness  had  not  forsaken  hioi) 
and  no  sooner  did  he  perceive  them  approactung 
than,  in  a  faint  voice,  he  asked  for  water,  not  io 
French,  but  in  their  own  language. 

The  Shepherdess  in  an  instant  flew  to  com- 
ply with  his  request,  whilst  the  young  mm 
fastening  his  torch  in  the  wall,  inquired  of  the 
sufferer,  if  they  could  otherwise  assist  him? 

"  No,  no,*'  he  replied,  "  I  am  past  all  help; 
wounded  in  yesterday's  battle,  my  comrades 
have  forsaken  me;  but  I  deserved  no  mercy 
from  heaven,  and  shall  find  none,"  he  added 
in  a  deep,  hollow  voice,  and  clasping  his  hands 
with  a  look  of  unutterable  despair,  he  sunk  back 
on  his  rude  bed. 

There  he  lay  apparently  insensible,  till  Lena 
having  returned  with  a  wooden  bowl  of  water 
and  held  it  to  his  lips,  he  again  looked  up,  with 
wonder  and  curiosity,  at  those  around  him. 
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"  A  woman !"  he  murmured,  "  and  one  who 
jriil  close  my  dying  eyea  with  kindness  !  hea- 


hears   i 


the 


praye 


'  of  a 
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•eded  neither  bayonet,  nor  buUetj  but  when  I 
ward  them  all  depart,  when  the  guns  sounded 
■far  off,  and  I  lay  bound  by  the  chains  of  death, 
Lia  this  dark,  dreary  solitude,  my  senses  wan- 
deretl;  I  saw  her  aa  plainly  as  1  now  see  you, 
bid  there  was  anger  on  her  brow — and  threat- 
tiling.  A  priest  I  I  pray  you  let  me  see  a 
^est  before  I  die." 

*'  There  are  none  here,  but  soldiers,  and 
romen,"  replied  Walther  Stanz,  "  but  I  will 
id  to  head  quarters  and  there  is  one  I  know 
lere,  who  if  he  can,  will  come  with  all  despatch.' 
,  *'  I  shall  die  long  ere  he  arrives  I"  was  the' 
■d  reply  of  the  soldier,  and  Lena  having  ex- 
-aniined  his  wound  and  felt  his  pulse,  shook  her 
head,  and  said  that  It  would  be  little  use  sending 
to  Father  Paul,  as  he  could  not  be  there  in  less 
^an  three  hours. 
I    "  Father  Paul,"  said  you,  "  not  Paul  Styger 
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but  Lena,  mare  expericoced,  knelt  down 
:  side  of  tbe  ^vretched  man,  and  used  every 
9  ia  her  power  to  alleviate  his  sufferings. 
Ere  long  he  began  to  mutter  broken  words,  and 
iifljolnted  Gentences,  partly  in  German,  partly 
in  Italian,  Bometimes  as  if  addressing  a  woman, 
kpd  talking  to  ber  about  a  child  ;  at  othera  de- 
precating in  imploring  accents  tbe  wrath  of 
^ber  Paul ;  and  once,  both  Waltber  and 
una  felt  asaured,  be  uUcred  the  name  of 
blicbael  Graaf. 

Their  curiosity  was  powerfully  excited,  espc- 
Snlly  that  of  the  Shepherdess,  who,  from  a 
knowledge  of  certain  circumstances  unknown 
to  ber  son,  took  a  most  intense  interest  in  the 
confessions  of  the  dying  soldier.  Combining 
the  purport  of  his  incoherent  disclosures,  with 
events  in  which  many  years  before  she  had 
borne  a  share,  a  secret — marvelloua— unexpect- 
ed— and  of  vital  importance  to  those  most  dear 
to  her,  appeared  to  hover  half  revealed  before 
her   senses.      With  feelings   of  extraordinary 
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anxiety^  she  endeavoured  to  revive  the  sufferer, 
and  to  restore  his  wandering  senses,  if  only  for 
a  brief  interval,  that  before  his  spirit  departed 
she  might  learn  the  truth,  or  fallacy  of  her  sur- 
mises, from  one,  who  had  himself,  she  felt  con- 
vinced, been  an  actor  in  a  mysterious  transac- 
tion she  had  long  vainly  sought  to  comprehend. 

Owing  to  her  recent  attendance  on  the 
wounded  at  the  camp,  she  was  provided  with 
several  medicinal  restoratives,  which  she  admi- 
nistered in  the  present  instance  with  better 
success  than  she  anticipated,  for  under  her  skil- 
ful management,  the  soldier's  convulsions  gra- 
dually subsided,  and  though  they  left  him 
much  weaker  than  before,  his  senses  no  longer 
wandered. 

When  Lena  hdd  again  administered  to  him 
a  reviving  draft,  she  ventured  to  inquire  if  he 
had  not  spoken  of  one  Michael  Graaf  ?  The 
soldier  started  at  the  name,  and  turned  on  her 
his  large,  bright  eyes,  with  a  look  of  amazemeot. 

She  repeated  her  question. 
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Ye»,"  he  then  replied  ;  "  morethaa  twenty 
^ears  ago,  I  knew  him  well;  yet  not  well 
enongb,  for  he  was  a  speciuus  hypocrite,  and  I 
thought  him  honest.  Though  in  an  Italian 
inonaatery,  I  was  a  Swiss  by  birth,  and  gladly 
■ought  the  converse  of  my  countrymen.  I  will 
tell  you  all,  if  I  can,  for  though  there  is  no 
tiriest  here  to  give  me  absolution,  I  shall  die 
■more  easily,  when  my  heart  is  unburlhcned  of 
its  secret  sins." 

Heaven  will  doubtless  accept  yonr  repen- 
tance," said  Lena,  "  and  your  disclosures  may 
perchance  yet  benefit  the  living." 

The  man  shook  his  head,  and  thus  pro- 
ceeded. 

"  Even  under  the  frock  of  ihe  priesthood, 
there  was  little  religion  amongst  the  young 
disciples  of  the  church  in  (hose  d&ye.  The 
•ippinions,  which  afterwards  prevailed  in  France, 
were  striving  invisibly  amongst  us,  and  Micliael 
Graaf  and  I  loved  to  discourse  on  thesie  for- 
bidden matters.     I    hated    my   profession   and 
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longed  to  escape  from  its  trammels ;  1  ftncied 
myself  a  philosopher^  and  ivas  any  thing  but  i 
Catholic;  he  knew  it,  and  had  me  in  his  power. 
^  I  was  acquainted  with  Paul  Stjger  likewise; 
he  was  not  a  priest  then,  and  was  of  too  nobk 
and  ingenuous  a  spirit,  to  suspect  my  follies,  or 
the  bonds  of  evil  wliich  united  me  to  Michsd 
Graaf.  These  men,  by  an  unlucky  chance,  eie 
long  became  attached  to  the  same  girl.  I  soon 
detected  the  passion  of  Styger,  though  he  told 
me  nothing ;  Michael  made  me  his  confidant, 
pretending  the  most  fervent  love,  though  I  now 
believe  he  cared  for  nothing  but  the  maiden's 
gold.  I  did  not  then  doubt  the  truth  of  his 
professions,  for  I  had  seen  the  young  Clarice, 
and  knew  that  she  was  like  an  incarnation  of 
the  beautiful  and  perfect  forms  with  which  our 
painters  seek  to  delude  young  sinners  to  devo- 
tion. But  I  will  be  brief.  Do  you  know  this 
Graaf?'* 

"  Ay,  to  my  cost,**  returned  Walther,  who 
with   breathless  attention   listened    to    these 
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Ktronge  disclosures,  though  imlike  Lena,  with- 
out any  suspicion  of  the  secret  transaction  to 
which  they  related.  "  He  is  a  vile  traitor,"  he 
ftdtled,  "  who  has  betrayed  his  country  for  gold, 
and  now  bears  arms  in  the  ranks  of  her  jn- 
VBders." 

heard  of  him,  but  was  thankful  we   never 
met,"  rejoined  the  stranger  in  a  faint  voice. 

He  is  the  only  enemy   I  have  on   earth," 
mid  Walt  her  sternly. 

Your  enemy,  young  man  !"  returned  the 
Boldier,  who  during  (his  brief  dialogue,  had  not 
ceased  to  survey  VValther  Stanz,  with  a  won- 
dering and  inquisitive  eye,  as  if  he  sought  to  re- 
call some  long  past  remembrance  to  bis  mind ; 
does  he  bear  jou  no  relationship .-" 
"  What,  MicbaelGraaf !  no  heaven  be  thank- 
ed, my  kindred  are  all  honest  I"  exclaimed  the 
youth  impetuously. 

'  Yet  there  is  a  strange  likeness,"  murmured 
the  soldier,  still  fixedly  regarding  him. 
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,  numerous  admiren,  but  though  heart  broken, 
■he  spurned  them  all,  for  she  was  honest, 
,MS  she  was  fair.  But  there  was  one  not  to  be 
Lpat  off  by  her  disdain.  lie  was  a  wealthy 
merchant  named  Vergani,  and  Paul  Styger 
(Was  in  hia  office.  He  knew  me  well — too  well 
f— and  bribed  me  to  his  interests.  I  sounded 
Michael  Graaf — great  heaven  forgive  me — and 
found  that  he  too  coulil  be  bought.  The 
bargain  was  soon  made,  and  Clarice  condemned 
lto  be  a  sacrifice  to  her  husband's  avarice.  1  had 
:Uttle  compunction  at  first,  for  the  part  I  had 
acted,  for  Italian  women  are  not  difficult  in 
these  matters ;  but  when  I  saw  the  grief,  the 
madness  of  the  broken  hearted  victim,  I  was 
horrilicd  at  my  share  in  this  transaction,  I  ap- 
pealed Co  Michael  Graaf,  but  in  vain  ;  I  sought 
Paul  Styger ;  I  told  him  the  whole  story.  I 
■ball  never  forget  his  indignation,  but  he  knew 
belter  how  to  act  than  1  did,  and  rescued 
Clarice,  ere  she  crossed  Vergniii's  threshold, 
from  the  degradation  and  infa  my  her  hetrayera 
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had  prepared  for  her.  He  placed  her  in  sedn- 
aion,  and  there,  at  the  end  of  half  a  year,  she 
became  a  mother.  When  I  was  called  upon  to 
baptize  the  child,  both  Father  Paul  and  the 
poor  Clarice  exacted  fiom  me  a  promise,  nay  a 
most  solemn  oath,  that  during  her  life  time,  I 
would  never  disclose  to  Michael  Graaf  that  he 
was  a  father.  She  justly  feared  that  her  chfld 
would  be  torn  from  her,  and  that  her  gailty 
husband  would  instil  his  own  iniquitous  princi- 
ples into  the  heart  of  her  ofispring.  The  sight 
of  the  love  that  young  deserted  creature  lavished 
upon  her  infant,  would  have  moved  the  most 
stubborn  heart,  and  mine,  though  perverted,  iras 
not  hardened  in  iniquity.  I  gave  the  oath,  and 
I  have  kept  it  faithfully.  Styger  soon  after 
left  the  city  with  the  young  mother  and  her 
child,  and  I  heard  no  more  of  them,  till  soine 
years  ago,  when  Paul  once  more  came  to  Milas; 
he  told  me  in  confidence,  that  poor  Clarice  was 
dead,  yet  as  he  requested  me  still  to  maintaia 
the  same  silence  as  I  had  hitherto  done^  when 
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her  brother  Aloys  Rediug afterwards  questioned 
me  coucerning  her  fate,  I  did  not  disclose  the 
fact,  I  only  hinted  its  possibility.  Whea  the 
French  invasion  set  the  monks  at  iiberty,  I 
quickly  left  my  monastery,  and  took  up  arms, 
vainly  believing  that  man  could  absolve  me 
from  a  contract  made  with  heaven.  Since  the 
army  came  hither,  I  have  heard  that  Michael 
Graaf  is  a  weiiUliy,  but  childless  man.  Father 
Paul  knows  better;  but  if  his  offspring  yet 
-survives,  the  testimony  of  Father  Paul,  as  to  its 
birth,  may  want  confirmation,  and  the  last  act 
,of  justice  I  can  do,  to  her  whom  I  have  so 
deeply  injured,  is  to  confirm  beyond  dispute 
the  right  of  her  child  lo  his  father's  rich  iaherl* 
lancf. 

"  The  child  does  live,"  murmured  Lena  in 
the  ear  of  the  dying  man,  "  Why  did  you  not 
let  me  send  for  Father  Paul  ?  I  would  have 
fane  myself  to  the  camp,  had  I  known  your 
confession  was   of  such  an  important  nature. 

E\  y^Mf  pulsQ  is  firmer  i  jour  wounds  have 
: 
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CBMsd  to  blerd — tbcre  may  be  yet  Lime  to  brin^ 
him  bitber  !" 

**  He  knows  >]1  I  no  tell,'*  momiured  the 
soldier  ia  a  feeUe  voice ;  "  bal  I  was  wrong  to 
few  tbmt  be  would  cufs«  me ;  be  aaid  long  ago 
tbst  be  forgave  me,  aod  tbougb  severe,  yet 
he  is  merctfuL'* 

**  All  bis  eoniitj  to  you,  must  long  bare 
cessed,"  returaetl  the  shepherdess,  "  for  be  ia 
a  msD  of  high  and  holy  miod,  wbo  looks  on 
mort^  weakness  with  indulgence.  He  will  give, 
you  aboolutioQ,  1  doubt  not,  if  you  tiiDcert^Iy 
repent." 

"  Utterly  aod  deeply  have  I  repented,"  re- 
joined the  buSerrr, "  not  only  here  upon  my 
death  bed,  but  long  ago  in  the  midst  of  victory, 
and  plunder,  and  feasting.  Such  pastimes  gave 
me  no  pleasure,  when  I  knew  how  ihey  were 
purchased,  and  amidet  the  horrors  of  «ar,  I 
learned  to  hate  the  wild  and  lawless  Ufe,  I  had 
cnuangered  my  gouI  to  share  in.*^ 

*'  Then  as  the  surest  messenger  1  will  go  my- 
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•elf,  to  Father  Paul !  and  T  will  stake  my  life, 
that  be  returns  with  me." 

"  Yet,  you  will  not  leave  me  here  alone," 
Mgerly  demanded  the  dying  man. 

"  No — 00 — VVnlther  shall  remain  with  you," 
tnswei'ed  Lena. 

"  Walther!"  echoed  the  aohlier,  again  fixing 
bb  enquiring  and  searching  eyes  upon  the 
mountaineer. 

'*  Yes,"  she  rejoined,  "  there  will  be  no  fight- 
ing to-aight,  and  he  can  sleep  as  well  here,  as 
belnw,  and  he  will  be  ready  to  give  you  any 
Bssistance  you  may  require." 

"Thanks,"  returned  the  wounded  man,  in 
.very  feeble  accents,  "  1  shall  not  long  need  his 
kindness,  and  if  I  should  not  live  to  see  Father 
Paul,"  he  continued,  fumbling  in  his  bosom  as 
he  spoke,  until  at  length  he  drew  forth  a  bundle 
of  papers,  much  soiled  and  worn,  and  held  it 
towurds  the  shepherdess,  "  give  these  to  Aloys 
Reding.     They  are  the  registers  of  poor  Cla- 
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rice's  marriage,  and  her  child's  baptism.  FaUui 
Paul  may  have  other  copies,  but  Aloys  Reding 
is  high  in  authoriCT,  and  when  this  var  is  ended, 
his  influence  will  suffice  to  procure  justice  fo^ 
his  poor  Bister's  son," 

"  Had  we  not  better  wait  for  the  Hermit," 
inquired  Lena. 

"  Noj"  murmured  the  soldier — "  My  bond  ol 
secrecy  has  expired — his  1  suspect  is  still  ia 
force.  Seek  Aloys  Reding — 1  could  say  much 
more,  I  could  give  you  reasous — but  1  am  cold, 
very  cold.  Begone,  1  implore  you,  and  may 
the  blessingfi  of  a  dying  man,  reward  your 
kindness." 

Lena  took  the  papers,  and  hastily  assured 
him  that  his  wishes  should  be  strictly  ful6Ued. 
She  then  gave  Walther  a  few  hasty  directions, 
as  to  the  treatment  of  the  wounded  soldier,  nnd  " 
commending  poor  Fritz  likewise  to  his  care,  she 
glided  with  a  rapid  and  noiseless  step  from  the 
loft. 
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She  found  all  below  as  she  had  previously 
left  it,  and  warning  the  man  who  there  kept 
watch»  to  be  on  his  guard  against  surprise,  the 
intrepid  woman  again  went  abroad,  alone  and  in 
darkness,  to  traverse  on  her  mission  of  mercy, 
the    troubled    precincts    of    two    contending 
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much  danger  of  many  leaving  their  quarters 
during  the  night;  moreover  her  mind  was  so 
engrossed  by  the  strange  narrative  she  had  just 
heard,  and  the  extraordinary  conjectures  to 
which  it  gave  rise,  that  she  thought  little  of 
herself.  There  was  much  in  the  soldier's  story, 
that  for  the  sake  of  others,  she  had  rejoiced  to 
hear,  and  she  deeply  felt  the  importance  of  the 
trust  confided  to  her, 

"  Heaven  has  its  own  nays,  and  its  own 
times,"  she  thought,  as  she  speeded  down  the 
mountain ;  "  who  could  have  thought,  that  the 
trials  of  this  dreadful  war,  would  bring  such 
•trange  things,  as  I  have  this  night  heard,  to 
Hght,  or  that  when  we  were  sent  to  that  de- 
lerted  mill,  we  should,  of  all  men,  6nd  him 
ttere,  who  had  such  secrets  in  his  keeping. 
Little  did  Michael  Graaf  know  how  he  has  been 
toiling  for  his  own  punishment,  or  I  suspect, 
till  now,  the  whole  extent  of  his  guilt.  But  at 
length  all  things  are  plain  ;  Aloys  Reding  will 
see  that  Justice  is  done  to  the  innocent !" 
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The  wind  was  bltrtting  fitfully  on  the 
tains,  sometimes  bearing  the  clouds  in  beatj 
iDBsses  around  her,  at  others  drifting  tbe 
tlriviii^  ruin  iu  large  ilrops  full  in  lier  face 
RTciistuiaetl  to  bear  ull  thv  vicissitudes  of  ibfl 
clmnglni;  climcite  of  ihosc  tlevated  regions,  sba 
beedec)  neither  niist,nor  shower,  and  had  already 
trodden  iioarly  half  the  nay,  nith  uninterrupted 
speed,  ivhen  hb  she  was  descending  tbe  narrow^ 
rocky  bed  of  a  dry  tm-rent,  she  distioctl;  heard 
the  steps  of  same  one  aBcending  the  aama 
rugged  path.  ' 

She  paused  Id  listen,  and  then  one  of  her 
native  airs,  whistled  clear  and  shrill,  sounded 
nearer  and  nearer  every  ioslant.  She  knew 
well,  and  had  she  been  disposed  to  fear,  it  would 
have  dispelled  her  tetTors,  for  it  nas  the  tavor^ 
lie  strain  with  which  her  brother  Hans  habitut- 
ally  beguiled  his  labours,  and  though  greatljr 
puzzled  to  know  what  he  could  possibly  be 
doing  tliere  at  that  untimely  hour,  shtt  knew 
his  peculiar  cadences,  and  graces,  too  well,  to 


THK    TIIIRSr    F()ll    CJOLI).  211 

doubt  for  an  instant,  that  he  was  the  nocturnal 
musician. 

She  did  not  hesitate,  therefore,  to  address 
him,  and  the  wild  cry  of  amazement  with  which 
he  replied,  at  once  proved  she  was  not  mis- 
taken. 

''  Lena,^  he  said,  in  hurried  accents,  ^^  whi- 
ther go  you  ?  has  any  mischief  happened,  that 
you  are  here  alone  P^' 

'^  Strange  things  have  occurred,  but  no  mis- 
chief that  I  am  aware  of,'*  was  her  reply. 

'^  Has  no  attack  been  made  on  the  mill  where 
you  went  with  Walther?'' 

^  Surely  Hans  that  is  a  simple  question ;  you 
must  know  as  weU  as  I,  that  for  six  hours  at 
least,  there  is  little  chance  of  any  more  fighting. 
Both  our  friends  and  enemies  are  worn  out  for 
want  of  rest.  Soldiers  are  but  men,  and  they 
must  sleep  sometimes  like  other  people." 

<<  True,  Lena,  true,"  rejoined  the  tailor,  with 
unwonted  gravity,  ^*but  there  are  some  evil 
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iVitb  a  clean  character,  and  keep  all  his  money 
to  himself.  But  they  have  not  been,  you 
■aj?" 

"  I  left  the  cottage  only  a  quarter  of  an  hour 
ago,  and  all  was  quiet  then  ;  but  know  you  not 
when  tbcy  propose  to  put  their  Gcheme  in 
execution  ?" 

"  This  very  hour,  this  very  minute,  for  any 
thing  I  know  to  the  contrary.  It  is  some  time 
liace  1  overheard  their  arrangement  of  the 
whole  plan,  and  I  started  otf  immediately,  to 
seek  assistance  from  Father  Paul,  or  the 
General,  but  I  was  unluckily  made  prisoner  by 
the  way,  and  have  just  now  almost  miraculously 
escaped.  I  feared  it  was  too  late  to  go  to  head 
quarters,  so  1  was  hastening  to  the  mill  to  put 
you  and  Walther  upon  your  guard.  But  if 
you  have  all  left  it,  there  can  can  he  no  further 
danger." 

"  Who  said  we  had  all  left  it  ?"  cried  Lena 
impetuously.  "  No,  Haas,  you  are  mistaken, 
Waltber  and  Justine  are  still  there,  with  poor 
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times  multiplied,  and  notwithstanding  the  ve- 
locity of  her  move  men  t3j  her  anxiety  was  such, 
Uiat  like  one  struggling  in  a  troubled  sleep,  a 
freight  seemed  to  hang  around  her  limbs. 

Wonder,  curiosity,  and  terror  for  the  fate  of 
111  she  loved,  by  turns  occupied  her  niiad ;  but 

le  excitement  of  her  highly  wrought  feelings, 
gave  her  strength  to  proceed  onwards,  and  to 
hope  almost  against  conviction. 

Hans  was  far  out  of  hearing,  the  rainy  clouds 

ire  for  a  few  moments  borne  apart,  and  the 
|rescent  moon  threw  its  pale  and  sickly  rays 
$ipoa  her  path,  when  on  the  very  verge  of  the 
t^lley,  whilst   gliding  amongst  a  confused  as- 

itnblage  of  those  giaut  masses,  which  some 
fitnner  convulsion  of  nature,  had  rent  from  the 
toilned  mounlmns,  she  again  heard  the  tread  of 
jeet;  but  this  time  they  were  uumerous,  and 
bud  voices  mingled  with  the  sounds,  in  careless 

id  rude  discourse. 

Though  not  naturuUy  timid,  she   deemed   it 

ty  prudent  to  withdraw  from  the  path,   and 
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Tens,  imd  he  showed  us,  at  the  pass  yesterday, 
that  he  was  a  keen  hand  at  keeping  an  enemy 
at  bay  ;  and  then,  when  the  firing  is  heard,  if 
succour  should  be  sent  him — we  should  cut  a 
pretty  figure  after  all,  up  in  that  nook  with 
Father  Paul,  and  half  the  Swiss  rebels  at  his 
back,  marking  us  out  with  their  rifles/' 

'*  Never  fear,*'  replied  Graaf,  whose  despe- 
rate thirst  for  vengeance  seemed  to  have  en- 
dowed him  with  unwonted  courage,  '^  the  place 
is  too  far  from  their  head  quarters,  for  our  guns 
to  give  any  alarm  there,  and  it  will  be  our  own 
fault,  if  we  let  any  rat  creep  out  of  the  hole,  to 
convBy  the  news  thither,  before  we  have  se- 
cured our  prisoner." 

<^  But  I  tell  you  again,  though  I  don't  care 
for  an  open  charge  with  the  bayonet,  and  that 
sort  of  fair,  open  day-light  work,  neither  I,  nor 
my  men,  have  any  fancy  for  standing  in  the 
dark  to  be  shot  at,  out  of  garret  windows,  so  if 
we  can  take  the  fellow  at  once  by  storm,  well 
and  good,  but  if  not,  good  bye  to  you,  and  you 

vol.  III.  L 
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Upon    ihe  pebbly  ground,  gradually  becoming 
fiiinter  and  fsiiiter. 

For  some  moments  she  continued  to  stand, 
like  a  bewildered  creature,  stunned  and  stupi- 
fied  by  all  she  had  heard-  Then  the  necessity 
for  action  burst  suddenly  on  her  mind.  She 
bad  been  so  engrossed  by  the  conversation  of 
Ae  leaders,  that  she  had  forgotten  to  count  the 
numbers  of  the  men,  but  on  reflection  she 
thought  there  might  be  about  eighteen,  or 
tventy.  Notwithstanding  the  last  awful  pro- 
IWEicion  of  Michael  Graaf,  still  she  derived 
bope  from  the  conviction  that  the  cottage  was 
strongly  secured,  and  its  defenders  warned  by 
Hans  against  surprise,  whilst  the  presence  of 
Justine,  she  trusted,  might  divert  the  Treasurer 
from  any  attempt  to  burn  out  its  inhabitants, 
and  protract  the  siege  till  the  succour  she  sought 
from  the  camp  could  return  to  their  rescue.  It 
was  one  of  those  desperate  hopes  which  in  mo- 
ments of  tranquillity  no  human  being  could 
confide  in,  but  which  in  extreme  danger^  fre- 
L  3 
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burned  in  front  of  it,  would  have  sufficed  to  di- 
rect her  to  the  cottage,  where  his  temporary 
abode  was  fixed,  and  thither  with  straight  for- 
ward speed,  she  directed  her  steps. 

It  was  a  wild  and  agonizing  moment,  as  she 
approached  that  dwelling ;  she  felt  that  the  lives 
of  Walther,  Justine,  and  Fritz,  and  the  future 
happiness,  or  lonely  desolation  of  her  own 
hearth,  depended  on  the  reception  her  demands 
might  meet  with  there;  on  Father  Paul  she 
knew  she  could  rely,  but  he  might  not  be  in 
the  camp,  and  for  a  moment  she  thought  with 
despair,  that  she  and  all  belonging  to  her,  were 
nothing  to  Aloys  Reding ;  but  the  remembrance 
of  the  precious  documents  she  had  received 
from  the  dying  soldier,  at  once  dispelled  these 
terrors,  for  she  felt  that  these  alone,  in  lack 
of  every  other  advocate,  would  suffice  to  pro- 
care  from  the  General,  every  aid  it  was  in  his 
power  to  accord  her. 

She  reached  his  cottage-^  the  guards  knew 
her  well,  and  aware  of  her  relationship  to  Wal- 


282  THR   THIR8T  FOB   GOLD. 

ther  Stanz,  and  her  acquaintance  with  the  Re- 
mit, were  neither  astonished  by  her  request  to 
speak  with  Aloys  Reding,  at  that  untimely 
hour,  nor  unwilling  to  obtain  her  admissioD. 
But  eyery  one  expressed  oonstemation  at  her 
agitated  countenance  and  manner,  and  eagerly 
inquired  if  any  new  misfortune  bad  happened. 

She  briefly  told  them,  that  all  was  quiet  id 
the  enemy's  camp,  for  she  was  too  troubled  to 
say  more,  and  then  stood  in  silence,  impatiently 
beating  the  ground  with  her  foot,  and  esgerly 
watching  for  the  reappearance  of  the  man,  who 
had  gone  into  the  hovel  to  announce  ber 
request. 

More  than  five  minutes,  which  to  Lesa 
seemed  doubled  by  the  agony  of  her  suspense, 
elapsed  before  she  again  beheld  him  on  the 
threshold;  but  her  quick  eye  perceived  at  once, 
that  his  countenance  was  propitious,  and  he  had 
scarcely  waved  his  hand  as  a  sign  for  her  to 
follow  him,  ere  she  rushed  forward  into  the 
passage  where  he  stood.      In  another  moment 
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f  •he  was  in  the  presence  of  Aloys  Reding  him- 
aelf. 

A  single  candle  burnt  in  the  rude  chamber 
where  this  indefatigable  patriot  had,  for  the 
'first  time  during  many  nights,  lain  down  to 
sleep  upon  a  bed.  But  though  the  soldier,  who 
went  to  announce  Lena's  request,  had  found 
him  in  a  'profound  sleep,  hia  orders  were  so 
positive  to  be  awakened,  should  his  assistance 
in  any  way  be  required,  that  the  man  did  not 
hesitate  to  arouse  him,  and  the  account  he  gave 
of  the  woman's  agitation,  and  the  Ueneral's 
knowledge  of  her  character,  at  once  induced 
him  to  spring  up,  and  hastily  dressiug  himself, 
to  give  orders  for  her  admission. 

The  fine,  manly  figure  of  Aloys  Reding, 
bore  evident  traces  of  fatigue  ;  the  furrows  on 
his  brow  were  deepened,  and  his  countenance 
much   worn   and    harassed,  when  the    ahep- 

,.  herdess  entered,  and  beheld  him  sitting  on  the 
fioXy  chair  the  place  afforded,  leaning  his  elbow 
an  a  small  deal  table  at  his  side ;  the   candle 
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threw  a  strong  light  upon   his  face^  and  s 
gased  at  it  for  a  moment  with   deep  anxiet 
ere  she  ventured  to  disclose  the  purpose  of 
visit. 

*^  I    presume,  my  good  woman,^  he  sai 
during  this  pause,    *'  that  the  tidings  are  im 
portant  which  bring  you  here  at  such  an  hour. 
Have  the  French  made  any  new  movement?" 

'^  Though  I  come  on  a  matter  of  life,  and 
death,  Aloys  Reding,''  she  returned,  with  wild 
abruptness^  ^*  it  concerns  not  the  public  wel- 
fare, but  your  own  interests." 

^  They  are  indissolubly  united,'*  was  the 
brief  reply. 

"  No,  no,  not  in  this  instance,  I  fear,"  cried 
Lena,  '^  and  yet  I  come  here  to  seek  your  im- 
mediate assistance  with  men  and  arms,  or  pre- 
cious lives  will  be  sacrificed  before  dawn." 

*^  Has  any  new  attack  been  made  ?" 

^^  Michael  Graaf  is  on  foot  again,**  she  re- 
joined in  hurried  and  breathless  accents.  ^*  He 
has  sworn  to  be  revenged  on  Walther  Stanz, 
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for  his  valiant  defence  of  the  pass ;  and  even  as 
I  came  hither,  I  saw  him  with  a  strong  party 
go  to  attack  the  raill^  where  he  is  stationed  for 
the  night.  Walther  had  but  six  soldiers  Milh 
him,  the  Treasurer  has  probably  nearly 
twenty." 

*^  Stanz  is  a   gallant  felllow^   and   must  be 
rescued,  if  it  be  not  yet  too  late/'  replied  the 
General ;  "  five  and  twenty  men  shall  immedi- 
ately be  put  under  arms  to  escort  you  back  to 
the  mountain^  and   then    I   suspect  this  mis- 
chievous Treasurer  will  find  himself  in  rather  an 
awkward  position^  on  that  narrow  ledge  of  the 
rock/'     Turning  to  the  soldier  who  remained 
in  attendance^  he  then  gave  the  necessary  orders 
for  the  party  to  assemble  with  all  despatch. 
"  But  I  marvel,  Lena/'  he  continued,  after 
the  man  disappeared,  "  why  you  came  to  me,  in 
this  business,  for  Walther  is  surely  under  the 
special  protection  of  Father  Paul,  and  he  could 
have  given  you  aid,  as  well  as  I,  and  would  him- 
self no  doubt  have  gone  to  your  son's  rescue.'*' 

h  a 
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"  Walther  is  do  child  of  mine  !"  repUed  tl 
BiicpherdeaS',  in  a  deep,  impressive  voice. 

"Not  yours,  saj  you !"  exclaimed  Rediiti 
trith  infinite  atnazement,  both  at  the  mesnii 
and  the  manner  of  her  words  ;  "  he  has  e\i 
borne  your  name,  and  shared  your  dwelting  |! 

"  Ay,  so  he  has,"  relumed  Lena,  "  but  agnii 
I  say  he  is  no  child  of  niine." 

"  You  astonish  me  !  does  Father  Paul  knoa 
this  }" 

"  Hcia  the  only  man  who  does!"  TCasLciia*4 
reply.  i 

"  Yet  he  has  ever  heeu  as  a  father  to  hicn  !" 

"  More  than  &  father!  bis  father  was  a  %-illaii^J 
but  the  hermit  has  trained  him  from  his  infancjrl 
in  the  ways  of  piety,  and  truth."  '  I 

"  And  he  is  not  your  child  ?" 

"  I  never  saw  hitn,  till  Father  Paul  brought 
him  to  my  chalet,  when  he  was  more  than  twtf 
months  old." 

"  Woman  !"  said  Reding,  sternly  taking  her 
by  the  wrist,  whilst  he  kept  his  eyes  fixed  uitlt 
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tearching  gaze  upon  her  countenance,  '*  I  sus- 
pect there  is  something  wrong  under  all  this 
pretence;  and  until  1  have  fully  investigated  it, 
the  assistance  I  too  rashly  promised  you,  must 
be  withheld.  If  a  holy  man  like  Father  Paul, 
has,  forbia  own  reasons,  so  long  thought  it  right 
to  keep  this  secret,  why  come  you  now,  amidst 
the  turmoil  and  trouble  of  war,  whilst  my  mind 
H  harassed  by  the  depending  and  doubtful  for- 
tunes of  ray  country,  to  disturb  me  in  the  dead 
of  the  night,  by  betraying  my  best  friend, 
ID  a  matter  that  concerns  no  man  but  himself  ?" 

"  Because  it  concerns  you  far  more,  Herr 
Seding,  as  1  can  quickly  prove,"  returned  Lena 
in  au  impressive  voice.  "  1  know  not  Father 
Paul's  motives  for  his  secrecy  ;  he  never  told 
them  to  me,  and  I  am  guilty  of  oo  breach  of 
confidence.  My  first  mission  hither,  was  to 
seek  him  to  shrive  a  wounded  man  on  the 
mountain — " 

"  Ha !  then  there  has  been  fighting  there, 
already  ?" 
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"  No,  Hot  Reding.  The  French  had  left 
him  in  their  flight.  He  prayed  earnestly  to  see 
a  priest^  and  on  my  way  to  the  Hermit,  I  first 
kamt  the  meditated  attack  of  Michael  Qrafl£'* 

**  And  you  forgot  the  wishes  of  the  dying 
man,  in  your  anxiety  to  circumvent  him  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Lena  calmly^  "  that  man  told  me 
a  strange  story,  that  made  me  anxious  to  speak 
with  you^  before  I  went  to  the  Hermit.  HetoM 
me  the  real  parentage  of  Walther  Stanz,  and 
commanded  me  to  deliver  you  these  papers,*" 
and  as  she  spoke,  she  presented  the  certificates 
the  soldier  had  confided  to  her  care.  **  I  have 
come  hither,  Herr  Reding,"  she  then  continued, 
*'  to  claim  your  protection  for  Walther  Graafj 
your  own  sister's  son,  and  when  you  have  looked 
at  those  papers,  I  feel  certain  you  wiU  no  longer 
hesitate  to  grant  it/* 

"  \^'hat  do  I  see  !"  exclaimed  the  General? 
hastily  glancing  his  eyes  over  the  writings* 
"  the  certificates  of  Clarice  Reding's  marriage 
with  Michael  Graaf,  and  the  baptism  of  tbeii 
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IQD !  signed  by  Father  Paul  and  Louis  Bren- 
tano  1  Woman,  this  is  a  forgery  on  the  very 
face  of  it,  for  the  Hermit  never  yet  admitted  to 
me,  his  knowledge  of  my  sister's  having  borne 
a  child !" 

"  But  he  knew  it,  nevertheless,  for  he 
brought  the  infant  himself  to  my  chalet ;  that 
child  is  Waltber  Stanz,  ^Yhom  he  has  watched 
over  Mith  the  anxiety  of  a  father/' 

**  Then  why  conceal  his  parentage  ?" 

*'It  was  the  mother's  wish  ;  I  know  no  more  ! 
I  bad  lost  a  babe,  only  twenty-four  hours  be- 
fore he  came  to  the  mountain,  and  with  my 
husband's  consent,  I  agreed  to  rear  Wulther  as 
my  own,  and  have  loved  him  as  much  as  if  he 
were." 

"  But  how  happens  it,  you  have  now  made 
these  discoveries  ?"  demanded  Reding.  "  How 
came  you  possessed  of  these  papers,  and  what 
sudden  impulse  sent  you  here  at  this  strange 
hour,  to  tell  me  all  this  mysterious  and  bewil- 
dering history  ?^' 
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'*  Did  not  this  same  Louis  Brentenoi''  re* 
joined  Lena,  pointing  to  the  signature  at  the 
bottom  of  the  certificate,  U  once  admit  to  yon, 
in  Milan,  —  the  possibility  of  your  aittei^i 
death  V' 

"  He  did,  but  I  have  never  been  able  to 
discover  any  traces  of  the  child,  and  musi 
greatly  where  you  learnt  such  a  <Hroam8taaee." 

'*  Have  I  not  ah'eady  told  you,  we  fooud  i 
dying  soldier  in  the  miU,''  returned  the  sbep- 
herdess^  *'  that  man  is  Louis  Brentano ;  by  bis 
wish  I  came  hither,  and  he  is  ready  to  swetf) 
not  only  to  the  birth  of  the  child,  but  thst  it 
was  conveyed  away  from  Milan,  by  Fatber 
Paul  V 

^^  And  he  wishes  the  Hermit  to  shrive  bim 
you  say  ?" 

^'  If  he  survives  till  our  return ;  but  he  bis 
already  made  a  full  confession  to  Walther  sad 
myself/'  she  replied. 

*^  And  the  young  man  knows  hi3  parentage^" 
demanded  the  QeneraJ. 
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'  He  has  not  the  slightest  suspicion  of  it,'' 
replied  Lena.     "  He  heard  the  story,  as  far  as 


Id    tell    it,    but  he  had  r 


the  dying  man  coiil 
reason  toapply  it  to  himself,  and  I  thought  it 
best  to  leave  all  further  iliaclosurea  to  you,  and 
Father  Paul.  But,  oh,  Herr  Reding,  however 
•trange  all  this  may  aounH,  I  implore  you  to 
lose  no  lime  in  sending  him  aid  against  Michael 
Graaf.  Bethink  you  if  he  should  chance  in 
■elf-defence  to  shed  his  blood — his  father's 
Uood — how  utterly  hia  whole  hopes  and  happi- 
ness would  be  blighted  in  this  world,  and  how 
bitterly  you  nil!  have  cause  to  repent,  if  by  an 
ill-timed  delay,  this  young  man,  so  noble,  and 
■o  worthy  of  your  kindred,  should  fall  a  second 
.  victim  tu  the  remorseless  Treasurer," 

There  was  a  wild  energy  in  the  words  and 
Hiaoner  of  the  shepherdess,  as  she  uttered 
these  impressive  words,  which  notwithstanding 
the  strangeness  of  her  story,  and  the  confusion 
with  which  she  had  related  it,  at  once  carried 
coDvietton  to   the  heart   of  her   listener.     He 
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ibcG^^  it  possible  she  miglit  be  deceived,  bi 
he  itli  asKircd  she  had  no  iatentioxi  to  deceivi 
All  Jocbc  and  hesitauon  were  at  an  end. 

•=-  Ler^i,"  he  said,  '*  I  have  often  heard  thellei 
Slit  speak  of  vou  with  high  commendation,  an 
di^z^  ihe  whok  of  this  national  strun:£;le,  yd 
L^LTedLsnlaTedanohle  courage  and  self-devotioi 

toihe  cia<e  of  tout  count  rv.  nhich  I  cannot  fa 

•  •  •• 

to  respect.  AH  this  makes  it  impossible  fc 
c:e  longer  to  disbelieve  ^hat  vou  so  solemn! 
o.'-scrt,  ziore  esi^cialiv,  as  I  mvself  saw,  an 
nfooc-.sed  this  same  Louis  Brentano  in  vester 
iidy*s  birde,  though  he  had  exchanged  a  priest's 
tbr  a  soldhcr  >  sarb-  There  is  a  siranM  coinci 
ccnce  certainly,  between  his  confession,  an< 
the  fact  of  Father  Paul  having  committed  ai 
uakrown  child  to  vour  care.  Tlie  motives  c 
this  holy  man  for  the  secrecy  he  has  preserve^ 
cv-nceriiing  this  transaction,  we  will  not  no^ 
presume  to  decide  on,  but  1  will  myself  retun 
with  you,  in  his  company,  to  the  mill,  and  ii 
you!  presence,  and  that  of  this  apostate   Priest 
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I  shall  be  fully  authorised  by  my  near  relation- 
ship to  Clarice  and  her  child,  to  call  upon  him 
for  an  explanation/' 

'*  But  the  first  thing  to  be  done  is  to  master 
Michael  Graaf,*'  returned  his  eager  listener. 

*'And  that  shall  be  done  quickly,"  was  Re- 
ding's  reply.  "  Follow  me,*^  and  putting  his 
pistols  in  his  belt,  and  buckling  his  sword 
around  his  waist,  with  hat  in  hand,  he  preceded 
her^  with  long  and  hurried  strides  from  the 
cottage. 

The  hopes  of  Lena  swelled  high,  and  the 
more  so,  when  she  heard  the  General,  as  soon 
as  he  reached  the  open  air,  give  orders  that 
twenty  five  horses,  (nearly  all  the  patriots  pos- 
sessed) should  be  immediately  brought  round 
to  the  quarter  of  Father  Paul,  by  the  men,  who 
in  obedience  to  his  former  orders,  were  by  this 
time  fully  equipped  for  a  march. 

"  I  will  await  them  there,*'  he  said,  and  then 
making  a  sign  to  the  shepherdess,  he  strode  on 
through  the  darkness. 
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&^  Mm  3SE9M.  3e  wvd  vhoe  the  B 
^K  x^HBC.  ^u.  HeAa-  !»k  w  bar  impec 
3Kr  acnocs.  Tbee  vu  no  H^t,  but  U 
saei  jr  "ziK  •""■"  3nacb   tte  imiiuv  ca 

?-£i_  ji  jis  jEiuL  fWTBCKCv  «ith  oqIt  a  bl< 

T±^  jiiieM  tn  :ae  WMS  at'  man,  when  i 
^.^r-  ^  3UC  m^cneti  i:T  iha:  cnviug  tppet 
"t  r  fft—jiimussTitx.  «uin  taxBiY  ncmus ;  ai 
TtnKry  flni  iarrv^cj.fi,  whuii.  paoga  are  ei 
inter  Jiifi  j*-  jociptjcq  wkli  vealtfa,  infii 
JCf  ^313  .■a  hiai.  «3o  bss  Todmtarilj  chosi 
rted  IS  r?e  iMCQer  mr^  and  regards  thctn 
mt!  stnos  oc  nrraaic  Falbcr  Paul,  id  t 
!l<g«!*  .tA.  ui  Icf^  biwn  iDBivd  to  both,  ai 
woosc  M  v«9  afRstromi  to  make  bis  bed  up* 
:^Tack.imiibvikmK  the  water  of  the  sprio 
~e  ^  V » 'jtcucs  rf  thoae  who  direll  in  citic 
wuijii  ^jne  l-vca  to  him  a  tortore  and  a  miaer 
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But  fatigue  made  his  sleep  that  night  more 
than  usually  profound,  and  even  the  well  known 
voice  of  Aloys  Reding  had  twice  to  call  on  him 
before  he  started  from  his  bed. 

"  My  friend,"  he  eagerly  exclaimed,  the  in- 
stant he  sat  erect,  ''  1  trust  no  new  mischance 
has  brought  you  hither." 

"  Walther  Stanz  is  in  danger,"  was  the 
leconic  reply,  "  and  we  must  mount  and  make 
all  speed  to  his  succour." 

"  Have  the  French  dared  a  second  time  to 
'  attack  the  gallant  youth  ?"  inquired  the  Her- 
mit, as  he  followed  Reding  into  the  open  air. 

"  No  !  this  time  it  ia  a  private  alfair  of  his 
'old  enemy  Michael  GraaPa.  He  seeks  revenge, 
as  Lena  tells  me,  fcr  the  deceit  practised  upon 
'  him  at  the  pass,  last  night,  and  threatens  if 
'  Walther  is  not  slain  in  this  attack,  to  give  him 
up  to  the  French  to  be  shot  as  a  traitor,  or  for 
'•the  former  robbery  of  the  trcnsurj-,  I  know  not 
'"Which,  and  has  gone  with  tMeuiy  men  to  sur- 
•  -.inise  him  at  the  mill," 


ze   i»— ja   : 
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and  though  the  remainder  of  the  way  wns  steep^ 
it  was  comparatively  short. 

The  Hermit  readily  admitted  the  wisdom  of 
this  precaution ;  the  whole  party  was  quickly 
mounted^  and  Lena  having  been  placed  by  the 
Gkneral's  command  behind  one  of  the  soldiers, 
they  put  the  horses  to  their  utmost  speedy  and 
rode  in  silence  down  the  valley. 

Thus  they  advanced^  until  they  nearly  reach- 
ed the  first  line  of  French  outposts^  when  Aloys 
Reding  suddenly  reined  in  his  horsc^  and  dis- 
mounted. The  whole  party  followed  his  ex- 
ample,  and  leaving  the  animals  in  charge  of  two 
of  the  men,  till  others  came  up  on  foot  to  re- 
conduct them  to  the  camp,  they  rapidly  com- 
menced the  ascent  of  the  mountain. 

The  feelings  of  Father  Paul,  as  (hey  proceed- 
ed, were  wildly  agitated.  For  the  first  time, 
since  the  death  of  Clarice,  did  he  repent  of 
having  concealed  the  real  parentage  of  Walther 
Stanz.  But  he  had  done  her  pleasure ;  it  was 
her  last  command  to  him,  that  unless  by  some 
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he  exempted  him  from  many  snares  and  temp- 
tationB,  whilst  the  education  he  conferred  on 
bim,  elevated  bis  mind  to  higher  objects,  and 
made  him  inditTerent  to  the  want  of  worldly 
advantages.  By  thus  rendciring  him  indcgiend- 
ent  of  human  opinion,  and  the  vicissitudes  of 
human  aSatrs,  the  old  man  felt  that  he  had  con- 
ferred on  his  pupil,  the  greatest  benefit  that 
man  can  bestow  on  man. 

The  object  of  the  labours  of  twenty  years 
had  been  accomplished ;  Walther  Stanz  had 
proved  himself,  even  in  the  eyes  of  his  country, 
all  the  enthusiastic  Hermit  had  loug  panted 
to  behold  him,  and  the  danger  of  his  pupil,that 
night,  for  the  first  time  awakened  doubts  in  bis 
mind,  as  to  the  propriety  of  the  deception  he 
had  practised.  Whilst  he  toiled  up  the  moun- 
tain in  silence,  there  was  a  wild  struggle  be- 
tween contending  feelings  in  his  heart,  till  at 
length  he  decided,  that  if  the  disclosure  of  the 
secret  could  in  any  way  conduce  to  Walther's 
ufety,  it  should  at  length  be  made. 
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He  little  thought  how  vain  was  this  decision; 
that  the  story  was  no  longer  in  his  own  keeping) 
and  that  Providence  had^  at  its  own  time,  found. 
a  way  to  baffle  all  his  calculations,  and  bring  to 
light,  without  his  aid,  the  hidden   mystery  of 
years. 

How  common  is  it,  for  men  thus  tomiscalco- 
late  the  value  of  their  actions ;  many  an  un- 
heeded word,  and  thought^  and  deed,  fructifying 
at  hazard,  like  a  seed  borne  by  the  wind,  and 
producing  vast  results ;  whilst  those  which  cost 
painful  efforts  and  sacrifices,  chance  as  frequent- 
ly renders  ineffectual ! 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


I  doubt  some  danger  doei  approach  jou  newly. 
If  you  will  take  a  homely  man*8  advice, 
Be  not  ibund  here. 

Shausfsaas.    Maobvth. 


Walther  Stanz  continued  for  some  time  after 
the  departure  of  Lena,  to  muse  on  the  charac- 
ter the  wounded  soldier  had  given  of  Michael 
Graaf,  without  in  the  least  suspecting*  that  his 
own  fate  was  involved  in  the  narrative  of  the 
Treasurer's  early  crimes.  I  n voluntarily  he  con- 
trasted the  degraded  position  of  this  once 
prasperous  citizen,  who,  in  spite  of  wealth,  and 

VOL.    III.  M 
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honours,  and  long  prosperity,  was  now  the 
scorn  of  every  honest  man,  with  that  of  Fkther 
F^ul;  the  solitary,  poor,  but  holy  Hennitp 
whom  his  virtues,  and  his  sanctity  had  sufficed 
to  make  the  respected  arbiter  of  his  coudHt'i 
destiny. 

Tet  there  was  nothing  marvellous  in  all  thifli 
for  virtue,  is  a  power;  whilst  sin  prevails 
only  by  the  borrowed  strength  of  gold,  or  intel- 
lect, or  hypocrisy, 

"  Thank  heaven,"  thought  the  youth, "  that 
Justine  is  rescued  from  this  bad  man's  snaieS) 
and  when  the  war  is  ended,  we  shall  marry  and 
can  then  boldly  set  him  at  defiance." 

Here  a  deep  groan  from  the  dying  man  in- 
terrupted Walther's  reflections,  and  with  infi' 
nite  tenderness,  he  administered  every  thing  in 
his  power,  for  his  relief;  but  his  pangs  seemefi 
more  of  the  mind,  than  the  body,  for  mortifics- 
tion  had.oommenced  in  his  wounds,  and  their 
first  keen  agony  had  entirely  subsided. 

Though'the  burning  pine  branch  had  been 
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frequently  replaced,  it  was  difficult  to  maiutaia 
8  light  in  the  loft,  and  Brentano  evidently 
watched  the  uncertaiu  flame  with  restless  un- 
easiness, and  on  the  slightest  movemeot  of  Wal- 
ther,  betrayed  an  exceeding  terror  of  being 
again  left  alone. 

The  young  soldier  pitied  his  distress,  and 
anxious  to  overlook  the  proceedings  of  his 
men  below,  at  length  proposed,  if  be  could  bear 
removal,  to  have  him  carried  to  the  kitchen, 
where,  relieved  from  all  fear  of  darkness  or  soli- 
tude, he  would  have  the  comfort  of  a  blazing 
fire,  and  the  constant  company  of  the   soldiers. 

To  this  he  gladly  assented,  "he  was  in  no 
pain,"  he  said ;  his  wounds  had  ceased  to 
bleed,  and  two  men  could  easily  lower  htm 
down  the  ladder,  by  means  of  the  lai^  horse 
-cloak,  in  which  hia  comrades  had  brought  him 
•tbither. 

Walther  lost  no  time  in  putting  this  plan  in 
execution,  and  though   it    was   attended  with 
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somewhat  more  difficulty  than  he  at  first  anti- 
cipated, it  was  ere  long  accomplished,  and  the 
poor  sufferer  being  laid  on  a  bed  of  hay,  near 
the  blazing  hearth,  though  greatly  exhauatedj 
expressed  himself  very  greatful  for  the  change. 

Ere  long  he  appeared  to  sink  into  a  quiet 
slumber,  and  Walther  himself,  having  much 
need  of  rest,  lay  down  at  the  opposite  side 
of  the  fire,  and  was    soon  fast  asleep. 

Half  an  hour  thus  passed  away,  and  there 
was  only  one  man  awake  in  the  mill,  when  all 
its  inmates  were  startled  by  an  impatient  and 
repeated  knocking  at  the  outer  door.  Walther 
sprang  up  in  an  instant,  and  in  a  loud  voice 
demanded  who  was  there  ? 

"  Your  own  uncle  Hans,  to  be  sure  ;  cannot 
you  open  and  let  him  in  ?^'  answered  a  squeak' 
ing  voice,  which  he  instantly  recognized  to  be 
the  tailor *s,  and  accordingly  began  forthwith  to 
remove  the  fastenings,  with  which  the  entrance 
was  secured. 
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^  Ha,  ha/'  meanwhile  continued  the  little 
man^  *^  fast  bind^  fast  find,  I  suppose  you 
consider,  but  you  had  better  make  haste,  or  a 
host  of  traitors  may  pop  in  at  my  heels,  like  fish 
in  a  mill  stream.'^ 

*'  Are  you  not  alone  then  ?*'  demanded  Wal- 
ther,  whilst  for  a  moment  he  held  the  last  bolt 
in  his  hand. 

^  Oh  yes,  as  lonely  as  half  a  pair  of  scissors ; 
but  there  are  plenty  following  after,  so  by  every 
Saint  in  the  calendar,  I  beg  you  will  ask  no 
questions,  but  let  me  in  !*' 

^^  Hans,  in  the  name  of  fortune  can  that  be 
you,  what  has  happened  to  you?'^  cried  the 
young  soldier,  when  the  little  man  stepped  into 
the  kitchen,  with  a  consequential  air,  which 
combined  with  his  rueful  appearance,  excited 
the  risible  muscles  of  all  present. 

He  was  indeed  a  strange  figure.  His  face 
never  of  the  brightest  hue,  was  blackened  and 
smoked  by  the  explosion,  through  which  he  had 
effected  his  escape  from  the  French,  and  the  rain 
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drops  had  washed  m  the  dirty  and  diversified  it 
into  such  a  variety  of  strange  forms,  that  his 
cheeks  bore  no  unapt  resemblance  to  a  nap 
of  the  moon's  disk;  his  uncovered  \oA» 
were  singed  like  a  sheep's  head^  in  the  hands  d 
a  Scotch  bhudtsmith^  his  neckcloth  was  twisted 
hind  part  before,  as  if  he  had  just  es* 
caped  the  gallows ;  one  tail  of  his  cotft  wss 
gone,  and  the  other,  with  the  pocket  ripped 
open,  depended  by  a  single  thread  at  his  side; 
whilst  to  complete  his  costume,  his  stockings 
hung  in  large  folds  around  the  slender  andes 
of  his  thin  crooked  legs,  and  his  shoes  were 
completely  hidden  by  a  mass  of  mud.  Yet 
utterly  unconscious  of  the  strange  spectacle  be 
presented,  Hans  was  greatly  nettled  by  the  te- 
ception  he  met  with. 

^'  Is  this  me  indeed  !''  he  cried ;  ^  don't  yw 
know  your  own  unde,  you  blockhead  !  who  the 
devil  do  you  take  me  for,  if  I  am  not-mys^ 
who  else  do  you  think  would  trouble  tfaemsdves 
to  come  scrambling  up  here  in  the  dark,  and 


THE    THIRST    FOH    GOLD.  247 

the  nuD,  for  your  service,  when  they  might  he 
snug  in  their  beds,  and  leave  you  to  be  shott 
without  their  being  a  tittle  the  worse.  He ! 
Master  Walthcr,  who  the  devil  do  you  take  idc 
for  ?  What  are  you  griiintng  at,  you  fools  ! 
Are  you  all  drunk,  for  if  you  are  3ober,yoti  can- 
Dot  pretend  to  say  you  don't  know  Hans  Brunk, 
at  the  sign  of  the  Qolden  Shears,  in  the  great 
place  at  Lucerne,  the  best  tailor  in  the  four 
cantons  ?    What  is  there  laughable  in  that  ?" 

"  Nothing  certainly,"  replied  one  of  the 
soldiers,  "  and  yet  you  must  excuse  us,"  and 
then  the  whole  party  laughed  ten  limes  louder 
than  before. 

"  Walther  you  confounded  fool,  you  arc 
worse  than  any  of  them,"  cried  Hans  in  a  per- 
fect rage,  as  the  mirth  around  him  grew  quite 
ungovernable, "  Surely  an  honest,  pains-taking, 
orderly  citizen,  is  not  a  fit  laughing  stock  for  a 
parcel  of  beardless  boys  !  Catch  me  troubling 
myself  to  come  this  way  to  you  again,  when  you 
give  your  uncle  such  a  reception.     Pretty  man- 
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nen  truly  1  What  would  Father  Pavi  say,  if 
he  saw  you  V* 

^^  What  would  he  say,  if  he  taw  yoUfSir?^ 
returned  Walther,  whom  the  tailor's  anger  bad 
completely  deprived  of  all  power  to  restnda  hii 
risibility. 

.  ^^  Saw  me^  Sir !"  cried  Hans  in  a  greater  (iuy 
than  ever^  ^^  what  do  you  mean  sir.  ▲  decently 
clad  citizaa^  is  not  an  object  to  be  made  a  show 
of^  like  an  ape^  or  a  dancing  bear.  Heaven  hx^ 
mercy  on  me^  these  wars  have  sadly  changed 
you^  young  man  V 

^^  And  so  they  have  you,  sir/'  returned  the 
incorrigible  soldier,  *^  or  rather  your  clothes  1 
should  say — your  coat  especially  !*' 

^^Heh!  what's  that  you  say!  my  coatl  1 
made  it  myself,  and  I'll  lay  any  man  a  wsger, 
there  is  not  a  better  fit,  nor  a  neater  article  io 
all  Switzerland  1" 

*'  What  it  may  have  been,"  replied  Waltfaer, 
'^  I  cannot  pretend  to  say,  for  there  is  too  little 
of  it  left  now,  for  me  to  be  able  to  judge.'' 
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*•  Why,  by  all  the  saints,  I  have  lost  more 
than  half  of  it/'  cried  Hans  in  utter  amazement, 
and  consternation,  when  with  both  his  hands  he 
had  ascertained  the  deficiencies  of  his  upper 
garment.  It  must  have  been  that  rascally 
French  sergeant !  I  saw  him  cutting  up  broad 
cloth  to  make  wadding  for  his  gun,  but  little 
dreamt  it  was  part  of  my  own  fleece.*' 

'*  And  your  hair,  sir,"  persisted  the  young 
man  *^  has  he  taken  that  to  make  wadding  of 
likewise  ?'* 

"  My  hair !  why  truly  it  is  all  shrivelled  up 
like  the  bristles  on  a  singed  hog's  back  ;  that 
must  have  been  the  explosion ;  ah,  Walther, 
Walther,"  he  added  in  a  milder  tone,  '*  you  may 
laugh  if  you  please,  and  I  dare  say  I  am  an  odd 
figure,  to  say  the  least  of  it^  but  it  was  all  done 
in  your  service." 

**  You  amaze  me,  uncle,*'  returned  the  young 
man. 

"  Yet  it  is  true  nevertheless !  and  I  should 

have  told  you  all  about  it,  long  before  this,  only 
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your  oonfouiided  grinning  put  every  thing  efie 
out  of  my  head.    But  are  you  sure  the  door  ii 

^  As  fitti  as  wooden  bars,  and  bolts,  cm 
make  it,^  was  the  reply. 

^^  And  your  rifles  all  loaded^  and  primed." 

**  Yes,  erery  one  of  them  !*^ 

''  Then  give  me  a  cup  of  kirsehenwasser,  my 
breath  is  quite  spent — I  am  not  used  to  clam- 
bering mountains  by  moonlight  at  a  full  galkp) 
and  what  with  smoke  first,  and  fogs  afterwardij 
my  throat  wants  washing."^ 

Wahher  quickly  brought  the  desired  liquor^ 
and  the  tailor  seated  himself  on  a  log  -beside 
the  fire. 

'*  Welly  that  does  a  man's  heart  good,^  be 
said,  smacking  his  lips  after  swallowing  a  large 
cupful  of  his  favourite  spuit,  '*  now  I  am  ready 
to  face  Michael  Graaf,  and  the  whole  pack  of 
them.** 
*^  Michael  Graaf  !^  exclaimed  Watther  with 


.amazeinent,  "  surety  there  is  no  chance  of  his 
coming  here  to-night." 

"  That  is  all  you  know  about  the  matter," 
returned  the  tailor  co[iseq[uentially,  "  but  it  is 
well  for  iiB  all,  mayhap,  that  some  men  can  see 
further  ioto  a  mill  stone.  What]  do  you  think 
I  have  come  here  for,  eh  !  not  to  be  laughed  at 
you  may  depend  upon  it ;  no,  no,  I  am  a  match 
for  most  men,  I  flatter  myself,  whether  my 
doublet  is  old  or  new,  and  Michael  Graaf  has 
found  tliat  to  his  cost  before  now,  aa  you  very 
well  know." 

*'  Have  you  detected  him  in  any  new  treason  ?" 
inquired  Walther  anxiously. 

"  Why,  have  I  not  told  you  ?  did  I  not  bid 
you  make  fast  the  door,  the  moment  I  came 
in  ?"  returned  Hans,  with  a  bewildered  look  of 
amazement,  for  what  with  the  brandy  the 
French  had  given  him,  and  the  keen  mountain 
air,  and  his  copious  potation  of  kirscbenwaBser, 
his  faculties  were  not  in  the  very  clearest  order 
imaginable. 
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**  You  have  told  me  nothing/'  answered  Wil- 
ther^  ^'  and  though  you  seem  to  have  some 
serious  apprehension  of  evil^  I  cannot  even  gue^s 
at  its  import,'' 

'^  Then  you  are  a  confounded  blockhead! 
that  is  all,  I  can  say,''  rejoined  the  tailor,  '^vai 
my  labour  has  been  all  thrown  away,  and  I 
have  had  my  wits  nearly  frightened  out  of  mcj 
and  my  coat  torn  off  my  back,  and  my  head 
singed  to   the  very  bone,   yet  you  have  the 
impudence  to  tell  me,  you  are  not  a  bit  the 
wiser  for  my  pains.     Walther  Stanz,  you  are 
not  worthy  to  be  called  my  nephew — I  can  soy 
no  more — I  scorn  to  say  more  to  a  blockhead, 
who  has  no  more  brains  than  a  needle  without 
an  eye ;   but  waken  me,  when  the  Treasurer 
comes,  that's  all,  so  a  good  night  to  you,  and 
don't  forget  to  have  your  rifles  ready  primed, 
for  five  to  fifteen  is  terrible  odds,  you  under- 
stand me,"  and  stretching  himself  at  full  length 
upon  the  ground,  be  seemed  to  have  forgotten 
all  his  former  apprehensions,  and  to  be  fully 


^^ 
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determinecl  to  enjoy  the  refreshment  of  a  com- 
fortable sleep. 

BatWaltber  was  too  seriously  alarmed  by 
his  strange  discourse^  even  disjointed  as  it  was^ 
to  leave  him  to  the  tranquil  enjoyment  of  his 
repose^  till  he  had  gained  more  distinct  infor- 
mation, as  to  the  motive  of  his  visit ;  and  shak- 
ing him  somewhat  roughly  by  the  shoulder,  he 
again  inquired  what  he  knew  of  Michael  Graaf  ? 

"  The  Treasurer,  say  you,"  he  exclaimed 
starting  up  at  the  well  known  name,  ^^  if  you 
donH  fight  like  bull-dogs,  my  lads,  we  are  all 
lost,  as  sure  as  if  the  executioner's  axe  was  on 
our  necks.  Staffer  is  with  him,  and  twenty 
other  rascals,  and  if  they  catch  you.  Master 
Walther,  you  ai*e  to  be  shot  as  a  spy,  or  a  trai« 
tor,  I  am  not  clear  which.  But  why  do  you 
stand  staring  at  me,  boy ;  why  don't  you  give 
the  confounded  rascals  a  peppering  out  of  the 
window,  to  prevent  them  breaking  in  the  door  ? 
Have  you  a  spare  gun  for  me,  eh  ?  I  have  not 
had  much  practice  with  the  riflje^  but  yet  out  of 
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tlw  garret  windovr,  I  Aiiik  I  oovld  ouuiige  lo 
wing  my  old  friend  the  Treaaiirer.^' 

^  There  is  no  one  here  jeV  eaid  -WaltheTi 
^  but  where  learnt  yoa  all  this  Y^ 

**  I  overheard  them. — Yes— I  did.-  To  be  wve 
I  did,  thai  is  the  troth/'  ansufered  Hansy  vidi 
some  perplexity ;  ^*  and  if  they  have  not  omMi 
they  are  ooming,  whish  is  nearly  the  mBe 
thing,  and  if  I  had  not  given  you  wtttiiiiig^yesr 
head  would  have  bee&  off  in  twenty  fborhotu% 
depend  upon  it." 

*^  If  this  is  true,  we  must  be  on  the  aleit/' 
said  the  young  soldier  anziousTy,  turning  to  his 
companions, 

"  True,  indeed !  when  was  I  known  as  a  liar ! 
answer  me  that,  sirP'  cried  the  tailor,  who 
though  not  absolutely  drunk,  was  unusoall; 
quarrelsome.  <'  I  have  t<dd  yon  the  truth,  and 
the  whole  truth,  so  don't  blame  me,  if  yoa 
don't  profit  by  it/' 

'^  I  fear  this  is  but  a  weak  fortreaa  to  resirt 
so  numerous  a  party,"  replied  Walthec^withaat 


255 

noticing  this  testy  interruption,  "  but  ire  will 
do  the  best  we  can.  Karl  and  Martin,  in  the 
first  place  push  that  old  deal  cupboard  against 
the  door ;  it  will  be  a  better  security  than  cither 
bolt,  or  bar ;  and  Fritz  and  Pierre  must  bring 
bundles  of  hay  from  the  loft,  and  pile  them  as 
tightly  as  possible  behind  the  window  shutters, 
where  balls  are  most  likely  to  make  their  way 
through  the  tbin  planks — meanwhile,  I  will 
mount  to  the  highest  casement,  which  overlooks 
the  paths  from  the  valley,  and  see  if  I  can  de- 
icry  any  signs  of  an  approaching  enemy." 
'  "  And  1  will  come  with  you,"  stammered 
Hans,  who  had  sense  enough  left  to  know  that 
in  case  of  fighting,  he  should  be  safer  any 
where  else  than  where  he  was. 

With  the  agility  of  a  squirrel,  VValther 
bounded  up  the  ladder  into  the  loft,  but  Hans 
was  less  expert,  and  afler  one  or  two  unsuc- 
cessful attempts,  apparently  forgetful  of  his  pur- 
pose, he  seated  himself  un  the  lowest  step  of 
the  ladder,  uid  io  two  miautea  fell  fast  asleep. 
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Walcher  soon  found  there  was  no  opening 
from  the  upper  part  6f  the  building,  firom 
whence  he  could  obtain  the  view  he  desired, 
except  that  in  the  small  loft  where  Justine  bad 
lain  down  to  repose,  but  though  unwilling  to 
disturb  her,  the  need  was  urgent,  and  entering 
it  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  he  advanced  with 
as  little  noise  as  possible,  across  the  boarded 
floor,  towards  the  narrow  aperture,  through 
which  fell  a  pale  declining  moon.  Inrolunttfily 
his  eyes  turned  towards  the  pallet  of  the  sleep- 
ing girl,  and  his  heart  beat  with  uncontrolabl^ 
emotion^  as  he  descried  in  that  dim  light,  tb^ 
shadowy  outline  of  her  reclining  figure. 

"  They  come  in  pursuit  of  her  doubtlessly^ 
he  thought,  *^  but  I  will  die  sooner  than  resig 
her/'  . 

Gently  he  then  turned  towards  the  window^ 
but  as  he  did  so,  the  but  end   of  his  rifle  earned 
in  contact   with  a  wooden   rake,     that   rested 
against  a  corner  of  the   wall,  and   brought  it 
Mitb  a  tremendous  clatter  to  the  ground. 
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-  ^  Walther !  Lena !  help>  help^  we  are  beset !" 
exclaimed  the  awakened  girl,  in  a  voice  of  ex- 
treme terror,  as  ^he  sprang  up  wildly  from  her 
bed.  ^^  Who  is  there  ?  answer  me,  Lena — is  it 
you?^' 

**  It  is  Walther  Stanz/'  replied  a  well  known 
voice,  that  at  once  remoired  her  terrors,  "  I 
grieve  that  my  awkwardness  has  alarmed  you, 
dearest  Justine,  and  should  not  have  intruded 
here,  had  not  a  threatened  danger  compelled 
me. 

**  Alas,  Walther,"  she  returned,  "  are  we  not 
then  in  safety  in  this  lonely  spot,  even  for  one 
night?' 

"  I  trusted  we  were,"  was  his  reply,  "  but 
my  uncle  Hans  has  brought  word,  that  Staffer 
and  the  Treasurer  are  coming  forth >^iih  to  at- 
tack us.  I  know  not  how  to  believe  him,  but 
it  is  fit  to  guard  against  surprise,  and  this  is 
the  only  window  in  the  building  that  overlooks 
the  path  they  roust  ascend." 
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<<  Oh  l^woe  is  me/^  said  the  giil  in  teccAts  of 
despair,  ^*  what  troubles  httre  I  not  invohed 
you  in.  I  feel  it  is  on  my  account  akme  thit 
Michael  Graaf  pursues  you  with  audi  unre- 
lenting rancour.  Tet  do  not  finrsake  me,  Wdt 
ther — though  indeed  I  sometiBies  feel  that  ibr 
your  sake  I  ought  to  take  courage^  and  retsis 
to  him  at  once.  But  indeed  — indeed^  I  cannot 
Call  it  weakness,  or  selfishness,  or  what  you  will) 
Walther,  but  do  not  cast  me  from  you.*' 

^'  Fear  nothiDg,   my  own  Justine/'  returned 
her  lover,  ^  though  the  Church  has  not  yet 
united  us,  the  vows  which  we  have  plighted  in 
the  sight  of  heaven  have  bound  us  together  si 
indissolubly,  for  life  and  death  ;  and  I  will  shed 
the  last  drop  of  my  blood,  ere  I  resign  yoo^ 
But  in  truth  you  must  not  think  that  your  love 
is  the  sole  cause,  for  which  this  bad  man  hates 
me !  have  you  forgotten  the  Treasury,  Justine? 
the  bag  of  gold — and  more  than  all,  his  baffled 
treason  at  the  pass  ?    1  marvel  not  he  seeks  my 
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)ife,  for  Providence  has  strangely  used  mc  as 
an  iaatruoient  to  cross  him  in  his  wicked  pur- 
poses." 

"  Then  wherefore  tarry  here  to  meet  him  ?" 
demanded  the  maiden,  "  there  is  'yet  time  to 
£y,  and  surely  there  are  more  paths  than  one 
to  the  valley  ?" 

"  Were  I  on  the  Righi  I  could  6nd  a  dozen," 
was  Walther's  reply,  "  but  all  here  is  strange 
to  me ;  and  besides,  Justine,  flight  is  but  the 
coward's  part.  My  General  placed  me  here  to 
fight,  and  not  to  fly,  and  I  should  ill  requite 
bis  confidence,  if,  on  the  first  report  of  an  ap- 
proaching enemy,  1  skulked  like  a  beaten  hound 
from  my  post.  Besides — the  struggle  between 
Michael  Graaf  and  myself  must,  sooner  or  later, 
come  to  a  close ;  I  have  done  him  too  much  in- 
jury, for  him  to  pardon  rae,  or  tamely  submit. 
His  character  is  gone,  and  he  is  desperate,  and 
whilst  we  both  survive,  he  never  will  forego  his 
victim.  I  fear  him  not — neither  do  I  return 
his  hatred,  and  for  his  persecution,  I  make  alt 
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due  allowance ;  but  still  tbe  fairest  biossonu  of 
life  would  be  withered  bj  the  perpetual  oonaa 
ousness,^  that  a  relentless  enemy  for  ever  bdd 
the  sword  suspended  aboTe  my  beadj  and  I 
would  that  the  struggle  were  ended  this  to; 
night.  I  have  a  strange  preaentimeiit  that  it 
will  be  8o^  and  that  the  blood  of  one  of  us  trill 
seal  the  termination  of  our  enmity.*' 

*'  It  drives  me  distracted,  to  hear  you  Ulk 
thus/'  cried  Justine,  half  choked  with  teirs; 
'^  it  is  not  like  you^  Walther  1  indeed  it  is  not! 
and  retreat  cannot  be  disgraceful^  when  jonr 
men  are  insufficient  for  the  defence  of  the  post. 
Though  the  tracks  on  the  mountain  are  un- 
known  to  us,  we  cannot  wander  far  astray,  bmA) 
at  the  camp,  you  need  not  fear  my  uncle's 
malice !  Other  hands  will  punish  him,  Waltber! 
I  fear  he  has  been  too  guilty  to  escape  for  long; 
but  be  not  you  his  executioner !  he  has  been 
kind  to  me,  vci';  kind,  and  though  avarice  and 
ambition  have  led  him  astray,  his  heart  was  not 
always  hard,  and  may  again  relent !" 
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"  I  bear  him  no  malice,  and  do  not  wish  to 
injure  him,  for  he  is  your  uncle,  Justine,"  said 
the  70Uth,  "  but  I  must  do  my  duty." 

"  This  post  is  of  no  importance,"  persisted 
the  maiden,  "  the  morning  is  drawing  nigh, 
when,  even  aa  a  look-  out,  it  will  be  no  more  re- 
quired, and  the  preservation  of  your  life  is  the 
first  duty  you  owe  your  country.  Where  is 
Lena?  she  would  say  the  same  that  I  do;  she 
would  tell  you  that  courage  misapplied  is  mad- 
ness. I  will  call  her  hither,  and  though  you 
vill  not  listen  to  me,  perhaps  her  words  may 
prevail," 

"  Lena  is  gone  to  the  camp,"  said  Walther 
in  a  calm,  firm  voice,  that  at  once  arrested  the 
footsteps  of  Justine, 

"  In  search  of  assistance  doubtless  I"  she  re- 
joined. 

"  She  knows  nothing  of  the  threatened  dan- 
ger. Hans  Brunk  arrived  here  since  her  de- 
parture, and  he  has  drank  so  much,  that  his 
bratu  is  bewildered,  and  bis  atoiy  broken,  and 
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scarcely  intelligible^  but  I  have  ^eaned  enough 
to  feel  certain — Ha!  Justine,''  he  exdained 
suddenly  changing  his  tone,  ^^  do  you  not  see 
figures  moving  along,  bdiind  that  damp  of 
pines?  look!  look!  they  are  springing  np^  one 
after  another,  from  the  rariney  on  to  dial  bmd 
rock,  and  then  they  |^ide  into  the  shadow  of 
the  copse-^five,  six,  that  makes  ten  I  ban 
counted  !^ 

*'  And  there  is  another— and  another — voA 
another,''  cried  Justine.  ^'  Oh,  Walther,  mkf 
would  you  not  hearken  to  me,  and  fly,  Wbift 
is  to  be  done — you  cannot  have  the  smallest 
chance  against  such  numbers  !'* 

Be  calm,  my  poor  girl,  though  they  are  more 
numerous  than  I  expected,  yet  matters  are  not 
so  desperate,  as  you  fear.  Call  Karl  and  Her- 
man hither  with  their  rifles,  and  whilst  the 
others  remain  below,  we  will  open  a  sharp  fire 
on  these  fellows,  from  this  window,  and  keep 
them  at  a  distance  as  long  as  we  can.'* 

Justine  lost  not  an  instant   in  complying 
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with  this  request,  and  during  her  absence, 
Waitber  remained  at  the  casement,  anxiously 
watching  the  movements  of  the  enemy,  who 
were  still  beyond  sin  shot. 

He  saw  them  emerge  from  the  piue  grove,  and 
approach  in  single  file,  along  the  narrow  path 
that  led  from  it,  to  the  front  of  the  mill,  and  in 
the  pale  light  of  the  moon,  he  could  just  dis- 
tinguish that  some  wore  the  French  uniform, 
whilst  others  were  clad  in  the  ill  assorted  gar- 
ments of  volunteers.  Though  he  could  not  see 
the  features  of  the  tall,  athletic  man,  who 
inarched  at  the  head  of  the  party,  he  had  no 
doubt  from  his  gait,  that  it  was  Stafler,  whilst 
with  shufHiug  pace,  Michael  Graaf  brought  up 
the  rear.  Each  man  carried  a  rifle,  or  a  musket 
on  his  shoulder,  and  their  ghttering  bayonets 
flashed  back  the  rays  of  the  silver  moon. 

Even  to  one  of  unflinching  and  courageuuii 
heart,  like  Walther  Stanz,  there  was  something 
awBil  in  the  spectacle  of  these  ministersof  death, 
gliding  on  with  stealthy  pace,  amidst  that  wild. 
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and  tileot,  and  gigantic  acene^  intent  on  blood- 
shed ;  more  especially,  when  aware,  that  these 
tools  of  a  bad  man's  passions^  thus  dared  to 
violate  the  solemn  tranquillity  of  nature,  for  the 
purpose  of  accomplishing  his  own  murder.  Bat 
the  danger  dismayed  him  not;  on  the  contrary 
it  excited  all  his  powers  to  the  utmost,  and  in- 
spired him  with  a  strength  of  purpose,  and 
tranquil  fortitude,  he  had  never  known  till  then. 
Little  did  he  dream  of  the  danger  of  parri* 
cide,  he  that  night  incurred  by  his  braveiy ;  nor 
did  Hans  once  remember,  when  he  clambered 
at  length  into  the  loft,  with  a  rifle,  the  especial 
injunction,  which  Lena  had  given  him  to  insist 
on  Walther's  flight.  His  brief  sleep  had  some- 
what sobered  him,  but  that  circumstance  never 
once  recurred  to  his  mind. 

Justine  speedily  followed  him,  with  two  of 
the  soldiers,  and  no  sooner  was  the  foremost  of 
the  advancing  file  of  the  enemy  within  the  range 
of  their  rifles,  than  Walther  gave  the  word  of 
command,  and  they  all  four  fired  simultane- 
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ously^  some  from  the  casement^  and  others 
through  crevices  in  the  wooden  walls. 

One  soldier  fell^  either  wounded  or  dead,  and 
Staffer  stood  still  in  amazement.  But  he  was 
not  a  man,  when  once  engaged  in  an  adventure, 
to  be  easily  daunted. 

•*  Herr  Michael!"  he  cried,  "did  I  not  tell 
you  how  it  would  be  ?  This  is  a  pretty  begin- 
ning ;  but  windows  are  luckily  scant,  I  see,  in 
the  hovel,  and  we  must  not  stand  here  like  fools 
to  be  shot  at,  but  push  on,  round  that  corner 
to  the  left,  and  attack  the  door  at  once.  On, 
my  brave  fellows ;  keep  your  bullets  till  you 
see  your  enemies,  and  creep  under  the  shelv- 
ing bank.  It  will  screen  us,  till  within  six  feet 
ofthemill.^' 

But  ere  he  could  himself  spring  down  beneath 
the  broken  ground  to  which  he  pointed,  another 
volley  was  fired  by  Walther  and  his  men,  and 
though  only  the  arm  of  one  Frenchman  was 
grazed,  and  the  hat  of  another  knocked  off,  yet 
it  tended  greatly  to  quicken  the  soldier's  obedi- 

YOL.   III.  N 
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ence  to  his  commands,  and  in  less  than  two 
minutes,  not  one  of  the  whole  party  was  to  be 
seen  from  the  cottage. 

Walther  was  convinced  that  it  would  be  use- 
less to  remain  any  longer  in  the  loft,  and  hastilj 
imploring  Justine  not  to  expose  herself  need- 
lessly to  danger,  by  descending  to  the  kitchen, 
he  commanded  his  men  to  follow  him  thithefi 
with  all  speed ;  for  it  was  quite  evident,  that  the 
utmost  ingenuity  and  promptitude,  would  be 
necessary  to  defend  the  entrance  against  the 
attack  of  so  numerous  an  enemy. 
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CHAPTER    XII. 


"  Old  mm  !  there  is  no  power  in  holy  men, 
Nor  charm  in  prayer— nor  purifying  fcrm 
Of  penitence — nor  outward  look — nor  fust — 
Nor  agony,  nor  greater  than  all  these, , 
The  innate  tortures  of  that  deep  despair. 
Which  is  remorse  without  the  fear  of  hell, 
But  all  in  all  suflicient  to  itself. 
Would  make  a  hell  of  heaven — can  exorcise 
From  out  the  unbounded  spirit  the  quick  sense. 
Of  its  own  sins ! — There  is  no  future  pang 
Can  deal  that  justice  on  the  self-condemned. 
He  deals  on  his  own  soul !" 

Byhon. 


Whex  Walthcr  and  his  followers  reached  the 
kitchen,  he  found  that  according  to  his  orders, 
a  pile  of  hay  was  raised  against  the  window^ 
only  leaving  one^  or  two  small  apertures^  by 
which  a  watch  might  be  kept  on  the  movements 
of  the  enemy  without^  and  the  rifles  of  those 
N  3 
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\rithin^  discharged  against  them.  Not  a  living 
creature  was  to  be  seen,  when  Walther  first 
fixed  his  eyes  at  one  of  these  loop-holes ;  but  in 
less  than  a  minulCt  Stafier  and  six  of  his  men 
sprang  up  on  to  the  narrow  grassy  ledge,  in 
front,  and  rushing  to  the  door^  were  safe^  before 
he  had  time  to  take  aim,  on  a  spot^  where  bis 
bullets  could  not  touch  them. 

Unfortunately  there  was  no  saliant  point  in 
the  cottage,  which  commanded  the  entrance, 
but  the  young  mountaineer  and^  his  men  kept 
up  such  a  brisk  fire  on  the  soldiers,  as  they  suc- 
cessively sprang  above  the  cliffy  and  attempted 
to  reach  it,  that  several  were  wounded,  and  two 
fell  back  lifeless  over  the  precipice. 

Staffer  and  those  who  were  already  in  safety, 
heeded  not  their  wild  cry  of  despair,  and  con- 
tinued with  unwavering  perseverance,  to 
labour  with  hatchets,  and  hammers,  to  break 
down  the  feeble  barrier  that  opposed  their 
progress,  without  the  besieged  having  any 
means  of  interrupting  them. 
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The  door  had  been  £ashioned  in  former  times, 
when  it  had  rarely  been  found  necessary  to  use 
even  the  wooden  bar  appended  to  it,  and  though 
since  Walther  undertook  the  defence  of  the 
mill,  it  had  been  more  strongly  secured,  it  was 
not  calculated  to  resist,  for  long,  the  heavy 
blows  that  now  rained  heavily,  and  thick,  upon 
its  trembling  wood-work. 

Ere  long  it  fell  in,  with  a  tremendous  crash, 
and  a  loud  shout  from  the  assailants,  proclaimed 
their  exultation  at  this  speedy  success.  But 
they  soon  discovered  that  they  had  theieby 
gained  little  ground.  The  large,  heavy  deal 
cupboard,  which  had  been  dragged  there  from 
the  further  end  of  the  kitchen,  completely  ob- 
structed their  advance.  Walther  had  taken 
the  precaution  to  have  it  fixed  to  the  spot,  by 
sloping  stakes,  driven  deep  into  the  ground,  at 
the  back  and  sides,  and  to  the  utter  amazement 
of  Staffer  and  his  followers,  not  the  power  of  a 
dozen  men,  could  move  it  one  inch. 

Unfortunately,  another  expedient  was  quickly 
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his  hands^  had  already  placed  one  knee  on  the 
top  of  it. 

Not  a  moment  was  to  be  lost.  Making  a 
sign  of  silence  to  Justine^  he  sprang  up  the 
ladder,  so  as  to  take  an  unerring  aim^  and  be- 
fore the  unfortunate  Frenchman  was  aware 
that  his  movements  were  observed,  a  bullet 
pierced  his  brain,  and  he  fell  back  lifeless, 
amongst  his  dismayed  companions. 

But  already  fiercely  excited  by  the  opposition 
they  had  encountered,  the  fury  of  their  attack 
was  redoubled  by  this  misadventure.  Like 
madmen  they  continued  to  batter  against  the 
immoveable  cupboard,  though  none  ventured 
again  to  mount  it,  and  those  within  the  milU 
repeatedly  heard  the  voice  of  Staffer,  cheering 
the  men  to  perseverance,  but  nothing  ever  gave 
evidence  that  Michael  Graaf  was  of  the  party. 

In  fact  the  Treasurer,  though  very  willing  to 
pay  wages  to  others,  in  order  to  gratify  his 
malignant  passions,  was  as  careful  as  ever  of  his 
own  life,  and  trusting  that  his  absence  would 
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be  unobserved,  during  the  darkness  and  con- 
fusion,  had  remained  safely  crouched  under  the 
shelter  of  the  bank  in  front  of  the  mill^  whilst 
Staffer  and  the  other  tools  of  his  villany,  were 
manfully  daring  the  brunt  of  the  attack,  and 
recklessly  shedding  their  blood,  with  no  other 
impulse,  than  the  desire  of  gain,  and  a  natural 
love  of  fighting. 

Like  a  demon  which  mocks  at  the  strife  it 
has  stirred  up  amongst  mankind,  the  old  man, 
with  his  bands  clasped  around  his  knees^  sat  on 
a  broken  stone,  listening  in  safety,  with  a  smile 
of  contemptuous  derision  on  his  pale  lips,  to  the 
reports  of  the  guns  and  the  groans  of  the  dying. 

Yet  there  was  deep  and  fearful  anxiety  in  his 
heart ;  the  possession  of  all  his  long  hoarded 
wealth,  the  power  and  respect  he  trusted  that 
gold  might  yet  secure  him ;  nay,  his  very  life 
itself  depended  upon  the  events  of  that  night. 

The  suspicions  of  the  French  General  could 
alone  be  removed  by  the  capture  of  Walthcr, 
for    he    doubted    not  that  the  high    spirited 
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young   man  would  be  the  first  to  repel   the 
charge  of  their  collusion  with  indignation,  and 
to  prove,  beyond  dispute,  the  bitter  enmity  that 
subsisted  between  them.   Nor  had  he  forgotten 
the  robbery  in  Lucerne,  from  the  disgrace  of 
which,  it  appeared  to  his  diseased  mind,  he  had 
no  chance  of  escaping,  till  another  had  suffered 
the  penalty  of  the  crime.    The  death  of  Wal- 
ther  in   the  combat  of  that  night,   though  it 
might  gratify  his  thirst  for  vengeance,  would 
effect  neither  of  these  purposes,  and  his  bad 
passions  being  ever  under  the  control  of  his 
cunning,  he  had  strictly  commanded  Staffer,  at 
e%'eiy  hazard^  to  secure  the  young  mountaineer 
alive.     On  this,  the  success  of  all  his  projects 
mainly  depended ;  and  again  and  again  as  the 
the  wind  howled  fitfully  around  him,  and  the 
report  of  fire  arms,  and  the  shouts  of  the  com- 
batants, rang  loud  and  wildly  on  his  ear,  he 
listened  with  perturbed  intensity  for  the  voice 
of  Walther  amidst  the  din,  that  he  might  be 
assured,  from  time  to  time,  of  his  existence. 
N  5 
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Yet  though  thus  harrowing  was  his  ani^ietj, 
he  little  dreamt  how  entirely  every  hope  and 
every  feeling  which  had  cheemd^  or  softened  his 
lonely  and  grovelling  course,  was  involved  in 
the  life  of  the  gallant  youth,  or  even  at  that 
moment,  when  he  was  unconsciously  deviung 
schemes  for  the  destruction  of  his  own  most 
cherished  wishes,  he  would  have  rushed  onward, 
coward  as  he  was,  before  the  guns  of  his  own 
men,  and  braved  alike  all  danger  and  dishonor, 
to  rescue  his  long  sought  child,  from  the  abyss 
he  had  prepared  for  him. 

Staffer  and  his  men  were  in  the  meantime 
doing  his  work  bravely.  Blow  after  blow  of 
their  hatchets,  in  quick  succession,  fell  upon 
the  antique  cupboard ;  the  pannels  at  both 
sides  of  it  successively  gave  way,  till,  at  length, 
the  soldiers,  with  loud  shouts,  threw  its  frag- 
ments far  and  wide>  and  rushed  exultingly  into 
the  room  beyond. 

The  discharge  of  three  rifles  welcomed  their 
entrance,  but,  owing  to  the  general  movement. 
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only  one  ball  took  effect,  by  slightly  wounding 
the  foremost  of  the  party.  The  French  thought 
only  of  vengeance,  but  not  a  creature  was  lo  be 
se«n  in  the  kitchen,  save  their  own,  poor,  dying 
comrade,  Louis  Brentano,  who,  frorei  his  bed  of 
straw,  in  faint  cries  demanded  tguarter. 

They  heeded  him  not;  all  their  attention  was 
directed  to  the  trap  door,  from  whence  the 
bullets  rained  thick  and  fast,  without  their  hav- 
ing a  possibility  of  returning  the  injury.  For  a 
moment  tliey  were  at  fault ;  there  was  no  ladder 
to  be  seen  ;  that  usually  serving  as  a  staircase 
to  the  upper  story,  having  been  drawn  up  by 
Wallher'a  command,  when  he,  and  his  party, 
had  retreated  into  the  loft;  and  even  had  they 
attempted  to  supply  the  deficiency  by  the  scat- 
tered bundles  of  hay,  or  the  fra^ents  of  the 
furniture  in  the  deserted  dwelling,  to  raise  the 
pile  within  reach  of  the  trap  door,  under  the 
very  muzzles  of  the  guns  above,  was  a  task  that 
not  one  of  those  soldiers,  even  brave  as  they 
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vere,  was  sufficiently  reckless  of  life  to  under- 
take. 

**  Michael  Graaf  may  do  that  work  himsdf, 
if  it  pleases  him,"  said  Staffer  doggedly^  "  there 
has  been  havoc  enough  already^  in  this  mad 
business,  without  our  standing  like  sheep  to  be 
slaughtered.  Eh,  Michael,  what  do  you  say  to 
that  ?  where  are  you  old  boy ;  the  smoke  is  so 
thick,  there  is  no  seeing  either  Irieods,  or  ene- 
mies ;  but  you  can  answer  me,  for  all  that ;  do 
you  hear,  Herr  Treasurer?" 

But  no  voice  responded  to  this  appeal,  and 
with  some  alarm,  for  his  stipulated  payment 
was  at  stake,  Staffer  again  cried  out  with  a  loud 
voice,  demanding  whether  any  one  knew  if 
Michael  was  dead,  or  alive. 

The  frequent  rej)etition  of  his  name,  at 
length  reached  the  ears  of  the  old  man  himself^ 
and  judging  in  spite  of  his  reluctance  to  face 
powder,  it  was  high  time  to  appear  amongst  the 
players  of  his  desperate  game,  he  arose  and 
glided  into  the  cottage. 
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The  possibilitj  of  Walther's  capture  for  a 
moment  gladdened  hU  heart,  as  he  did  so,  but 
the  confusion  he  there  found  prevailing,  booh 
dispelled  the  flattering  hope.  The  dense  and 
noxious  smoke  of  gunpowder,  filled  the  whole 
kitchen,  so  that  those  at  the  trap  door,  no 
longer  able  distinctly  to  take  aim,  and  unwilling 
to  waste  their  ammunition,  had  ceased  firing, 
whilst  Staffer  and  his  surviving  men,  finding  it 
impossible  to  mnke  any  efficient  attack  upon 
their  enemies,  had  gathered  into  a  corner  of  the 
room,  where  the  balln  of  those  above,  were 
least  likely  to  take  effect.  As  the  smoke 
flitted  to  and  fro,  the  Treasurer  saw  them 
for  a  moment,  in  the  red  glare  of  the  fire 
that  still  blazed  in  the  middle  of  (he  floor,  but 
there  ^vns  another  object  met  his  astonished 
gaze,  that  at  once  diverted  and  rivetted  his  at- 
tention. It  was  the  figure  of  the  dying  Bren- 
tano,  who,  bewildered  and  appalled  by  the  wild 
struggle  around,  sat  up  like  a  ghastly  corpse 
upon   h}3   bed,  listening   with   an   eager  and 
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wandering  eye,  to  the  frequently  repealed 
name  of  him  who  had  tempted  him  in  youth 
into  the  paths  of  ain ;  and,  as  the  evil  sound 
hovered,  and  echoed  around  him,  it  appeared 
to  his  distorted  fancy,  as  if  the  voices  of  evil 
spirits  beyond  the  grave,  were  exulting  at  the 
approach  of  their  destined  victim. 

The  face  of  the  wretched  sufierer,  was  pale 
and  haggard,  from  fear  and  loss  of  blood ;  the 
convulsive  lines  of  death  were  strongly  drawn 
around  his  mouth,  his  black  beard  was  unshorn, 
and  a  handkerchief  clotted  with  his  own  gore, 
bound  his  wounded  head.  Yet  the  Treasurer 
knew  him  at  the  first  glance. 

All  the  circumstances  of  their  former  inter- 
course, had  haunted  him  too  fearfully  for 
twenty  years,  for  that  countenance  ever  to  be 
forgotten,  and  the  fearful  start  of  Brentano  as 
his  eyes  fell  upon  Graaf,  proved  that  he  too  bad 
not  failed  to  recognise,  with  horror,  the  man 
whose  name  alone  had  given  rise  to  feelings  the 
most  appalling. 
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Michael  was  no  doubt  greatly  changed  in 
many  respects,  but  still  there  were  fewer 
wrinkles  on  his  smooth^  soft  face,  than  on  that 
of  the  thin,  and  fiery  spirited  priest ;  the  ex- 
pression of  his  eyes  was  unaltered,  and  as  these 
two  men  gazed  a  moment  in  silence  on  each 
other,  the  crimes  of  their  past  lives  simul- 
taneously appeared  to  each  in  feaiful  and 
distinct  array. 

Brentano  was  the  first  to  speak. 

'^  Avaunt,  temptcir  !''  he  exclaimed  in  a  hollow 
voice.  "  by  thy  subtle  wiles,  have  I  been  lured 
to  the  very  brink  of  perdition;  but  away, 
away,  nor  add  the  torture  of  thy  presence  to 
the  pangs  of  death.'^ 

'*  Madman  !"  muttered  Graaf,  in  low^  tremu- 
lous tones,  '^  what  harm  did  I  ever  do  thee  ? 
did  I  bid  thee  laugh  the  creed  of  thy  church  to 
scorn  ?  did  I  force  thee  to  take  the  wages  of 
sin,  to  purchase  earth's  vain  pleasures  ?  did  I 
make  thee  break  thy  vows  to  heaven,,  and  staia 
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thy  soul  with  the  long  catalogue  of  glaring 
crimes ;  that  perjury  brings  in  its  train. 
Yet  each,  and  all  these,  thou  hast  to  answer 
for,  and  one  deed  blacker  still,  when,  in  an  evil 
moment,  you  tempted  me  to  yield  up  the  in- 
nocent to  be  your  victim/* 

**  Base  hypocrite,''  cried  the  dying,  a  wild 
and  unearthly  Bre  flashing  from  his  eyes,  '^  here 
it  may  serve  thy  turn  to  cast  the  burthen  of  thy 
guilt  upon  the  head  of  another,  but  in  the  world, 
u  here  shortly  we  shall  both  be  summoned  to 
the  judgment  seat,  that  will  avail  thee  nothing! 
each  there  must  bear  the  burthen  of  his  o^^n 
iniquity,  and  fearful  will  be  thine  !*' 

"  Peace  villain,  on  thy  life  !'*  cried  the  Trea- 
surer, now  for  the  first  time  remembering  the 
presence  of  Staffer  and  the  soldiers,  and  obser- 
ving that  they  were  listening  with  curiosity  and 
amazement  to  this  extraordinary  dialogue. 

"  No,*^  returned  Brentano  fiercelv,   "  vour 
proud  commands  avail  not  here  to  silence  me, 
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nor  will  they  hush  the  voice  of  Clarice  at  the 
heavenly  throne^  when  she  recounts  her 
wrongs/' 

^'  Peace,  or  thou  diest/'  muttered  Michael 
between  his  teeth,  and  he  lent  over  the  wound* 
ed  man  with  a  look  of  fearful  threatening. 

Breutano  laughed  harshly.  ^*  1  am  too  near 
the  grave  to  fear  thee,''  he  muttered,  ^*  and  my 
conscience  is  pure,  compared  to  thine,  for  I 
made  poor  Clarice  all  the  expiation  my  guilt 
admitted  of,  and  ere  her  spirit  fled  to  heaven, 
she  pardoned  me,  on  one  condition,  which  I 
most  rigidly  have  fulfilled.  She  made  me  swear, 
that  you  should  never  know,  whilst  she  sur- 
vived, that  she  had  borne  you  a  son,  and  1  have 
kept  my  vow,  for  more  than  twenty  years  have 
passed,  since  I  baptized  the  child,  and  till  to- 
night, the  secret  never  passed  my  lips  !*' 

To  describe  the  countenance,  or  the  feelings 
of  Michael  Graaf,  as  he  listened  to  these  words, 
would  be  equally  impossible ;  never  before  had 
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the  mo8t  remote  suspicion  flashed  upon  his 
mind;  that  any  living  man,  save  Father  Paul, 
had  it  in  his  power  to  satisfy  the  craving  long- 
ing of  his  soul,  and  for  a  moment,  he  was  utterly 
paralized  with  amazement. 

Staffer — the  soldiers — Walther  Stanz — eveiy 
thing  on  the  face  of  the  earth  was  forgotten,  in 
the  wild  tumult  of  his  brain. 

^^  Louis — Louis  Brentano  P'  be  exclaimed, 
"  tell  me  if  the  child  yet  lives  ?  tell  me  I  en- 
treat, I  implore  you — tell  me  where  I  may  find 
my  son  t^'^ 

The  dying  man,  exhausted  by  his  extraordi- 
nary efforts,  had  fallen  back  on  the  straw,  and 
made  no  answer  to  this  appeal. 

"  I  forgive  you  all — 1  will  purchase  fifty 
masses  for  your  soul — half  my  wealth  shall  be 
yours,  only  tell  where  my  child  may  be  found," 
he  cried,  crowding  his  words  on  each  other,  with 
incredible  rapidity. 

But  his  oflPers  and  his  pardon  came  too  late ; 
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'  a  fearful   convulsion   shook  the  frame  of  the 
wounded  mnn,  and  he  gave  no  sign,  that  he  had 

I  heard  this  wild  apostrophe. 

Michael  seized  one  of  his  arms,  with  a  cold 
and  shivering  hand — it  was  rigid  as  iron ;  with 
eyes  s'arting  from  their  sockets,  he  watched  the 
last  struggle  of  lifc)  as  he  would  the  axe  of  an 
;cutioner  suspended  above  his  head,  and  when 
it  slowly  subsided,  when  the  features  of  Bren- 
tano  once  more  relaxed,  and  in  answer  to  the 
renewed  and  frantic  cries  of  the  agonized  father, 
a  faint  murmur  breathed  from  his  parted  lips, 
Michael  bent  forward,  with  the  eagerness  of  a 
iD&niac  to  catch  the  muttered  sounds, 

"  Ask  Father  Paul,"  were  the  only  words 
that  reached  his  ear,  and  then  feebly  making 
the  sign  of  the  cross,  the  unfortunate  Brentano 
heaved  a  deep  sigh,  a  faint  shudder  passed  over 
his  limbs,  and  his  spirit  departed  from  its  tene- 
ment of  clay,  whilst  Michael,  unawed  by  the 
spectacle  of  his  agony,  and  engrossed  as  he  ever 
was,  by  his  own  seltishness,  continued  to  entreat 
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him,  in  wild  rdcI  broken  accents,  to  give 
tidinga  of  his  child. 

Staffer  in  the  meantime  heard  very  little,  and 
understood  siiil  less  of  this  strange  scene,  in 
the  latter  |jrirt  of  which,  the  voices  of  the  speak- 
ers had  been  scarcely  above  their  breaths,  and 
every  moment  grew  more  and  more  impatient, 
at  what  he  considered,  a  most  unnecessary  and 
iU-timed  delay.  Whilst  the  Treasurer,  over-  ' 
powered  by  contending  emotions,  still  hung 
muttering  over  the  corpse,  he  took  him  roughly 
by  the  shoulder,  calling  on  him  to  leave  sadi 
foolery,  and  direct  them  how  to  proceed  against 
the  enemy. 

Graaf  started  up,  a?  if  aronsod  from  a  trance, 
and  asked  In  a  bewildered  murmur  if  VValther 
was  secured? 

"  No,  confound   him,"  was  the  reply,  "  and 
though  four  of  our  best  men  are  shot,  and  three 
badly   wounded,   we   are   to    my  thinking  no 
nearer  catching  the   follow,  than  we  were  Rro  I 
hours  ago.     They  have  drawn  the  ladder  up  ] 
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after  them  into  the  loft,  and  tho\igh  they  have 
left  off  firing  for  the  last  ten  minutes,  I  would 
rather  scale  a  rock  in  face  of  a  cannon,  than  try 
to  climb  to  that  trap  door,  with  the  muzzles  of 
a  dozen  rifles  bristling  above  my  head.  What 
is  to  be  done,  eh  Michael  ?  for  my  part,  I  think 
we  had  better  give  it  up  as  a  bad  business,  and 
go  back  to  the  valley  in  search  of  our 
breakfasts.'^ 

'*  Is  there  no  way  to  get  into  the  upper  story 
from  without?"  demanded  Graaf  at  length 
fully  conscious  of  the  exigency  of  the  case. 

^'  There  is  a  window,  but  we  have  seen  the 
rifles  popping  out  there  already,  to  our  cost,'' 
returned  the  farmer  gruffly,  ^^  so  if  you  have 
nothing  better  to  propose,  you  may  keep  your 
wisdom  to  yourself." 

'^  Why  not  smoke  the  fellows  like  rats  in 
their  hole,"  said  the  old  man,  with  frightful 
composure.  '^  There  is  plenty  of  hay  here,  and 
with  the  help  of  the  scraps  of  furniture,  a  blaze 
could  soon  be  raised,  that  would  roast,  or  suffo- 
cate them  all  in  less  than  half  an  hour.'' 
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"  But  1  thought  you  wanted  Walther  qUtc/' 
demanded  Staffer. 

*^  Tes,  yea^  and  as  soon  as  he  smells  fire,  he 
will  yield  himself  a  prisoner,  depend  upon  it, 
if  it  be  only  to  save  the  life  of  Justine/' 

'<  We  shall  see/'  cried  Staffer^,  little  heeding 
the  result.  ^'  These  dry  timbers  once  lighted, 
will  crackle  and  flare  like  a  bonfire,  so  to  work 
my  men,  with  all  dispatch,  and  seizing  a  huge 
truss  of  hay  in  his  arms,  as  he  spoke^  all  who 
saw  or  heard  him,  glad  of  a  new  object  of  ex- 
citement, eagerly  followed  his  example. 

But  though  they  moved  about  in  every  part 
of  the  kitchen,  to  collect  fuel  for  the  meditated 
conflagration,  to  their  surprise,  not  an  attempt 
was  made  to  molest  them,  by  those  above,  and 
when  one  of  the  men  remembering  that  he  had 
seen  a  huge  pile  of  faggots  at  one  side  of  the 
cottage,  at  length  ventured  to  go  out  in  search 
of  them ;  he  twice  returned  with  his  burthen, 
without  any  evidence  being  given  that  their 
movements  were  observed.  A  third  time  he 
departed,  and  the  collection  of  inflammable  ma- 
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terials  arose  nearly  to  the  ceilings  without  a 
gun  being  fired. 

"They  have  exhausted  their  ammunition,'' 
said  Staffer^  *^  and  without  setting  the  place  on 
fire^  I  suspect  we  could  now  get  into  the  lofr^ 
and  take  Walther  Stanz  like  a  sparrow  in  a  trap. 
They  are  at  their  last  prayers  I  dare  be  sworn , 
for  there  is  not  a  footstep  to  be  heard.'' 

He  had  scarcely  uttered  these  words  when 
the  report  of  a  gun,  fired  close  to  the  cottage, 
burst  suddenly  on  the  air,  and  was  repeated  in 
long  reverberation  by  the  surrounding  echoes. 
In  an  instant  it  was  followed  by  loud  and  con- 
tinued shouts. 

For  several  minutes  the  whole  party  believing 
that  an  enemy  was  at  hand,  stood  irresolute 
how  to  act,  but  no  sooner  had  Staffer  recog- 
nized the  voice,  whose  calls  incessantly  con- 
tinued, to  be  that  of  the  wood-carrier  who  had 
recently  gone  forth,  than  he  rushed  out,  followed 
by  Michael  Graaf  and  the  whole  of  his  men. 
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CHAPTER  XUI. 


*'  'T  were  rain  to  point  to  what  bis  fieeliDgi  grew, 
It  even  were  doubtful  if  their  Tictim  knew. 
There  U  a  war,  a  chaoe  of  the  mmd. 
When  all  its  elements  convulsed,  combiDed-*- 
Lie  dark  and  jarring  with  perturbed  force. 
And  gnashing  with  impenitent  remorse.** 

Byaok. 


WHiLsr  all  this  had  been  going  on  in  the 
lower  part  of  the  miller's  house^  Walther  and 
his  companions  expected^  \i^ith  no  small  anxiety, 
the  succour  which  Hans  had  given  them  reason 
to  hope  might  be  sent  by  Lena  from  the  Swiss 
camp.  But  even  when  the  brightening  dawn 
made  visible  .the  pathways  on  the  mountain, 
Justine^  who  kept  watch  at  the  solitary  case- 
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meat,  to  the  dismay  of  the  tailor,  still  continued 
to  announce  that  not  a  living  creature  was  in 
sight. 

Staffer  was  not  far  wrong,  wlien  he  conjec- 
tured that  their  ammunition  was  exhausted.  It 
was  very  nearly  so,  when  their  fire  was  first 
suspended ;  and  anxious  to  reserve  the  scanty 
residue  for  any  momeut  of  pressing  danger, 
Walther  gave  orders,  that  not  a  shot  should  be 
wasted,  as  long  as  their  assailants  remained 
inactive. 

Every  moment  they  expected  to  hear  that 
Buccour  waa  in  sight,  yet  the  pause  in  the  at- 
tack, during  Michael's  colloquy  wilh  Brentano, 
passed  away  without  this  hope  being  fulfilled. 

Minutes  hurried  on,  and  all  was  so  compara- 
tively still  below,  that  they  knew  not  what  to 
think,  till  on  a  sudden  the  trampling  of  feet, 
and  the  repeated  fall  of  heavy  masses,  gave  them 
warning  that  some  new  device  was  resorted  to 
by  Staffer.  llar.B  knelt  down  upon  the  trap 
door,  and  cautiously  peeping  through  a  crevice 

vol..    III.  o 
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from  whence  he  could  obtain  a  view  of  the  busy 
labour  of  those  below*  at  once  conjectured  the 
cause  of  their  activity. 

^  Walther  Stanz,"  he  said  arising  from  his 
knees,  with  fis  little  noise  as  possible,  ^  if  you 
persist  in  staying  here  a  minute  longer,  you 
won*t  have  me  to  keep  you  oompany;  for  if 
you  are  fire  proof,  1  am  not,  and  in  five  minutes 
there  will  be  a  blaze  like  a  bonfire  beneath. 
You  may  think  it  necessary  to  prove  your 
courage  by  remaining  to  be  roasted  as  blaek  as 
a  burnt  chesnut,  but  1  have  nothing  but  my 
life  to  lose,  and  shall  take  to  my  heels  forth- 
with." 

'*  They  cannot  resort  to  so  cowardly  an  ex- 
pedient y^  returned  Walther. 

"  Look  and  convince  yourself,  if  you  won't 
believe  me/*  answered  the  tailor  pettishly, 
**  and  surely,  if  you  don't  value  your  own  life, 
you  will  have  some  compassion  on  Justine?" 

Walther  now  in  turn  took  a  hasty  survey  of 
the  enemy's  operations,  and  then  turning  to 
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Mans,  he  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  You  are  right, 
it  i«  time  to  fly,  and  whilst  these  men  are  en- 
gaged in  their  diabulical  work,  we  shall  have  a 
ebance  of  getting  some  distance  up  the  moun- 
tain, before  our  absence  is  discovered.  Take 
Fritz  with  you — Justine  shall  be  my  charge. 
May  heaven  speed  us,  for  though  the  attemjit 
is  desperate,  there  is  no  alternative." 

"Away  then  1"  cried  tbe  tailor,  and  taking 
the  band  of  his  dumb  nephew,  led  him,  at  a 
quick  pace,  through  the  door  that  opened  on  to 
tbe  sloping  side  of  tbe  mountain. 

In  obedience  to  Walthcr'a  command,  his  sol- 
diers then  departed,  and  last  of  all,  he  bimaelf 
left  the  mill  with  Justine. 

Not  a  word  was  spoken  by  either ;  but  in 
that  moment  of  danger,  she  clung  to  him,  not 
nitb  terror,  but  with  a  firm  resolution  that 
whatever  might  be  tbe  result  she  would  not 
survive  her  lover.  Hans,  without  once  looking 
behind  him,  dragged  Fritz  up  the  rocks,  with 
-incredible  rapidity,  and  the  other  men,  mindful 
o  3 
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only  of  their  own  safety^  were  speedily  oat  of 
sight.  But  Walther  and  his  companion  were 
less  fortunate.  Hurried  and  agitated,  Justine 
missed  her  footing  on  the  slippery  rocks^  before 
they  had  ascended  many  steps  of  the  ragged 
stair^  and  though  by  Wallher's  help  she  speed- 
ily pursued  her  way,  yet  several  moments  were 
lost  by  the  accident,  and  they  had  scarcely 
ascended  higher  than  the  roof  of  the  building, 
when  Staffer's  soldier,  who  at  that  moment 
came  out  a  third  time  in  search  of  faggots^ 
unfortunately  espied  them. 

Walther  saw  him,  at  the  very  moment  he 
was  himself  observed,  and  their  guns  were 
simultaneously  pointed  and  discharged.  Both 
took  effect.  The  Frenchman^  grievously  wound- 
ed, rolled  backwards,  with  a  heavy  groan,  down 
the  cliff  he  had  partly  ascended,  whilst  his 
bullet  pierced  the  leg  of  Walther  Stanz,  below 
the  knee,  and  though  it  broke  no  bone,  brought 
him  at  once  to  the  ground. 

The  horror  and  consternation  of  Justine  ex- 
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ceeded  all  bounds.  She  heard  the  man  below, 
Bs  soon  aa  he  recovered  from  the  6rst  stunning 
effects  of  his  wound,  calling  loudly  for  his  com- 
rades, and  she  saw  Walther  He  bleeding  before 
her,  but  she  did  not  lose  her  presence  of  mind ; 
the  urgency  of  the  danger  seemed  to  endow  her 
with  a  strength  and  courage  beyond  her  sex, 
and  quickly  obeying  the  directions  of  her  lover, 
\rho,  though  disabled  for  a  time,  was  not  in- 
sensible, she  tore  her  apron  into  shreds,  and 
bound  it  above  his  wound,  bo  as  to  stop  the 
effusiun  of  blood.  He  then  vatnly  intreated  her 
to  fly.  and  leave  him  to  his  fate  ;  her  resolution 
to  share  his  destiny  was  not  lo  be  shaken. 

'*  If  we  could  gain  thut  rock  above,"  he  said, 
looking  to^rards  the  bridge  of  the  torrent,  and 
attempllug  at  the  same  time  to  arise,  "  there 
might  yet  be  s  chance  of  my  keeping  my  pur- 
suers at  bny,  till  Lena  comes  with  succour. 
One  rifle  would  suffice  to  defend  the  only  point 
by  which  that  naiTOW  ledge  is  accessible  from 
the  mill." 
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<*  Lean  on  me  then,  dearest,^  returned  Jus* 
tine^  and  partly  by  her  assistance^  partly  by  the 
aid  of  a  jutting  point  of  the  rock,  he  agun 
raised  himself  on  his  feet. 

The  maiden  supporting  him  on  oneaide^and 
his  rifle  serving  as  a  crutch  on  the  other,  with 
extreme  difficulty  he  made  his  way  up  the  re* 
mainder  of  the  rocky  stair,  to  the  recesa  where 
he  proposed  to  remain,  but  no  sooner  had  he 
reached  it,  than,  this  exciting  object  of  his 
wishes  attained,  all  strength  forsook  him,  and 
he  fell  to  the  ground  in  a  deep  swoon. 

At  that  very  moment,  Staffer,  Michael  Graaf, 
and  their  followers,  rushed  from  the  cottage,  in 
answer  to  the  unceasing  cries  of  their  wounded 
comrade. 

For  a  brief  space  Justine  saw  that  he  en- 
gaged the  whole  of  their  attention,  and  endea- 
vouring to  conceal  herself  and  the  prostrate 
form  of  Walther,  behind  the  projecting  rock, 
she  indulged  a  transient  hope  that  they  might 
elude  discovery.     But  brief  indeed  was  this  de- 
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luBion,  for  the  wouudcd  soldier  below,  thirsting 
for  revenge,  quickly  pointed  out  her  place  of 
refuge  to  his  comrades,  and,  with  n  loud  shout, 
Staffer  and  half  a  dozen  of  his  men  instantly 
rushed  up  the  mountain  towards  it. 

Justine  saw  them,  and  felt  that  heaven  alone 
could  aid  her.  With  a  brief,  but  fervent  prayer, 
she  implored  tlie  aid  of  the  Holy  Mother,  and 
then  kneeling  down  by  the  side  of  Wallher, 
that  their  fate  might  be  decided  together,  she 
for  the  first  time  remembered  what  he  had  said 
about  the  possibility  of  defending  the  terrace 
with  a  single  gun.  The  rifle  that  lay  at  his  side, 
fihe  knew  to  be  unloaded,  but  there  were  pistols 
in  his  belt,  and  snatching  one  of  these,  with 
the  last  effort  of  despaii',  she  took  her  stand  at 
the  narrowest  point  of  the  cliff,  ond  with  the 
weapon  in  her  hand  stood  trembling  from  head 
to  foot,  yet  resolved  to  discharge  it  at  the  lirat 
mull  who  should  attempt  to  pass  her.  The 
wild  torrent  dashing  to  an  immeasurable  depth 
beneath  tlic  frail  pine  bridge,  with  deafening 
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roar  scattered  its  foam  around  her,  moistening 
the  narrow  ledge  half  OYerhanging  its  waters^ 
which  Justine  had  made  her  fortress ;  on  one 
aide  the  mountain  towered  bare  and  perpendi- 
cular to  the  skies,  on  the  other,  like  a  awallow's 
nest  on  the  face  of  the  cUff,  at  fifty  paces  below 
her,  was  the  miUf  and  beneath  k,  masses  of 
clouds  were  flitting  and  veiling  from  the  inht- 
Utants  of  the  valley  of  Goldau,  the  view  of 
those  high  rocks  and  of  the  brightening  sky. 

The  maiden  marked  not  the  terrific  grandeur 
of  the  scene,  but  anxiously  did  she  look  abroad 
in  search  of  succour,  and  with  a  feeling  almost 
amounting  to  joy,  she  fancied,  ere  long,  she 
could  descry  afar  ofi^  between  the  flitting  mists, 
a  party  of  moving  figures  on  the  hill. 

But  the  danger  of  her  position  was  too  immi- 
nent for  her  attention  to  be  diverted  from  it  for 
more  than  a  passing  moment.  When  she  again 
turned  to  watch  the  movements  of  Stafier,  even 
these  afforded  some  relief  to  her  anxiety,  for 
she  saw  that  the  farmer  and  his  men,  having. 
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in  the  blindness  of  their  impetuosity,  chosen  a 
wrong  path,  they  had  speedily  come  to  a  point 
where  further  progress  was  impossible,  and  with 
loud  exenrations  against  their  ill-fortune,  were 
compelled  to  retrace  their  steps,  and  seek  ac- 
cess to  her  place  of  refuge,  by  a  more  circui- 
tous road.  Yet  still  it  was  not  by  the  stair  up 
which  ehe  and  Walther  had  ascended,  and  a 
poasibihty  remained,  that  this  eccoiid  attempt 
might  prove  as  unsuccessful  as  the  6r&i, 

She  saw  his  angry  gestures,  as  he  called  im- 
patiently on  luB  soldiers  to  follow  him,  though 
the  din  of  the  torrent  drowned  his  voice,  but 
all  were  quickly  lost  to  her  sight  bebmd  a 
-ugged  projection  of  the  mountain. 

Htill  she  kept  her  post,  but  she  could  not 
forbear  from  turning  to  gaze  with  deep  anxiety 
OD  the  prostrate  form  gf  her  lover,  ivho  yet 
gave  no  stgu  of  relurning  animation,  and  fur  a 
lit  every  thing  else  was  foigotlen  in  the 
wild  despair,  this  sad  spectacle  awakened  in  her 
heart.  The  arm  that  held  the  pistol  dropped 
o  5 
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at  her  aide,  and  die  was  about  to  ntsh  towards 
him,  when  she  was  at  once  recalled  to  a  full  sense 
of  the  fearful  duty  it  behoved  her  to  perform, 
by  the  near  tound  of  approaching  steps,  on  a 
level  with  the  very  pass  she  had  determined  to 
defend. 

The  blood  rushed  wildly  to  her  dizzy  brain ; 
every  object  seemed  to  swim  confusedly  before 
her  sight,  till  nothing  was  distinguishable,  but 
the  outline  of  a  man,  at  a  distance  of  not  more 
than  ten  paces  before  her.  Her  hand  shook 
convulsively,  yet  she  raised  the  pistol  with  a 
feeling,  that  on  that  agnoizing  effort,  the  life  of 
Walther  depended. 

To  take  aim  she  was  unable,  but  her  finger 
was  on  the  trigger,  when  with  a  cry  that  arose 
wildly  above  the  voice  of  the  waters,  she  recog- 
nized in  the  approaching  enemy,  the  person  of 
her  uncle  Michael  Graaf. 

Paralised  with  horror,  the  weapon  dropt 
from  her  powerless  hand,  and  sinking  on  her 
knees  before  him,  on  the  brink  of  the  cliff  so 
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that  her  kneeling  figure  completely  obslrucled 
the  pass,  she  bad  so  fruitlessly  resolved  to  de- 
fend, ahe  implored  his  mercy  for  her  lover,  in 
impetuous  and  heart  rending  accents. 

But  the  Trensurer  was  in  no  mood  to  be 
softened  by  such  entreaties;  all  bis  former 
affection  for  the  uufortuoate  girl  seemed  ob- 
literated from  hia  mind,  by  the  discovery  of  the 
probable  existence  of  his  own  long  sought 
offspring  ;  and  highly  irritated  by  her  disobedi- 
ence, and  resolute  adherence  to  the  fortunes  of 
Wallhtr  Stanz,  he  endeavoured  almost  fiercely 
to  shake  her  from  bim. 

"Ha!  Justine!"  he  cried,  "can  I  believe 
my  Bight ;  have  I  liTed  to  sec  the  child  of  my 
bounty  point  a  pistol  at  my  breast?  but  it  is  a 
fit  end  of  all  your  guilty  courses,  and  worthy  of 
your  lawless  paramour  !  Off  girl,  I  say>  or  by 
tlie  Satnta  without  a  scruple  I  will  dash  you 
down  that  precipice,  to  instant  death,  if  longer 
you  presume,  thus  to  obstruct  my  course!" 

"  1  am  not  guilty,''  she  cried  still  clinging  to 
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him,  with  a  gnuvp,  that  the  trembliDg  flng^t  of 
the  agitated  old  man,  were  vtterlj  unaUe  to 
unloaee.  ^  Neither  T,  nor  Walther,  erer  sought 
to  injure  you,  and  I  implore  ydu,  uncle,  by  the 
lore  you  once  bore  me — ** 

^*  Peace  Tiper/^  he  exclaimed,  ^  the  ties  of 
kindred  are  broken  between  us  !** 

^  Yet  hear  me,**  she  passionately  returned 
with  breathless  energy,  *'  Walther  Stans  lies 
there,  bleeding  and  insensible — none  but 
cowards  would  seek  to  do  him  injury  ;  yet  Staf- 
fer and  a  savage  band  pursue  him ;  you  have 
influence  with  these  men-^they  would  spare 
him  at  your  bidding,  and  I  who  when  a  child 
clung  round  your  knees,  implore  yon  by  those 
old  remembrances  to  step  between  him  and 
death !" 

Michael  Graaf,  laughed  aloud ;  but  it  was 
not  a  sound  of  mirth,  and  there  was  an  expres- 
sion in  his  piercing,  bright  grey  eyes,  as  he 
gazed  beyond  her  kneeling  figure,  that  filled 
the  heart  of  iiis  suppliant  with  terror. 
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Tben  for  the  Brst  time  she  heard  a  confused 
noise  of  voices  and  trampling  feet,  that  in  her 
wild  Dgication,  she  had  not  before  distinguished 
amidst  the  roar  of  the  rushing  water.  She 
started  up !  wildly  she  turned  to  ascertain  the 
cause  of  this  new  alarm,  and  beheld  with  agony 
indescribable,  the  insensible  form  of  Walthcr, 
borne  like  a  corpse  along  the  trembling  pine 
bridge,  by  Stutfer  and  one  of  the  most  athletic 
of  his  men. 

With  the  shriek  of  a  maniac,  she  would  have 
rushed  towards  them,  but  the  arms  of  Michael 
Graaf  were  around  her,  and  vainly  did  she 
struggle  to  escape. 

"  Ha,  Justine,"  be  said^  with  a  sardonic 
amile,  "  it  is  now  my  turn,  Staffer  needs  not 
your  help,  and  as  to  my  interfering  with  him 
that  is  out  of  the  question,  for  be  is  only 
doing  my  work." 

"  Oh,  uncle !  uncle  I  as  you  hope  for  mercy 
let  me  loose  1"  cried  the  distracted  girl,  abso- 
lately  writhing  with  agony  in  his  grasp,  whilst 
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her  te«rt  ceased  to  flow^  and  the.  tide  of  life 
seemed  utterly  to  have  forsaken  her  pallid 
cheeks,  and  quiyering  tips.  But  the  Treasurer 
was  unmoTed«  ^  Ab  you  hope  for  mercy  bere« 
after  show  it  now/'  she  murmured  in  pierciag 
accents^  that  few  could  have  resisted  ;  but  Mi* 
chael  was  obdurat^;  and  in  spite  of  all  h^r 
alternate  strugglesj  and  entreaties,  he  continued 
to  hold  her  there,  whilst  her  lover  wan  borne 
away  before  her  sights  by  his  exulting  captors. 

''  Foolish  girl^'^  said  the  Treasurer,  when 
exhausted  by  her  agony,  she  for  a  moment 
ceased  to  pour  forth  the  wild  expression  of  her 
despair,  **  you  may  yet  see  your  precious  Wal- 
ther  again,  if  that  will  console  you,  for  to-mor- 
row at  noon  he  will  mount  a  scaffold  in  the 
grand  place  at  Lucerne,  to  pay,  under  the  axe  of 
the  headsman,  the  forfeit  of  his  many  crimes !" 

^^  It  cannot — shall  not  be  !*^  exclaimed  Jus- 
tine, again  struggling  to  get  free.  '^  The  Swiss 
are  approaching.  I  see  them  beyond  the  mill, 
there  is  time  to  intercept  him  yet,  and  in  defi- 
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ance  of  you,  and  all  his  enemies,  Walther  shall 
still  be  Bavcd  1" 

In  tnilh,  aa  the  maiden  said,  Aloys  Reding 
anJ  his  party  were  now  distinctly  to  be  seen 
near  the  little  pine  grove,  where  Staffer  and  his 
men  had  first  been  descried  by  Walther  on 
their  approach  to  the  cottage ;  but  though  the 
countenance  of  Michael  Graaf  betrayed  intense 
emotion,  to  the  amazement  of  Justine,  he  ap- 
peared unconscious  of  the  words  she  uttered, 
and  never  once  moved  his  eyes  to  take  note  of 
the  enemy,  whose  approach  she  so  eagerly 
announced. 

His  gaze  was  fixed,  as  by  a  sirell,  on  a  httle 
block  wooden  cross,  suspended  around  her  neck, 
which  during  the  wild  struggle  between  them, 
had  been  dragged  into  sight. 

It  was  the  trinket  which  Walther  Stanz  had 
sent  her,  by  the  hands  of  Father  Paid,  from  the 
prison,  when  there  confined,  in  consequence  of 
the  Treasurer's  accusations,  and  to  which  (he 


S04  THB   THIRST    FOR   GOLD* 

Hermit  had  assigned,  when  he  delivered  it,  so 
mysterious  a  value. 

She  had  worn  it  ever  since,  as  a  precious 
pledge  of  Walthei's  love,  and  when  Michael, 
snatching  it  with  trembling  fingers,  surveyed 
with  eager  scrutiny  the  rude  initials  engraved 
upon  it,  she  forgot  her  surprise  at  this  strange 
movement,  in  her  anxiety  to  guard  her 
treasure. 

Little  did  she  know  that  it  had  once  been  a 
love  token  from  Michael  himself,  to  the  unfor- 
tunate Clarice,  who  on  her  death  bed  had  hung 
it  around  the  neck  of  her  child.  But  the  Trea- 
surer had  not  forgotten  it,  and  no  sooner  had 
the  letters  on  the  centre  assured  him  beyond  the 
shadow  of  a  doubt  of  its  identity,  than  he  de- 
manded in  a  voice  of  intense  emotion,  how  his 
niece  had  become  possessed  of  the  trinket. 

**  It  was  the  gift  of  Walther  Stanz,''  she  said, 
with  a  vague  hope  that  some  good  might  thence 
arise. 
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"  You  had  it  from  Walther  Stanz,  say  you  ? 
and  where  did  he  obtain  it?" 

"  It  was  his  mother''*,"  was  the  reply  of  Jus- 
tiiie,  and  utter  was  her  amazemeut,  at  the  emo- 
tion these  few  simple  words  excited  in  her 
listener. 

"Whose  mother!  Walther's  mother?  girl 
know  you  what  you  say  ?  the  shepherdess  could 
give  him  no  such  trinket !"  he  returned  with 
breathless  rapidity. 

"  Ask.  Father  Paul !"  she  rejoined. 

"  Ask  Father  Paul !  that  is  the  echo  that 
mocks  me  at  every  turning  of  my  troubled 
destiny  !"  he  cried. 

"The  Hermit  told  me  when  he  brought  it 
me,"  said  the  maiden  eagerly,  "  that  Walther's 
fate  might  one  day  be  decided  by  that  trinket." 

"  Ha,  said  he  this  1"  cried  Graaf,  wildly 
grasping  her  arm,  "  it  was  his  mother's  gifl, 
and  Father  Paul  hath  been  a  guardian  to  this 
youth  !  Oh  !  heaven  what  thoughts  now  break 
upon  my  brain,     I  see  it  all.     It  is  clear  as  day  • 
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the  Hermit's  love,  this  cross,  the  young  mao's 
age — nay,  when  I  think  on  it,  his  features  too— 
it  must  be  so.  Oh,  madman,  fool,  idiot,  why 
was  1  blind  till  now  1  my  child — my  kmg  Imt 
son,  in  my  rash  rengeance  I  have  murdoed 
thee!  But  on  Father  Paul's  head  be  the  guilt,oh 
Qod,  and  not  on  mine  !  His  base  deoeptioos 
have  wrought  all  this  misery !'' 

*^  What  do  1  hear !  Walther  your  son  P'  ex- 
claimed Justine,  whom  her  unde  no  longer 
detained.  *'  If  these  wild  words  are  true,  why 
lose  the  moments  thus  ?  1  can  already  distin- 
guish Father  Paul  amongst  the  approaching 
band.  Away  —away — tell  him  all,  for  he  is 
Walther's  friend,  and  Staffer,  fearless  of  pursuit, 
may  yet  be  overtaken.'' 

Michael  made  no  reply;  the  tumult  of  his 
thoughts  was  too  great  for  words,  but  though 
he  appeared  unconscious  that  Justine  bad 
spoken,  with  incredible  celerity  he  obeyed  her 
suggestion,  and  even  animated  as  she  was  by 
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hope  and  anxiety,  ahe  had  great  difficulty  in 
keeping  pace  with  him,  as  they  descended  to 
the  scene  of  the  recent  conflict.  All  the  dread 
of  exposure  that  had  haunted  him  for  years' 
was  then  forgotten,  in  the  hope  to  save  his  child, 
and  the  deep  pangs  of  conscience,  as  he  re- 
membered the  injuries  he  had  heaped  upon 
him. 

Aloys  Reding  and  his  party  were  in  the 
meantime  advancing  thither  ^vith  almost  equal 
speed ;  the  silence  and  solitude  of  the  place 
became  every  moment  more  manifest,  as  they 
drew  nigh  the  mill,  and  had  filled  their  minds 
with  serious  apprehensions,  when  Michael 
Graaf,  followed  by  Justine,  rushed  through  the 
cottage  unexpectedly  towards  them.  The 
surprise  and  dismay  of  Aloys  Reding,  Father 
Paul,  and  Lena,  were  great  beyond  measure, 
and  with  one  voice  they  eagerly  demanded 
tidings  of  Walthcr. 

"  He  is  in  the  hands  of  the  French,"  cried 
Michael  in  hurried  accents,  ere  Justine  could 
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reply.  ^'  At  my  instigition  they  hare  made 
him  prisoner ;  but,  Aloys  Reding^  I  suspected 
not  then  he  was  my  own  son,  nor  your  nephew; 
by  a  strange  accident  I  have  since  discorered 
this  fearful  secret,  of  which  Father  Paul  has 
long  been  in  possession,  yet  cruelly  writhheld^ 
and  if  Walther  falls  the  sacrifice,  let  his  blood 
be  upon  his  head.  I  dare  him  to  deny  the 
truth  of  what  I  say.'* 

^^  Denial  would  be  vain,''  was  the  General's 
reply,  whilst  he  kept  his  scrutinizing  eyes  fixed 
ont  the  face  of  the  Hermit,  "  the  confession  of 
Louis  Brentano  has  already  placed  the  fact 
beyond  dispute.'' 

'^  And  I  can  swear  that  he  is  no  child  of 
mine,''  said  Lena  in  a  low  voice. 

^'  Let  it  now  suffice  that  Walther  is  in  dan- 
ger I"  cried  Father  Paul,  who  with  surprise  but 
no  consternation,  had  listened  to  these  succes- 
sive declarations.  ^'  I  swore  to  his  m  other 
never  to  reveal  his  birth,  till  Michael  Graaf, 
the  husband  who  had  deserted  her  and  his  child, 
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beld  his  life  in  his  liaods.  That  hour  has  come, 
and  let  our  only  thought  be  now  to  rescue 
him." 

The  Treasurer  anatrercd  not  a  syllable  ;  his 
eager  desire  to  rescue  bis  child  from  death,  had 
power  to  curbeven  the  bitter  hatred  and  indigna- 
tion against  the  Hermit,  that  swelled  his  breast, 
and  to  check  the  torrent  of  fiery  invective  ihat 
arose  to  bis  lips. 

But  even  when  for  his  own  purposes  he  thus 
suppressed  his  wrath,  he  resolved,  in  the  re- 
cesses of  his  heart,  to  take  full  and  speedy 
revenge  on  the  Hermit  for  all  be  had  made  him 
auSer,  never  once  remembering  that  Father 
Paul  had  only  sinned  against  him  by  faithfully 
performing  the  wishes  of  Clarice,  and  that  all 
his  misery  was  the  result  of  his  own  evil  con- 
duct, the  consequence  of  the  avarice,  and  vain 
desire  of  empty  reputation,  to  which  he  ba4 
sacrificed  through  life,  every  better  feeling. 

His  countenance  sufficiently  betrayed  to  the 
Hermit  this  bitter  enmity,  and  he  well  knew 
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that  to  leave  Walther  to  the  fate  his  irretched 
parent  had  prepared  for  him,  would  be  the 
keenest  vengeance  the  most  refined  malice 
could  inflict  opon  Michael  Graaf,  but  be  felt 
that  the  pangs  of  consdence,  the  agony  of  sua- 
pence>  and  the  mortification  that  then  distracted 
the  heart  of  this  ir  retched  being,  were  sufficient 
punishment  for  even  his  long  course  of  crime, 
and  with  heart  and  soul  he  lent  his  utmost 
efibrts  to  rescue  the  noble  youth  from  destruc* 
tion,  who,  though  the  child  of  his  bitterest 
enemy,  had  long  been  the  single  object  of  his 
own  devoted  love.  Aloys  Reding  was  scarcely 
less  interested  in  his  nephew's  safety,  and  by 
his  command,  the  pursuit  was  rapidly  com- 
menced. 

Staffer's  party  was  still  visible,  winding  slow- 
ly down  the  mountain,  and  one  of  the  General's 
soldiers,  who  was  well  acquainted  with  the 
district,  ofiered  to  point  out  a  nearer  path,  by 
which,  under  cover  of  the  brushwood,  their 
flank  might  be  speedily  turned,  and  their  re* 
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treat  to  the  French  camp  inCerceptedr  without 
their  even  suspecting  the  proximity  of  on 
enemy. 

The  agony  of  Justine,  during  the  brief  time 
occupied  hy  these  arrangements,  was  intense ; 
every  instant's  delay  seemed  fraught  with  death 
to  her  beloved  Walthcr,  and  no  persuasions 
could  induce  either  her,  or  Lena,  to  remain  be- 
hind when  the  party  resumed  its  march.  But 
Aloys  Reding  andFather  Paul,  fearing  that,  not- 
withstanding the  interference  of  Graaf,  there 
was  little  chance  of  liberating  Walthcr  without 
a  skirmish  with  his  captors,  insisted  on  their 
remaining  in  the  rear ;  and  when  the  soldiers, 
at  the  call  of  their  leader,  leapt  at  full  speed 
from  rock  to  rock,  and  rushed  through  the 
thickets  without  any  regard  to  a  beaten  path, 
the  anxious  women,  in  spite  of  their  utmost 
eSbrts,  were  left  far  behind. 

It  was  then  the  poor  Shepherdess  eagerly  in- 
quired the  fate  of  Fritz,  her  own,  her  much 
loved  child ;  but  when  she  heard  be  h«d  fled  in 
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company 'With  her  brother  Hans^  the  fears  of 
the  poor  mother  were  at  rest,  and  her  whole 
thoughts  directed  to  Walther,  who  was  little 
less  dear  to  her ;  and  rejoicing  in  the  discovery 
of  his  parentage^  by  which  his  future  prosperity 
appeared  secured,  she  scarcely  entertained  a 
fear  that  his  friends  would  fail  in  releasing  him 
from  captivity.  But  Justine  was  less  sanguine. 
Completely  exhausted  by  the  dangers  and  ex- 
citement of  the  past  night,  her  usually  buoyant 
heart  seemed  to  have  lost  all  power  to  hope, 
and  scarcely  aware  of  the  consolation  her  com- 
panion proffered,  she  continued  her  way  in 
silence,  seldom  turning  her  eyes  from  that  part 
of  the  landscape,  where  the  troop  of  Staffer 
successively  appeared  and  vanished,  amidst  the 
scattered  copse  and  undulating  ground. 

Very  rarely  could  she  catch  a  glimpse  of 
their  pursuers,  who  soon  far  outstripped  the 
Shepherdess  and  herself;  but  with  unwearied 
zeal  Aloys  Reding  and  his  followers  continued 
their  march,  whilst  Staffer,  on  the  contrary. 
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imauspicious  of  an  enemy,  and  momentarily 
expecting  Michael  Graaf  to  overtake  him  with 
Justine,  descended  to  the  valley  at  a  leisurely 
pa<^.. 


MA 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


or  frowB  of  av&l  Ben  en, 

Bcftvs. 
Screae  v-Ui  hr  our  di;«>  aad  brigbt 
Azrd  barc*^  vi!l  our  luouv  be. 

All  ■:•▼  :t*  v;w^  «cur:n. 

Ar.i  »I«c  ire  iher  wh?  ic  ifc<  Eiln 

1\:f  &:h.  c^CB  now.  do  easeriun. 


When  Waliher  recovered  from  his  swoon^  he 
was  amazed  to  find  himself  borne  along  on  a 
rude  litter  hr  two  stout  soldiers,  but  when  his 
wandering  gaze  fell  upon  Staffer,  he  at  once 
understood  his  po&ition.  He  cast  another  anxi- 
ous glance  to  see  that  Justine  was  not  likei«  ise 
a  prisoner,  and  without  a  question,  or  murmur 
he  airain  closed  his  eves.     Weakened  bv  loss 
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of  blood,  he  was  scarcely  capable  of  any  distinct 
traia  of  thought,  yet  still  he  was  conacioua  of 
his  danger,  that  he  was  In  the  power  of  his 
enemies — that  he  was  parted  for  ever  from 
Justine,  and  he  prayed  In  heart  both  for  her, 
and  for  himself.  Sometimes  shadows  of  the 
past  flitted  before  him,  beautiful  and  enchant- 
ing ;  he  fancied  he  was  again  with  the  maiden, 
in  his  little  boat  on  the  Lake  of  Lucerne,  as  on 
that  glorious  day  when  be  won  the  first  con- 
fession of  her  love ;  then  darker  dreams  ap> 
peared;  the  threats  of  Michael  Graafrang  in 
his  ears ;  the  scaffold  and  the  executioner  stood 
prepared  for  his  death,  and  he  felt  with  an 
agony,  that,  like  the  night-mare  stopped  the 
pulses  of  his  heart,  there  were  no  more  hours 
of  joy  in  store  for  him. 

Little  did  be  imagine  when  thus  yielding  to 
despair,  that  Aloys  Iteding  and  Father  Paul, 
with  a  stout  troop  of  soldiers  at  their  back, 
were  at  that  moment  scarcely  a  hundred  paces 
distant,  baving  already  turned  the  flaak  of  his 
p  3 
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captors.  But^enfeebled  as  he  was^  be  entertained 
not  the  most  remote  hope  of  a  rescue^  and  his 
surprise  equalled  that  of  Staffer  himself,  when, 
on  advancing  beyond  the  corner  of  a  long  stone 
irMy  he  perceived  that  the  progress  of  his 
escort  was  interrupted,  by  a  body  of  fighting 
men^  gathered  around  the  banner  of  Schwytz, 
who  stood  compactly  drawn  up  in  front  of 
them^  upon  a  rising  ground^  between  a  torrent 
and  a  morass,  evidently  determined  to  dispute 
the  passage  of  the  stream. 

Eagerly  did  he  arise  on  his  rude  bier,  to  gain 
a  more  distinct  view  of  these  unexpected  assail- 
ants, and  with  a  wild  cry  of  exultation,  which 
he  could  not  suppress,  he  recognised  Aloys 
Reding  and  the  Hermit. 

There  was  a  momentary  pause.  Neither 
party  seemed  to  know  how  to  begin  the  attack 
whicli  both  meditated.  Staffer,  taken  by  sur- 
prise, had  not  that  ready  wit  that  decides  at  a 
glance  on  the  best  means  of  extrication  from  an 
unforeseen  difficulty,  and  Aloys   Reding,  influ- 
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enced  by  his  own  feelings,  as  well  as  the  entrea- 
ties of  Father  Paul  and  Michael  Graaf,  who 
kept  close  at  his  side,  was  unwilling  to  endanger 
the  life  of  Walther,  by  firing  on  the  enemies 
who  surrounded  him. 

**  Staffer  only  made  him  a  prisoner  by  my 
desire/'  said  the  Treasurer  eagerly.  **  I  en* 
gaged  to  give  him  gold  for  his  eapture,  and  I 
will  offer  to  pay  him  twice  the  sum,  for  his 
release.  Tarry  here  for  five  minutes,  whilst  I 
go  forward,  and  arrange  this  matter,  and  there 
will  be  no  need  to  fire  a  gun." 

Though,  from  the  well  known  character  of 
Michael  Oraaf,  all  who  heard  him,  especially 
Father  Paul,  greatly  mistrusted  his  sincerity  in 
this  proposition,  yet  it  was  deemed  advisable  to 
accept  it,  as  the  General,  conscious  of  his  supe- 
rior numbers  and  the  advantages  of  his  posi- 
tion, thought  he  might  set  even  treachery  at 
defiance. 

But  ere  the  Treasurer  had  advanced  many 
st^ps  from  the  ranks  of  the  Swiss,  who  stood 
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with  fixed  bayonets  ready  for  a  charge,  be 
caught  a  view  of  the  recumbent  figure  of  Wal- 
ther,  and  forgetting  erery  thing  but  his  long 
^t  child,  he  rushed  forward  with  a  wild  and 
piercing  cry. 

At  that  moment^  Stafibr  haring  recovered  his 
presence  of  mind,  and  given  the  'word  of  com- 
mand, the  whole  body  of  his  men  fired  in  one 
volley  upon  their  opponents. 

« 

^The  distance  was  too  great  for  many  of 
their  shots  to  take  effect,  but  one  bullet  did  the 
work  of  death  unerringly,  and  Michael  Graaf, 
ere  he  had  advanced  five  paces  down  the  hill, 
fell  mortally  wounded. 

"  My  son — my  son — let  him  forgive  me  be- 
fore I  die,''  was  the  wild  exclamation  that 
reached  the  ears  of  Father  Paul,  as  the  wretched 
man  writhed  for  a  moment  convulsively  on  the 
ground. 

He  saw  him  raise  himself,  and  stretch  bis 
arms  with  a  wailing  cry  towards  Walther.  It 
was  the  last  efibrt  of  departing  life ;  in  another 
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moment  he  fell  back,  and  expired  without  a 
groan. 

All  this  passed  so  rapidly,  that  the  echoea  of 
the  guns  had  Dot  yet  died  away,  when  the  Swiss 
soldiers  like  a  torrent  passed  over  the  prostrate 
body,  and  rushed  with  fixed  bayonets,  at  full 
Bpeecl,  against  the  enemy. 

The  velocity  of  their  movement,  redoubled 
the  weight  of  their  charge.  Staffer  and  bis 
party  utterly  unable  to  stand  against  it,  gave 
way  on  every  point  of  their  line.  Some  lied — 
some  threw  doivn  their  arms,  and  implored  for 
mercy,  others  leaping  into  the  torrent,  were 
swept  away  by  the  wild  waters,  like  a  leaf,  or  ii 
feather  on  the  stream. 

Staffer  was  amongst  the  latier  number ;  he 
relied  on  his  athletic  form,  which  had  oflen  in 
the  chase  successfully  butfettcd  the  mountain 
streams,  and  he  struggled  manfully  to  gain  the 
opposite  banks,  diving  at  times  to  escape  the 
bullets  ^^hich  were  perpetually  whizzing  above 
his  head. 


I  ilia  iiciu 
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But  encumbered  by  his  arms,  he  made  little 
Yk'tLj  against  the  force  of  the  current^  and  he 
had  with  extreme  difficulty  waded  to  the  middle 
of  the  stream,  inhere  the  water  nearly  reached 
his  shoulder,  when  his  foot  slipped  upon  a 
slanting  stone,  and  he  fell  headlong  amidst  the 
turgid  waters,  that  with  furious  velocity  were 
roaring  and  rushing  around  him.  His  hand 
was  once  yisible^  endeavouring  to  snatch  a  bough 
that  over-hung  the  flood,  but  the  attempt  was 
vain,  and  the  body  of  the  mountaineer  was 
swept  down  like  the  fragments  of  his  native 
hills,  to  lie  for  ever  under  the  deep  waters  of 
the  lake,  forgotten  and  unlamented. 

"  Father  Paul,  who  unarmed  bore  no  part 
in  that  fierce  struggle  for  life  and  death,  yet 
plunged  fearlessly  amidst  the  thickest  of  the 
fmy,  where  Walt  her,  cast  upon  the  ground  by 
his  affrighted  guards,  and  exposed  without  any 
means  of  defence  to  all  the  dangers  of  the  con- 
flict, was  watching  with  intense  anxiety  the 
progress  of  the  battle. 
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With  a  joyful  exclamation  be  welcomed  the 
Hermit;  and  then  in  hurried  accents,  foi^tfut 
of  his  own  danger,  he  eagerly  inquired  for 
Justine. 

"  She  is  safe  and  well,  my  son,**  he  replied, 
^  and  you  must  now  think  of  yourself.  Make 
an  effort,  if  you  can,  and  get  out  of  reach  of 
the  bullets — for  here  you  are  every  moment  in 
danger  of  being  trodden  to  death  by  the 
combatants/* 

'Mt  is  maddening  to  look  on,  without  power 
to  bear  a  part  in  the  fray,"  was  the  young  man's 
sole  reply. 

"  You  have  done  your  duty  nobly  before 
now,''  said  the  Hermit,  "  and  let  that  console 
you.  There  are  others  here  now,  to  do  the 
work.'^ 

Then  assisting  him  to  arise,  Father  Paul  led 
his  wounded  and  beloved  pupil,  from  that  ex« 
posed  and  dangerous  position,  behind  the  shel- 
ter  of  an  orchard    wall,    whence  they  could 
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watch  the  movements  of  their  friends,  yet  be 
themseWes  exempt  fh>m  danger. 

A  very  short  time  elapsed,  till  the  battle  was 
decided  in  favour  of  the  Smss ;  and  whilst  Aloys 
Reding,  with  his  men,  disappeared  down  the 
valley  in  pursuit  of  the  Aigttives,  Walther 
eagerly  requested  from  the  Hermit  a  narrative 
of  ail  that  had  occurred  since  be  fell  insensible 
by  the  side  of  Justine. 

The  story  ending  with  the  death  of  Michael 
Graaf,  was  quickly  told,  but  the  amazement 
of  the  young  man  was  extreme,  when  Father 
Paul,  after  adding  in  an  agitated  and  solemn 
manner,  that  he  had  tidings  of  much  deeper 
import  to  disdose,  proceeded  to  recount  the 
whole  particulars  of  his  birth — his  own  reasons 
for  his  long  concealment  of  his  pupil's  relation- 
ship to  the  unprincipled  Treasurer — Michael 
Graaf's  recognition  of  Justine's  cross,  and  the 
important  testimony  of  Louis  Brentano,  which 
Aloys  Reding  had  recently  communicated  to 
him  on  their  march. 


■  THE 
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It  ^ras  one  of  those  wild  and  extraorJinarj' 
tales,  bordering  on  the  Umits  of  romance,  ^et 
such  WRS  the  sacred  character  of  him  nho  re- 
counted it,  that  Waliher  could  not  hesitate  for 
a  moment  to  receive  it  as  truth,  even  though 
his  h«art  shrunk  from  acknowledging  Michael 
Oraafas  a  father,  whom  be  had  so  long  had 
reason  to  regard,  as  the  most  unprincipled  of 
men,  and  his  own  moat  bitter  enemy. 

Nevertheless,  he  felt  with  proud  satisfaction, 
that  he  was  no  longer  one  of  that  subservient 
claaa,  to  whom  all  share  in  the  government 
and  honours  of  his  country'  was  denied,  but  a 
freeman  by  birth,  and  one  with  whom  the 
kindred  of  Justine  could  not  esteem  her  alli- 
ance a  degradation. 

But  his  heart  was  most  deeply  touched  by 
the  anxiety  of  Father  Paul,  lest  his  affection 
should  be  estranged  by  the  discovery  of  the 
impositiuQ  he  bad  practised  on  him,  and  the 
unyielding  resolution  with  which  he  had  main- 
tained his  promise  to  Clarice>  even   when  he 
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saw  how  much  the  happiness  of  her  child  was 
affected  by  the  mortifying  persuasion,  that  he 
waa^  the  child  of  a  bondman. 

*•  You  had  pledged  your  word/'  said  Wal- 
ther,  clasping  the  hand  of  the  old  man  with 
fer%-ent  gratitude  in  his,  *'  and  to  have  be- 
trayed the  trust  my  mother  reposed  in  you, 
would  have  been  a  weakness,  nay,  a  crime,  un- 
worthy of  a  pious  and  lofty  minded  man,  like 
Father  Paul.  No !  Tou  have  been  a  guardian, 
and  protector  to  me,  when  no  other  friendly 
hand  was  stretched  out  to  guide,  or  save,  and  I 
should  indeed  prove  myself  unworthy  of  all  the 
care  you  have  bestowed  in  directing  my  mind, 
to  high  and  holy  things,  did  I  ever  cease  to  re- 
gard you  during  the  whole  progress  of  my 
future  life,  with  the  utmost  gratitude  and 
filial  love.'^ 

•^  My  son  !  my  son  !*'  cried  the  agitated  old 
man,  as  tears  streamed  down  his  furrowed 
cheeks,  "  now  are  the  prayers  of  long  years 
fulfilled,  and  I  can  stand  before  the   spirit  of 
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your  sainteil  mother  in  heaven,  without  sorrow, 
nnd  without  t«hanie,  for  I  have  trained  her  child, 
to  be  worthy  to  rejoin  her  tliere.  Again  and 
again  lias  she  appeared  to  me,  in  the  darkness 
of  night,  to  cheer  me  amidst  my  anxious  task, 
but  now  the  work  13  done— 1  have  fulfilled  my 
duty,  and  heaven  has  vouchsafed  to  reward  my 
labour,  by  your  virtue,  and  to  bless  me  with 
your  love." 

Further  discourse  was  here  interrupted  by 
n  of  Aloys  Reding,  and  many  of  bit 
I,  announcing  the  total  dispersion  of  the 


the  relui 
followen 
enemy. 

With  i 
clasped 
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ifinite  exuItatioD  the  patriot  Ucneral 
lis  newly  discovered  nephew  in  his  1 
arms,  and  expressing  his  fervent  admiration  of  | 
ail  he  hud  hitherto  known  of  his  character  and 
conduct,  he  declared  his  resolution,  not  only  to 
acknowledge  him  as  his  sister's  son,  but  ta 
adopt  him  thenceforward  as  his  own. 

Walther  expressed  his  gratiiude  in  fitting 
language,  and  when  Justine,  and  Lena,  at 
length   arrived  to  witness  the   prosperous   ter- 
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^H  mination   ofevenls,  that   had  so   recently 

^H  pearcd   fraught  with  inevitable  cal&mity, 

^^1  hnppiness  of  all  assembled  vrns  comptete. 

^H|  The  wound  ofWalther  wag  the  only   shadow 

^B  tipQD  the  general  joy ;  but  Justine's  apprehen- 

^M  sions   were   speedily  allayed   by  Father   Paul, 

^H  who   pronounced   that  though  poinful,  it  «<a« 

^^1  not  likely  to  alfurd  him  any  lasting   inconvtni- 

^M  As  Aloys  Reding  was  anxious   to  return  to 

^r  the  camp,  be  then  proposed  that  if  his  nephei* 

could  bear  removal,  he  should  be  conveyed 
thither  with  ail  speed.  Walther  at  once  de- 
clared his  readiness  to  comply  with  his  wishes, 
but  begged  thai  the  body  ofMichael  Graaf  might 
first  be  interred  by  Father  Paul,  accordinj^  to 
the  rites  of  the  church,  in  the  burying  ground 
of  the  village,  near  which  the  wretched  man  had 
fallen  a  sacrifice  to  his  own  unprincipled 
machinations. 

Even  the  General  himself,  though  he  Indif;- 
nantly  resented  his  sister's  wrongs,  could  not 
refuse  his  consent  to  n  proposition  so  worthy  of 
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him  who  uiged  it ;  but  anxious  {or  the  public 
safety  to  return  with  all  speed  to  his  quarters^ 
he  stated  his  owu  inability  to  attend  the  cere- 
mony. Leaving  four  of  his  men  to  dig  the 
grave  and  assist  in  removing  the  body,  he  then 
look  a  hasty  farewell  of  his  friends,  and  turned 
his  steps  towards  the  army. 

The  corpse  of  the  Treasurer  was  laid  without 
a  cot&n  in  the  grave,  but  though  none  sorrowed 
above  his  remains,  a  profound  and  impressive 
solemnity  was  observed  in  the  celebration  of  the 
holy  rites  which  sanctified  his  iutermeiit,  and  it 
deep  conviction  was  felt  by  all  whc  witnessed 
it,  and  knew  the  story  of  the  erring  man,  that 
heaven  has  appointed,  even  oa  earth,  a  just  re- 
tribution for  the  sinner. 

By  an  apparent  fatality,  the  accomplishment 
of  Michael  GraaPs  most  dearly  cherished  viish, 
had  proved  the  proximate  cause  of  his  own 
death,  and  though  his  son  could  shed  no  tear 
for  Ma  loss,  he  was  the  first  to  throw  earth  into 
hia  grave. 

This  sad  task  perfonned,Waltber  was  speedi- 
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ly  conveyed  by  his  comrades  to  the  head 
quarters  of  the  Swiss  army,  which,  followed  by 
Justine  and  Lena,  they  reached  in  safety  be^^ 
fore  noon. 

The  Shepherdess  found,  with  delight,  that 
Fritz  and  Hans  had  arrived  there  before  her, 
and  the  little  tailor,  though  greatly  amazed  by 
the  discovery  of  Walther's  parentage,  protested 
it  was  a  thing  he  had  always  suspected  from 
the  beginning* 

Aloys  Reding,  on  his  return,  had  immediately 
assigned  a  cottage  near  his  own,  for  the  accom- 
modation  of  his  nephew  and  his  friends,  and 
there,  after  their  recent  anxiety    and  fatigue, 
they  gladly  found  refreshment  and  repose. 

15 ut  though  the  private  interests  of  Father 
Paul  came  to  so  prosperous  a  conclusion,  both 
he  and  Aloys  Reding  saw  with  deep  regret, 
that  the  affairs  of  their  country  wore  a  less 
])romising  aspect. 

The  arms  of  the  Democratic  Cantons  had 
proved  every  where  successful  against  their 
invaders,   but  the   strength    of   this    pastoral 
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people  was  exhausted,  even  by  their  victories, 
though  in  the  councils  that  were  aubsequeotly 
held,  many  of  the  most  daring  and  reckless  of 
the  patriots,  were  desirous  of  prolonging  their 
resistance  to  the  French,  as  long  as  a  man 
remained  alive  capable  of  bearing  arms,  others 
moved  by  the  misery  of  their  vi'ives  and  chil- 
dren, or  weary  of  beholding  the  Autfcrings  and 
deprivations  to  which  thousands  of  their  fellow 
creatures  were  reduced,  and  well  aware  that 
every  hour  of  protracted  warfare,  would  only 
multiply  the  ravages  of  famine  and  disease, 
without  aSbrding  the  remotest  chance  of  ulti- 
mate success,  baldly  talked  of  acceding  to  the 
terms  of  peace  which  had  been  proffered  by 
their  invaders. 

Father  Paul  himself  was  too  wise  a  man  to 
advocate  resistance,  when  experience  made  it 
evident,  that  resistance  could  no  longer  benefit 
his  country,  and  influenced  by  his  advice,  Aloys 
Keding  called  a  general  assembly  two  days  af\er 
the  battle  of  Morgarten,  to  discuss  tiie  question. 
Turbulent   and  agitated,  it  was  on  the  point 
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o(  ending  in  bLodsbed,  but  a  Urge  tnajori^r 
finally  decided  in  &voui  of  ibc  tenus  ofieml 
br  the  Fnjnch,  wkich  guaranteed  to  the  De- 
mocratic Cantuna,  the  free  cxerctK  of  their 
rettgimi,  uid  the  posscsaioo  of  their  arm&f  pro- 
vided they  accepted  ihe  new  Helvetic  coasU- 
lutioa. 

The  peace  vaa  signed  on  the  follow  tag  day, 
bat  it  was  long  till  that  beautiful  couotry  re- 
covered from  the  ravages  of  tfau  uiijusti&able 
iavRsioa,  or  was  restored  to  the  pustoral 
tranquillity  it  had  for  ceutuj-iea  before  cujojed. 

It3  valleys  and  its  mountains  were  again 
trodden  by  successive  armies,  during  the  end- 
less wars  of  Buonaparte,  but  tht:ae  ev  cols  had 
little  inQuence  on  the  fortunes  of  those  wbo«e 
history  it  has  been  our  task  to  recount. 

They  did  not  ^ain  take  a  part  in  any  of  the 
h-htb  that  atYttr^vards  harassed   their  country. 
During  the  peai'e    that  Lucerne  and  tJchKjr) 
for  a  time  enjoyed,  afier  they  had  accei 
the  dictation  of  the  French  Directory,  W 
being  duly  ackuowledged  by  his  maternal  unclt, 
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Aloys  Reding,  as  the  legitimate  son  of  bia 
sister  and  the  deccaaed  Treasurer,  Micbsel 
Graaf,  succeeded  in  recovering  a  considerable 
portion  of  bis  landed  property,  thougb  much  of 
his  wealth  placed  out  on  credit  was  irretrievably 
lost.  But  he  regretted,  it  not.  Justine  aoon 
afterwards  became  his  wife,  and  no  nealth  was 
necessary  to  increase  the  happiness  of  this 
single  hearted  creature,  who  with  unchanging 
affection  bad  clung  to  him  in  sorrow  and 
adversity,  when  the  shadows  of  misfortune  that 
darkened  his  early  path  were  dispelled,  and 
the  blessing  of  the  church  had  indissolubly 
united  them. 

The  heavy  trials  she  had  undergone  were 
never  to  be  forgotten,  but  like  an  evil  dream 
whose  recollection  saddens,  without  paining 
the  heart,  they  were  only  remembered  to 
enhance  by  their  contrast,  the  value  of  the 
peaceful  happiness  which  during  the  remainder 
of  her  life,  requited  her  constancy  and  her  love. 

Father  Paul  pronounced  the  marriage  bene- 
diction above  the  heads  of  Walthcr  and   Jus- 
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tine,  and  then  contenttdly  returned  to  the 
cavern  of  the  waterfall,  to  await  with  resigna- 
tion his  summons  to  eternity. 

The  pride  of  Hans  Brunk  was  somewhat 
hurt,  that  he  could  uo  longer  claim  Walther 
as  his  nephew ;  yet  his  mortification  was  con- 
siderably soothed,  by  the  presents  he  received 
at  the  wedding,  and  the  periodical  visits  he  con- 
tinued afterwards  to  pay  to  the  young  couple 
at  their  farm  on  the  Righi,  where  hospitality 
and  abundance  ever  welcomed  him. 

The  cottage  of  Lena  was  rebuilt  by  her  affec- 
tionate foster-child,  who  never  forgot,  amidst 
his  altered  fortune,  that  in  the  helpless  years  of 
childhood,  she  bad  supplied  to  him  the  place  of 
a  mother,  and  by  that  endearing  appellation 
he  continued  to  address  her,  till  her  dying  day. 

Though  the  Shepherdess  was  deeply  grateful 
for  the  continued  kindness  with  which  Walther 
and  Justine  Sid ministered  to  all  her  wants,  she 
was  yet  more  so,  that  they  treated  her  poor 
dumb  Fritz  with  the  regard  of  a  brother  and 
sister,  and  when  her  simple  life  at  length  came 
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to  a  close,  death  was  divcst«d  of  its  only  pang, 
by  the  assurance  th»t  their  tender  cnrc  would 
supply  her  loss  to  the  helpless  object  of  her 

As  Aloys  Reding  became  belter  acquuinted 
with  the  virtues  of  Justine  and  hcp  noble 
minded  husband,  his  attachment  to  them  in- 
creased ;  his  visits  to  their  fireside  were  long 
and  frequent,  till  finally,  tired  of  his  solitary 
Iwme,  and  weary  of  traversing  the  distance 
that  divided  them,  he  took  up  his  constant 
abode  in  their  dwelling,  and  as  their  children 
grew  up  around  him,  in  health  and  beauty,  he 
ceased  to  lament  that  he  had  none  to  call  bint 
father.  To  the  cavern  of  the  Hermit,  his 
ancient  and  long  tried  friend,  he  frequently  re- 
sorted, to  hold  converse  «ith  him  on  those  high 
and  holy  aubjects,  so  deeply  interesting  to  those, 
who  with  a  pious  spirit  are  drawing  near  the 
grave,  and  to  both,  this  intercouse  was  a  source 
of  pleasure  and  of  good. 

For  long  Father  Paul  betrayed  no  symptoms 
of  decay,  and  in  daily  communion  nith  Walthei 
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and  his  family,  he  led  a  happier  life  tbaa  hebad 
ever  done  since  childhood. 
'  But  time,  though  imperceptibly,  still  did  its 
work,  and  to  the  deep  grief  of  Walther,  when 
after  a  lapse  of  years,  he  paid  his  usual  visit  to 
the  cave  at  the  dawn  of  a  bright  summer's  day, 
he  found  the  old  man  lying  helpless,  and 
almost  speechless,  on  his  humble  pallet. 

But  he  evidently  still  knew  his  pupil,  and 
his  eyes  brightened  with  pleasure,  as  he  drew 
nigh.  One  hand  lay  tightly  closed  upon  his 
breast,  and  with  the  other  he  grasped  that  of 
Walther  with  convulsive  emotion. 

The  young  man  knelt  down  with  a  crucifix 
at  his  side,  and  joined  in  the  prayer  he  indis- 
tinctly murmured.  Father  Paul  in  almost 
unintelligible  accents,  then  gave  him  his  bles- 
sing. Walther's  eyes  streamed  with  tears  as 
he  bowed  to  receive  it,  and  with  deep  anxiety 
when  this  was  over,  he  still  bent  forward  to 
catch  the  meaning  of  the  words,  he  continued 
at  intervals  to  utter. 

"  Bright  spirit,*'  he  heard  him  say,  whilst 
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he  gazed  intent);  oa  the  sunbeam  which  fell 
within  the  cave,  "  art  thou  sent  at  length  to 
summon  me!     1  come  Clarice,  I  come!" 

A  smile  of  ineffable  joy  played  round  the 
withered  lipa  of  the  Hermit,  as  he  uttered  these 
words,  clearly  and  distinctly.  The  next  mo- 
ment he  lay  cold  and  lifeless  on  his  jiallet.  The 
spirit  had  deported  to  its  eternal  home. 

When  the  corpse  was  straightened  for  inter- 
meot]  there  was  found  tightly  grasped  in  the 
hand,  that  still  rested  on  the  heart,  a  long,  dark 
tress  of  female  hair,  but  though  Walther  knew 
it  was  his  mother's,  he  left  it  to  be  laid  in  th« 
grave  of  Father  Paul. 

During  the  brief  period  of  the  French  inva- 
sion, Walther  bad  earned  for  himself  an  boneat 
fame,  and  had  expeiienced  that  in  the  wild 
tumult  of  human  affairs,  there  is  no  charm^  aa 
he  had  once  imagined,  to  appease  the  restless 
longings  of  an  aspiring  spirit,  or  confer  that 
content  which  the  mind  can  no  where  find,  but 
in  itself.     He  felt  tliat  his  desire  of  perfection 


SS6  TIIE  THIRST   FOR   GOLD. 

could  only  be  fulfilled  in  heaven^  and  had  alone 
been  implanted  in  his  heart  by  a  beneficent 
creator,  as  a  guide  to  lead  him  thither.  No 
longer  an  isolated  being,  but  blessed  with  a 
fair  wife,  and  children  springing  like  blossoms 
around  him,  with  long  tried  friends,  and 
numerous  dependants,  he  was  convinced  that 
earthly  happiness  is  alone  to  be  found  in  the 
exerciseof  our  best  affections,  the  zealous  per^ 
formance  of  our  duties,  and  devout  submission 
to  the  divine  will. 

In  these  he  was  never  found  wanting.  In- 
dustrious, wise,  benevolent  and  contented,  his 
heart  was  centered  in  his  mountain  home,  and 
the  influence  of  his  benignant  spirit,  even  in 
that  seclusion,  became  the  means  of  good  to 
many — training  them  to  heaven,  and  teaching 
them  how  best  to  use  the  gift  of  life. 

END. 


T.  C.  Newbj,  Printer,  Angel  Hill,  Bury. 
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